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CHAPTER  I. 

Wi*  merry  sangs,  an'  frfendly  cracks 

I  wat  they  cUdna  weary ; 
An'  uneo  tales,  an'  Ainnie  jokes, 

ThsoT  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery. 

BtJENS. 

As  tbe  party  were  all  gathered  it  was  time  to  set 
to  work.  The  fire  in  tke  front  room  was  burning 
up  finely  now,  but  Miss  Fortune  had  no  idea  of 
having  pork-chopping  or  apple-paring  done  there. 
One  party  was  despatched  down-stairs  into  the 
lower  kitchen ;  the  others  made  a  circle  round  the 
fire.  Every  one  was  furnished  with  a  sharp  knife, 
and  a  basket  of  apples  was  given  to  each  two  or 
three.  Now  it  would  be  hard  to  say,  whether  talk- 
ing or  working  went  on  best.  Not  faster  moved 
the  tongues  than  the  fingers ;  not  smoother  went 
the  knives  than  the  flow  of  talk ;  while  there  was  a 
constant  leaping  of  quarters  of  apples  from  the 
hands  that  had  prepared  them  into  the  bowls,  trays, 
or  what-not,  that  stood  on  the  hearth  to  receive 
them.  Ellen  had  nothing  to  do;  her  aunt  had 
managed  it  so,  though  she  would  gladly  have  shared 
the  work  that  looked  so  pretty  and  pleasant  in 
other  people's  hands.  Miss  Fortune  would  not  let 
her ;  so  she  watched  the  rest,  and  amused  herself 
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as  well  as  she  could  with  hearing  and  seeing ;  and 
standing  between  Alice  and  Jenny  Hitchcock,  she 
handed  them  the  apples  out  of  the  basket  as  fast  as 
they  were  ready  for  them.  It  was  a  pleasant  even- 
ing that.  Laughing  and  talking  went  on  so  mer- 
rily ;  stories  were  told ;  anecdotes,  gossip,  jokes, 
passed  from  mouth  to  mouth ;  and  not  one  made 
himself  so  agreeable,  or  had  so  much  to  do  with  the 
life  and  pleasure  of  the  party,  as  Alice.  Ellen  saw 
it,  delighted.  The  pared  apples  kept  dancing  into 
the  bowls  and  trays ;  the  baskets  got  empty  sur- 
prisingly fast ;  Nancy  and  Ellen  had  to  run  to  the 
barrels  in  the  shed  again  and  again  for  fresh  sup- 
plies. 

"  Do  they  mean  to  do  all  these  to-night  ?"  said 
Ellen  to  Nancy,  on  one  of  these  occasions. 

"I  do  not  know  what  they  mean,  I  am  sure," 
replied  Nancy,  diving  down  into  the  barrel  to  reach 
the  apples;— "if  you  had  asked  me  what  Miss 
Fortune  meant,  I  might  have  given  a  guess." 

"But  only  look,"  said  Ellen, — "only  so  many 
done,  and  all  these  to  do! — Well,  I  know  what 
*  busy  as  a  bee  '  means  now,  if  I  never  did  before." 

"  You  will  know  it  better  to-morrow,  I  can  tell 
you." 

"Why?" 

"O,  wait  tin  you  see.  I  would  not  be  you  to-mor- 
row for  something  though.     Do  you  like  sewing  ?" 

"Sewing!"  said  Ellen.  But  "Girls!  gbls!— - 
what  are  you  leaving  the  door  open  for ! " — sounded 
from  the  kitchen,  and  they  hurried  in. 

"'Most  got  through,  Nancy?*'  inquired  Bob 
Lawson.     (Miss  Fortune  had  gone  down-stairs.) 

"  Ha'n't  begun  to,  Mr.  Lawson.  There  is  every 
bit  as  many  to  do  as  there  was  at  your  house  the 
other  night." 
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"  What  on  airth  does  she  want  with  such  a  sight 
of  them,"  inquired  Dan  Dennison. 

"  Live  on  pies  and  apple-sass  till  next  summer," 
suggested  Mimy  Lawson. 

"That  is  the  stuff  for  my  money!"  replied  her 
brother ;  "  'taters  and  apple-sass  is  my  sass  in  the 
winter." 

"  It  is  good  those  is  easy  got,"  said  his  sister 
Mary  ;  "  the  sass  is  the  most  of  the  dinner  to  Bob 
most  commonly." 

"Are  they  fixing  for  more  apple-sass  down- 
stairs ?"  Mr.  Dennison  went  on  rather  dryly. 

"No — hush!" — said  Juniper  Hitchcock, — "sas- 
sages!" 

"  Humph !"  said  Dan,  as  he  speared  up  an  apple 
out  of  the  basket  on  the  point  ol  his  knife, — "  amt 
that  something  like  what  you  call  killing  two " 

"Just  that  exactly,"  said  Jenny  Hitchcock,  as 
Dan  broke  off  short,  and  the  mistress  of  the  house 
walked  in.  "  ERen,"  she  whispered,  "  do  not  you 
want  to  go  down-stairs  and  see  when  the  folks  are 
coming  up  to  help  us?  And  tell  the  doctor  he 
must  be  spry,  for  we  are  not  a-going  to  get  through 
in  a  hurry,"  she  added,  laughing. 

"  Which  is  the  doctor,  ma'am  ?" 

"The  doctor — Doctor  Marshchalk — do  not  you 
know?" 

"  Is  he  a  doctor  ?"  said  Alice. 

"No,  not  exactly  I  suppose,  .but  he  is  just  as 
good  as  the  real.  He's  a  natural  knack  at  putting 
bones  in  their  places,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 
There  was  a  man  broke  his  leg  horribly  at  Thirl- 
waU,  the  other  day,  and  Gibson  was  out  of  the  way, 
and  Marshchalk  set  it,  and  did  it  famously  they  said. 
So  go,  Ellen,  and  bring  us  word  what  they  are  all 
about." 
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Mr.  Van  Brunt  was  head  of  the  party  in  the 
lower  kitchen.  He  stood  at  one  end  of  the  table, 
cutting  with  his  huge  knife  the  hard-frozen  pork 
into  very  thin  slices,  which  the  rest  of  the  company 
took,  and,  before  they  had  time  to  thaw,  cut  up  into 
small  dice  on  the  little  boards  Mr.  Van  Brunt  had 
repared.  As  large  a  fire  as  the  chimney  woidd 
oltt  was  built  up  and  blazing  finely;  the  room 
looked  as  cozy  and  bright  as  the  one  up- stairs,  and 
the  people  as  busy  and  as  talkative.  They  had  less 
to  do,  however,  or  they  had  been  more  smart,  for 
they  were  drawing  to  the  end  of  their  chopping ;  of 
which  Miss  Janet  declared  herself  very  glad,  for  she 
said  "the  wind  came  sweeping  in  under  the  doors 
and  freezing  her  feet  the  whole  time,  and  she  was 
sure  the  biggest  fire  ever  was  built  could  not  warm 
that  room ;"  an  opinion  in  which  Mrs.  Van  Brunt 
agreed  perfectly.  Miss  Janet  no  sooner  spied  El- 
len standing  in  the  chimney-comer  than  she  called 
her  to  her  side,  kissed  her,  and  talked  to  her  a  long 
time,  and  finally,  fumbling  in  her  pocket,  brought 
forth  an  odd  little  three-cornered  pin-cushion  which 
she  gave  her  for  a  keepsake.  Jane  Huff  and  her 
brother  also  took  kind  notice  of  her;  and  Ellen 
began  to  think  the  world  was  fiill  of  nice  people. 
About  half-past  eight  the  choppers  went  up  and 
joined  the  company  who  were  paring  apples ;  the 
circle  was  a  very  La-rge  one  now,  and  the  buzz  of 
tongues  grew  quite  furious. 

"  What  are  you  smiling  at  ?*'  asked  Alice  of  El- 
len, who  stood  at  her  elbow. 

"  O,  I  do  not  know,"  said  EUen,  smiling  more 
broadly ;  and  presently  added, — "  they  are  aU  so  kind 
to  me." 

"Who?" 

"  O,  everybody — Miss  Jenny,  and  Miss  Jane 
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Huff,  and  Miss  Janet,  and  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  and  Mr. 
Huff, — they  all  speak  so  kindly  and  look  so  kindly 
at  me.  But  it  is  very  funny,  what  a  notion  people 
have  for  kissing — I  wish  they  had  not — I  have  run 
away  from  three  kisses  ab^ady,  and  I  am  so  afraid 
somebody  else  will  try  next." 

"You  do  not  seem  very  bitterly  displeased,"  said 
AHce,  smiling. 

"I  am  though, — I  cannot  bear  it,"  said  EUen, 
laughing  and  blushing.  "  There  is  Mr.  Dennison 
caught  me,  in  the  first  place,  and  tried  to  kiss  me, 
but  I  tried  so  hard  to  get  away,  I  believe  he  saw  I 
was  really  in  good  earnest  and  let  me  go.  And  just 
now, — onlv  think  of  it, — while  I  was  standing  talk- 
ing to  Miss  Jane  Huff,  down-stairs,  her  brother 
caught  me  and  kissed  me  before  I  knew  what  he  was 
going  to  do.  I  declare  it  is  too  bad!"  said  EUen, 
rubbing  her  cheek  very  hard  as  if  she  would  rub  off 
the  affront. 

"  You  must  let  it  pass,  my  dear ;  it  is  one  way  of 
expressing  kindness.  They  feel  kindly  towards  you 
or  they  woidd  not  do  it." 

"  Then  I  wish  they  would  not  feel  quite  so  kind- 
ly," said  EUen,  "that  is  aU.  Hark! — ^what  was 
that  ?" 

"What  is  that?"  said  somebody  else,  and  in- 
stantly there  was  silence,  broken  again  after  a  mi- 
nute or  two  by  the  faint  blast  of  a  horn. 

"It  is  old  Father  Swaim,  I  reckon,"  said  Mr. 
Van  Brunt ;  "  I  wiU  go  fetch  him  in." 

"  O,  yes !  bring  him  in — bring  him  in,"  was  heard 
on  aU  sides. 

"  What  does  he  blow  that  horn  for  ?"  said  EUen, 
as  Jenny  stooped  for  her  knife  which  she  had  let 
faU. 
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**  O,  to  let  people  know  he  is  there,  you  know ; 
did  you  never  see  Father  Swaim  ?" 

"iNo" 

"La!  he  is  the  funniest  old  fellow!  He  goes 
round  and  round  the  country  carrying  the  news- 
papers ;  and  we  get  him  to  bring  us  our  letters  from 
the  post-office,  when  there  are  any.  He  carries 
them  in  a  pair  of  saddle-bags  hanging  across  that 
old  white  horse  of  his— I  do  not  think  that  horse 
will  ever  grow  old,  no  more  than  his  master, — and 
in  summer  he  has  a  stick — so  long — with  a  horse's 
tail  tied  to  the  end  of  it,  to  brush  away  the  flies,  for 
the  poor  horse  has  had  his  tail  cut  off  pretty  short. 
I  wonder  if  it  is  not  the  very  same,"  said  Jenny, 
laughing  heartily  ;  "  Father  Swaim  thought  he  could 
manage  it  best,  I  guess.** 

The  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Van  Brunt  and  the 
old  news-carrier  came  in. 

He  was  a  venerable,  mild-looking  old  man,  with 
thin  hair  as  white  as  snow.  He  wore  a  long  snuff- 
coloured  coat,  and  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  the  sides 
of  which  were  oddly  looped  up  to  the  crown  with 
twine ;  his  tin  horn,  or  trumpet,  was  in  his  hand. 
His  saddle-bags  were  on  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  arm.  As 
soon  as  she  saw  him  Ellen  was  fevered  with  the  no- 
tion that,  perhaps,  he  had  something  for  her ;  and 
she  forgot  everything  else.  It  would  seem  that 
the  rest  of  the  company  had  the  same  hope,  for 
they  crowded  round  him,  shouting  out  welcomes, 
and  questions^  and  inquiries  for  letters,  all  in  a 
breath. 

"  Softly — softly,*' — said  the  old  man,  sitting  down 
slowly ;  "  not  all  at  once ;  I  cannot  attend  to  you  all 
at  once ; — one  at  a  time — one  at  a  time.'* 

"  Do  not  attend  to  them  at  all  till  you  are  ready,*' 
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said  Miss  Fortiine, — "let  them  wait."     And  she 
handed  him  a  glass  of  cider. 

He  drank  it  off  at  a  breath,  smacking  his  lips,  as 
he  gave  back  the  glass  to  her  hand,  and  exclaiming, 
"  That  is  prime !"  Then  taking  up  his  saddle-bags 
from  the  floor  he  began  slowly  to  undo  the  fasten- 
ings. 

"  You  are  going  to  our  house  to-night,  are  you 
not,  Father  Swaim  ?"  said  Jenny. 

"That  is  where  I  was  a  going,"  said  the  old  man. 
"  I  was  a  going  to  stop  with  your  father.  Miss  Jenny ; 
but  since  I  have  got  mto  farmer  Van  Brunt's  hands, 
I  do  not  know  any  more  what  is  going  to  become  of 
me ; — and  after  that  glass  of  cider,  I  do  not  much 
care !  Now,  let  us  see — let  us  see, — *  Miss  Jenny 
Hitchcock,' — here  is  something  for  you.  I  should 
like  to  know  very  much  what  is  inside  of  that  letter 
— there  is  a  blue  seal  to  it.  Ah,  young  folks ! — 
young  folks!" 

Jenny  received  her  letter  amidst  a  great  deal  of 
laughing  and  joking,  and  seemed  herself  quite  as 
much  amused  as  anybody. 

"  *Jedediah  B.  Lawson,' — ^there's  for  your  father, 
Miss  Mimy;  that  saves  me  a  long  tramp — if  you 
have  tweniy-one  cents  in  your  pocket,  that  is, — if 
you  have  not,  I  shall  be  obleeged  to  tramp  after 
that.  Here  is  something  for  almost  all  of  you,  I 
am  thinking.  *  Miss  Cecilia  Dennison,' — your  fair 
hands — ^how  is  the  Squire  ? — rheumatism,  eh  ?  I 
think  I  am  a  younger  man  now  than  your  father, 
Cecilly ;  and  yet  I  must  have  seen  a  good  many 
years  more  than  Squire  Dennison ;  —I  must,  surely. 
*  Miss  fortune  Emerson' — that  is  for  you ; — a  dou- 
ble letter,  ma'am." 

Ellen,  with  a  beating  heart,  had  pressed  nearer 
and  nearer  to  the  old  man,  till  she  stood  close  by  his 


8  THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOBLD. 

right  hand,  and  could  see  every  letter  as  he  handed 
it  out.  A  spot  of  deepening  red  was  on  each 
cheek  as  her  eye  eagerly  scanned  letter  after  letter ; 
it  spread  to  a  sudden  flush  when  the  last  name  was 
read,  Alice  watched  in  some  anxiety  her  keen 
look  as  it  followed  the  letter  from  the  old  man's 
hand  to  her  aunt's,  and  thence  to  the  pocket  where 
Miss  Fortune  coolly  bestowed  it.  EUen  could  not 
stand  this ;  she  sprang  forward  across  the  circle. 

"  Aunt  Fortune,  there  is  a  letter  inside  of  that  for 
me — wiU  you  not  give  it  to  me  ?  will  you  not  give 
it  to  me  ?"  she  repeated  trembling. 

Her  aunt  did  not  notice  her  by  so  much  as  a 
look ;  she  turned  away  and  began  talking  to  some 
one  else.  The  red  had  leffc  EUen's  face  when  Alice 
could  see  it  again ; — it  was  livid  and  spotted  from 
stifled  passion.  She  stood  in  a  kind  oi  maze.  But 
as  her  eye  caught  Alice's  anxious  and  sorrowful 
look  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  as 
quick  as  possible  made  her  escape  out  of  the  room. 

For  some  minutes  Alice  heard  none  of  the  hub- 
bub around  her.  Then  came  a  knock  at  the  door, 
and  the  voice  of  Thomas  Glrimes  saying  to  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  that  Miss  Himiphreys'  horse  was  there. 

"  Mr.  Swaim,"  said  Alice  rising,  "I  do  not  like 
to  leave  you  with  these  gay  friends  of  ours ;  you 
will  stand  no  chance  of  rest  with  them  to-night. 
Will  you  ride  home  mth  me  ?" 

Many  of  the  party  began  to  beg  Alice  would  stay 
to  supper,  but  she  said  her  father  would  be  uneasy. 
The  old  news-carrier  concluded  to  go  with  her,  for 
he  said  "  there  was  a  pint  he  wanted  to  mention 
to  parson  Humphreys  that  he  had  forgotten  to 
bring  forward  when  they  were  talking  on  that  'ere 
subject  two  months  ago."  So  Nancy  brought  her 
things  from  the  next  room  and  helped  her  on  with 
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them,  and  looked  pleased,  as  well  she  might,  at  the 
smile  and  kind  words  with  which  she  was  rewarded. 
Alice  lingered  at  her  leave-takings,  hoping  to  see 
EUen ;  but  it  was  not  tiU  the  last  moment  that 
EUen  came  in.  She  did  not  say  a  word ;  but  the 
two  little  arms  were  put  round  Alice's  neck,  and 
held  her  with  a  long,  close  earnestness  which  did 
not  pass  from  her  mind  all  the  evening  afterwards. 

When  she  was  gone  the  company  sat  down  again 
to  business  ;  and  apple-paring  went  on  more  steadily 
than  ever  for  a  while,  till  the  bottom  of  the  barrels 
was  seen,  and  the  last  basketful  of  apples  was  duly 
emptied.  Then  there  was  a  general  shout ;  the 
kitchen  was  quickly  cleared,  and  everybody's  face 
brightened,  as  much  as  to  say,  "Now  for  ftin!" 
While  EUen  and  Nancy  and  Miss  Fortune  and  Mrs. 
Van  Brunt  were  runnmg  all  ways  with  trays,  pans, 
baskets,  knives,  and  buckets,  the  fim  began  by  Mr. 
Juniper  Hitchcock's  whistling  in  his  dog  and  setting 
him  to  do  various  feats  for  the  amusement  of  the 
company.  There  followed  such  a  rushing,  leaping, 
barking,  laughing  and  scolding,  on  the  part  of  the 
dog  and  his  admirers,  that  the  room  was  in  an 
uproar.  He  jumped  over  a  stick ;  he  got  into  a 
chair  and  sat  up  on  two  legs  ;  he  kissed  the  ladies' 
hands  ;  he  suffered  an  apple-paring  to  be  laid  across 
his  nose,  then  threw  it  up  with  a  jerk  and  caught 
it  in  his  mouth.  Nothing  very  remarkable  certainly, 
but,  as  Miss  Fortune  observed  to  somebody,  "  if  he 
had  been  the  learned  pig  there  could  not  have  been 
more  fiiss  made  over  him." 

EUen  stood  looking  on,  smiling  partly  at  the  dog 
and  his  master,  and  par^  at  the  antics  of  the 
company.  Presently  Mr.  v  an  Brunt  bending  down 
to  her  said, 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  your  eyes  ?" 
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"  Nothing,"  said  Ellen  starting. — "  at  least  no- 
thing that  is  any  matter  I  mean." 

"  Come  here,"  said  he,  drawing  her  to  one  side ; 
"  tell  me  all  about  it — ^what  is  the  matter  ?" 

"  Never  mind — please  do  not  ask  me,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt — it  is  nothing  I  ought  to  teU  you — it  is  not 
any  matter." 

J3ut  her  eyes  were  fuU  again,  and  he  stiU  held  her 
fast,  doubtfidly. 

"  /  mil  tell  you  about  it,  Mr.  Van  Brunt,"  said 
Nancy  as  she  came  past  them, — "  you  let  her  go, 
and  I  wiU  tell  you  by-and-by." 

And  Ellen  tried  in  vain  afterwards  to  make  her 
promise  she  would  not. 

"  Come,  June,"  said  Miss  Jenny,  "  we  have  got 
enough  of  you  and  Jumper — turn  him  out ;  we  are 
going  to  have  the  cat  now.  Come ! — Puss,  puss  in 
the  comer!  Q-o  off  in  the  other  room,  will  you,  every- 
body that  does  not  want  to  play.     Puss,  puss  ? — " 

Now  the  fun  began  in  good  earnest,  and  few 
minutes  had  passed  before  Ellen  was  laughing  with 
all  her  heart,  as  if  she  never  had  had  anything  to 
cry  for  in  her  life.  After  "  puss,  puss  in  the  comer" 
came  "blind-man's  buff;"  and  this  was  played  with 
great  spirit,  the  two  most  distinguished  being 
Nancy  and  Dan  Dennison,  though  Miss  Fortune 
played  admirably  weU.  EUen  had  seen  Nancy  play 
betore ;  but  she  forgot  her  own  mrt  of  the  game  in 
sheer  amazement  at  the  way  Mr.  Dennison  managed 
his  long  body,  which  seemed  to  go  where  there  was 
no  room  for  it,  and  vanish  into  air  just  when  the 
grasp  of  some  grasping  "blind  man"  was  ready  to 
fasten  upon  him.  And  when  he  was  blinded,  he 
seemed  to  know  by  instinct  where  the  walls  were, 
and  keeping  clear  of  them  he  would  swoop  like  a 
hawk  from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other,  pounc- 
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ing  upon  the  unlucky  people  who  could  by  no 
means  get  out  of  the  way  fast  enough.  When  this 
had  lasted  a  while  there  was  a  general  call  for  "  the 
fox  and  the  goose  ;"  and  Miss  Fortune  was  pitched 
upon  for  the  latter ;  she  having  in  the  other  game 
showed  herself  capable  of  good  generalship.  But 
who  for  a  fox  ?     Mr.  Van  Brunt  ? 

'*Not  I,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt, — ''there  aint 
nothing  of  the  fox  about  me  ;  Miss  Fortune  would 
beat  me  all  hollow." 

"  Who  then,  farmer,"  said  Bill  Huff;—"  come  ! 
who  is  the  fox?    Willi  do?" 

"  Not  you,  Bill ;  the  goose  would  be  too  much 
for  you." 

T?here  was  a  general  shout,  and  cries  of  '*  Who 
then?"  "who  then?" 

"  Dan  Dennison,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt.  "  Now 
look  out  for  a  sharp  fight." 

Amidst  a  great  deal  of  laughing  and  confusion 
the  line  was  formed,  each  ])erson  taking  hold  of  a 
haifdkerchief  or  band  passed  round  the  waist  of  the 
person  before  him,  except  when  the  women  held  by 
each  other's  skirts.  They  were  ranged  according 
to  height,  the  tallest  beiug  next  their  leader  the 
"  goose."  Mr.  Van  Brunt  and  the  elder  ladies,  and 
two  or  three  more,  chose  to  be  lookers-on,  and  took 
post  outside  the  door. 

Mr.  Dennison  began,  by  taking  off  his  coat,  to 
give  himself  more  freedom  in  his  movements ;  for 
his  business  was  to  catch  the  traiu  of  the  goose, 
one  by  one,  as  each  ia  turn  became  the  hindmost ; 
while  her  object  was  to  baffle  him  and  keep  her 
family  together,  meeting  him  with  outspread  arms 
at  every  rush  he  made  to  seize  one  of  her  brood ; 
while  the  long  train  behind  her,  following  her  quick 
movements  and  swaying  from  side  to  side  to  get 
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out  of  the  reach  of  the  furious  fox,  was  sometimes 
in  the  shape  of  the  letter  C,  and  sometimes  in  that 
of  the  letter  S,  and  sometimes  looked  like  a  long 
snake  with  a  curling  tail.  Loud  was  the  laughter, 
shrill  the  shrieks,  as  the  fox  drove  them  hither  and 
thither,  and  seemed  to  be  in  all  parts  of  the  room 
at  once.  He  was  a  cunning  fox  that,  as  well  as  a 
bold  one.  Sometimes,  when  they  thought  him 
quite  safe,  held  at  bay  by  the  goose,  he  dived  under 
or  leaped  over  her  outstretched  arms  and  almost 
snatched  hold  of  little  Ellen,  who,  being  the  least, 
was  the  last  one  of  the  party.  But  EUen  played  veiy 
well,  and  just  escaped  him  two  or  three  times,  till 
he  declared  she  gave  him  so  much  trouble  that  when 
he  caught  her  he  would  "kiss  her  the  worst  kind." 
EUen  played  none  the  worse  for  that ;  however  she 
was  caught  at  last,  and  kissed  too ;  there  was  no 
help  for  it;  so  she  bore  it  as  weU  as  she  could. 
Then  she  watched,  and  laughed  till  the  tears  ran 
down  her  cheeks  to  see  how  the  fox  and  the  goose 
dodged  each  other,  what  tricks  were  played,  and 
how  the  long  train  pulled  each  other  about.  At 
length,  Nancy  was  caught ;  and  then  Jenny  Hitch- 
cock ;  and  then  Cecilia  Dennison,  and  then  Jane 
Huff,  and  so  on,  tUl  at  last  the  fox  and  the  goose 
had  a  long  struggle  for  Mimy  Lawson,  which  would 
never  have  come  to  an  end  if  Mimy  had  not  gone 
over  to  the  enemy. 

There  was  a  general  pause.  The  hot  and  tired 
company  were  seated  round  the  room,  panting  and 
fanning  themselves  with  their  pocket-handkerchiefs, 
and  speaking  in  broken  sentences;  glad  to  rest 
even  from  laughing.  Miss  Fortune  had  thrown 
herself  down  on  a  seat  close  by  Ellen,  when  Nancy 
came  up  and  softly  asked,  "  Is  it  time  to  beat  the 
eggs  now  ?"     Miss  Fortune  nodded,  and  then  drew 
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her  close  to  receive  a  long  low  whisper  in  her  ear, 
at  the  end  of  which  Nancy  ran  off. 

"Is  there  anything  I  can  do,  aunt  Fortune?" 
said  Ellen,  so  gently  and  timidly,  that  it  ought  to 
have  won  a  kind  answer. 

"Yes,"  said  her  aunt, — "jrou  may  go  and  put 
yourself  to  bed ;  it  was  high  time,  long  ago."  And 
looking  round  as  she  moved  off,  she  a3ded,  "  Q-o  !" 
— with  a  little  nod  that  as  much  as  said,  "  I  am  in 
earnest." 

Ellen's  heart  throbbed ;  she  stood  doubtful.  One 
word  to  Mr.  Van  Brunt  and  she  need  not  go, — that 
she  knew.  But  as  surely  too  that  word  would 
make  trouble  and  do  harm.  And  then  she  remem- 
bered "A  charge  to  keep  I  have!" — She  turned 
quickly  and  quitted  the  room. 

EUen  sat  aown  on  the  first  stair  she  came  to,  for 
her  bosom  was  heaving  up  and  down,  and  she  was 
determined  not  to  cry.  The  sounds  of  talking 
and  laughing  came  to  her  ear  from  the  parlour,  and 
there  at  her  side  stood  the  covered-up  supper; — 
for  a  few  minutes  it  was  hard  work  to  keep  her  re- 
solve. The  thick  breath  came  and  went  very  fast. 
Through  the  fanlights  of  the  hall-door,  opposite 
"to  which  she  was  sitting,  the  bright  moonlight 
streamed  in ;— and  presently,  as  EUen  quieted,  it 
seemed  to  her  fancy  like  a  gentle  messenger  from 
its  Maker,  bidding  his  child  remember  him ; — and 
then  came  up  some  words  in  her  memory  that  her 
mother's  lips  had  fastened  there  long  ago ; — "  I  love 
them  that  love  me,  and  they  that  seek  me  early 
shall  find  me."  She  remembered  her  mother  had 
told  her  it  is  Jesus  who  says  this.  Her  lost  plea- 
.sure  was  wellnigh  forgotten:  and  yet  as  she  sat 
gazing  into  the  moonfight,  EUen's  eyes  were  ga- 
thering tears  very  fast. 
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"  Well,  I  am  seeking  him,"  she  thought, — "  can 
it  be  that  he  loves  me ! — Oh  I  am  so  glad!" 

And  they  were  glad  tears  that  little  EUen  wiped 
away  as  she  went  up-stairs ;  for  it  was  too  cold  to 
sit  there  long  if  the  moon  was  ever  so  bright. 

She  had  her  hand  on  the  latch  of  her  door,  when 
her  grandmother  called  out  from  the  other  room  to 
know  who  was  there. 

"  It  is  I,  grandma." 

"  Is  not  somebody  there  ?  Come  in  here — ^who 
is  it?" 

"  It  is  I,  grandma,"  said  EUen,  coming  to  the 
door. 

"  Come  in  here,  deaiy,"  said  the  old  woman  in  a 
lower  tone, — "  what  is  it  all  ?  what  is  the  matter  ? 
who  is  down-stairs  ?" 

"  It  is  a  bee,  grandma ;  there  is  nothing  the 
matter." 

"  A  bee !  who  has  been  stung  ?  what  is  aU  the 
noise  about  ?" 

"It  is  not  that  kind  of  bee,  grandma;  do  not 
you  know  ?  there  is  a  parcel  of  people  that  came 
to  pare  apples,  and  they  have  been  playing  games 
in  the  pariour — ^that  is  aU." 

"  Paring  apples,  eh  ?    Is  there  company  below  ?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  a  whole  parcel  of  people." 

"Dear  me!"  said  the  old  lady,  "  I  ought  not  to 
have  been  in  bed!  "Why  has  not  Fortune  called 
me  ?  I  will  get  right  up.  EUen,  you  go  into  that 
fur  closet  and  bring  me  my  paddysoy  that  hangs 
there,  and  then  help  me  on  with  my  things  ;  I  wiU 
get  right  up.  Dear  me !  what  was  Fortune  think- 
ing about?" 

The  moonlight  served  very  weU  instead  of  can- 
dles. After  twice  bringing  the  vrrong  dresses, 
EUen  at  last  hit  upon  the  "  paddysoy,"  which  the 
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old  lady  knew  immediately  by  the  touch.  In  haste, 
and  not  without  some  fear  and  trembUng  on  Ellen's 
part,  she  was  arrayed  in  it ;  her  best  cap  put  on, 
not  over  hair  in  the  best  order  EUen  feared,  but  the 
old  lady  would  not  stay  to  have  it  made  better ; 
Ellen  took  care  of  her  down  the  stairs,  and,  after 
opening  the  door  for  her,  went  back  to  her  room. 

A  little  while  had  passed,  and  EUen  was  just 
tying  her  night-cap  strmgs  and  ready  to  go  peace- 
fully to  sleep,  when  Nancy  burst  in. 

"Ellen!  Hurry!  you  must  come  right  down- 
stairs." 

"  Down-stairs ! — ^why,*  I  am  just  ready  to  go  to 
bed." 

"  No  matter — ^you  must  come  right  away  down. 
There  is  Mr.  Van  Brunt  says  he  will  not  begin 
supper  till  you  come." 

"  But  does  aunt  Fortune  want  me  too  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  tell  you !  and  the  quicker  you  come  the 
better  she  will  be  pleased.  She  sent  me  after  you 
in  all  sorts  of  a  hurry.  She  said  she  did  not  know 
where  you  was." 

"  Said  she  did  not  know  where  I  was  !     Why 

she  told  me  herself -"  EUen  began  and  stopped 

short. 

"  Of  course  1"  said  Nancy,  "  do  not  you  think  I 
know  that  ?  But  he  does  not,  and  if  you  want  to 
plague  her  you  wiU  just  teU  him.  Now  come  and 
be  quick,  wiU  you.     The  supper  is  splendid." 

Mien  lost  the  first  view  of  the  table,  for  every- 
thing had  begun  to  be  puUed  to  pieces  before  she 
came  in.  The  company  were  aU  crowded  round  the 
table,  eating  and  talking  and  helping  themselves ; 
and  ham  and  bread  and  butter,  pumpkin  pies  and 
mince  pies,  and  apple  pies,  cake  of  various  kinds, 
and  glasses  of  egg  nogg  and  cider  were  in  every- 
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body's  hands.  One  dish  in  the  middle  of  the  table 
had  won  the  praise  of  every  tongue ;  nobody  could 
guess,  and  many  asked  how  it  was  made,  but  Miss 
Fortune  kept  a  satisfied  silence,  pleased  to  see  the 
constant  stream  of  comers  to  the  big  dish  till  it  was 
near  empty.  Just  then  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  seeing 
Ellen  had  nothing,  gathered  up  all  that  was  left  and 
gave  it  to  her. 

It  was  sweet,  and  cold,  and  rich.  EUen  told  her 
mother  afterwards  it  was  the  best  thing  she  had 
ever  tasted,  except  the  ice-cream  she  once  gave  her 
in  New  York.  She  had  t^ken,  however,  but  one 
spoonful,  when  her  eye  fell  upon  Nancy,  standing 
back  of  all  the  company,  and  forgotten.  Nancy  had 
been  upon  her  good  behaviour  all  the  evening,  and 
it  was  a  singular  proof  of  this  that  she  had  not 
pushed  in  and  helped  herself  among  the  first. 
Ellen's  eye  went  once  or  twice  from  her  plate  to 
Nancy,  and  then  she  crossed  over  and  offered  it  to 
her.  It  was  eagerly  taken,  and,  a  little  disap- 
pointed, EUen  stepped  back  again.  But  she  soon 
forgot  the  disappomtment.  "  She  will  know  now 
that  I  do  not  bear  her  any  grudge,"  she  thought. 

"Ha'n't  you  got  nothing?"  said  Nancy,  coming 
up  presently ;  "  that  wasn't  your'n  that  you  gave 
me,  was  it?" 

EUen  nodded  smilingly. 

"  "WeU,  there  aint  no  more  of  it,"  said  Nancy. 
"  The  bowl  is  empty." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  EUen. 

"  Why,  didn't  you  Hke  it  ?" 

«  Yes— very  much." 

"  Why,  you're  a  queer  Uttle  fish,"  said  Nancy. 
"  What  did  you  get  Mr.  Van  Brunt  to  let  me  in 
for?" 

"  How  did  you  know  I  did  ?" 
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"'Cause  he  told  me.  Say — what  did  you  do  it 
for  ?  Mr.  Demiison,  won't  you  give  Ellen  a  piece 
of  cake  or  something?  Here — take  this,"  said 
Nancy,  pouncing  upon  a  glass  of  egg  nogg  which  a 
gap  in  the  company  enabled  her  to  reach ;  "  I  made 
it  more  than  half  myself.     Aint  it  good  ?" 

"  Yes,  very,"  said  EUen ;— «  what  is  in  it  ?" 

"  O,  plenty  of  good  things.  But  what  made  you 
ask  Mr.  Van  Brunt  to  let  me  stop  to-night  ?  "x  ou 
didn't  tell  me — did  you  want  me  to  stay  ?** 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Ellen ;  "  do  not  ask  me  any 
questions." 

"  Yes,  but  I  will  though,  and  you  have  got  to 
answer  me.  Why  did  you  ?  Come ! — do  you  Kke 
me? — say?" 

'*  I  should  Kke  you,  I  dare  say,  if  you  would  be 
different." 

"  Well,  I  don't  care,  said  Nancy,  after  a  little 
pause, — "  I  like  yow,  though  you're  as  queer  as  you 
can  be.  I  don't  care  whether  you  like  me  or  not. 
Look  here,  EUen,  that  cake  there  is  the  best — I 
know  it  is,  for  I  have  tried  them  all.  You  know 
I  told  Van  Brunt  I  would  tell  him  what  you  were 
crying  about  ?'* 

"  Yes,  and  I  asked  you  not.     Did  you  ?" 

Nancy  nodded,  being  at  the  moment  still  further 
engaged  in  "  trying"  the  cake. 

"  1  am  sorry  you  did.     What  did  he  say  ?" 

"  He  didn't  say  much  to  me — somebody  else  will 
hear  of  it,  I  guess.  He  was  mad  about  it,  or  I  am 
mistaken.    What  makes  you  sorry  ?" 

"  It  win  only  do  harm,  and  make  aunt  Fortune 
angry." 

**  WeU,  that  is  just  what  I  should  like,  if  I  were 
you.     I  can't  make  you  out." 

c  2 
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"  I  would  rather  have  her  like  me,"  said  EUen. 
"  Was  she  vexed  when  grandma  came  down  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  ;  but  she  had  to  keep  it  to  her- 
self if  she  was :  everybody  else  was  so  glad,  and 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  made  sucn  a  fuss.  Just  look  at 
the  old  lady,  how  pleased  she  is.  I  declare  if  the 
folks  aint  talking  of  going !  Come,  Ellen,  now  for 
the  cloaks !  you  and  me  will  finish  our  supper 
afterwards." 

That,  however,  was  not  to  be.  Nancy  was  offered 
a  ride  home  to  Mrs.  Van  Brunt's,  and  a  lodging 
there.  They  were  ready  cloaked  and  shawled,  and 
Ellen  was  still  hunting  for  Miss  Janet's  things  in 
the  moonlit  hall,  when  she  heard  Nancy  close  by,  in 
a  lower  tone  than  common,  say, 

"  Ellen— -will  you  kiss  me  ?^' 

Ellen  dropped  her  armful  of  things,  and,  taking 
Nancy's  hands,  gave  her  truly  the  kiss  of  peace. 

When  she  went  up  to  undress  for  the  second 
time,  she  found  on  her  bed — ^her  letter !  And  with 
tears  ELLen  kneeled  down  and  gave  earnest  thanks 
for  this  blessing,  and  that  she  had  been  able  to  gain 
Nancy's  good-will. 


CHAPTEE  n. 

''He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built  an  absolute  trust/' 

Macbeth. 

It  was  Tuesday  the  22iid  of  December,  and  late  in 
the  day.  Not  a  pleasant  afternoon.  The  gray 
snow-clouds  hung  low  ;  the  air  was  keen  and  raw. 
It  was  already  growing  dark,  and  Alice  was  sitting 
alone  in  the  f&elight,  when  two  little  feet  came 
running  round  the  comer  of  the  house  ;  the  glass 
door  opened  and  Ellen  rushed  in. 

"I  have  come!  I  have  come!"  she  exclaimed. 
"  O  dear  Alice !  I  am  so  glad !" 

So  was  Alice  if  her  kiss  meant  anything. 

"  But  how  late,  my  child !  how  late  you  are." 

"01  thought  I  should  never  have  done,"  said 
Ellen,  pulling  off  her  things  in  a  great  hurry,  and 
throwing  them  on  the  sofa, — "but  I  am  here  at 
last.     O  I  am  so  glad !" 

"  Why,  what  has  been  the  matter  P"  said  Alice, 
folding  up  what  EUen  laid  down. 

"  O  a  great  deal  of  matter — I  could  not  think 
what  Nancy  meant  last  night — I  know  very  well 
now.  I  shall  not  want  to  see  any  more  apples  all 
winter.  What  do  you  think  I  have  been  about  all 
to-day,  dear  Miss  Alice  ?" 

"Nothing  that  has  done  you  much  harm,"  said 
Alice  smiling, — "  if  I  am  to  guess  from  your  looks. 
You  are  as  rosy  as  a  good  Spitzenberg  yourself." 

"  That  is  very  ftmny,"  said  Ellen  laughing ;  "  for 
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aunt  Fortune  said  awhile  ago  that  my  cheeks  were 
just  the  colour  of  two  mealy  potatoes." 

"  But  about  the  apples  ?"  said  Alice. 

"  Why,  this  morning  I  was  thinking  I  woidd 
come  here  so  early,  when  the  first  thing  aimt  For- 
tune brought  out  all  those  heaps  and  heaps  of 
apples  into  the  kitchen,  and  made  me  sit  down  on 
the  floor,  and  then  she  gave  me  a  great  big  needle 
and  set  me  to  string  them  all  together,  and  as  fast 
as  I  strung  them  she  hung  them  up  all  round  the 
ceiling.  I  tried  very  hard  to  get  through  before,  but 
I  could  not,  and  I  am  so  tired !  I  thought  I  never 
should  get  to  the  bottom  of  that  great  basket." 

"  Never  mind,  love — come  to  the  fire — ^we  will 
try  and  forget  all  disagreeable  things  while  we  are 
together." 

"  I  have  almost  forgotten  it  already,"  said  EUen, 
as  she  sat  down  in  Alice's  lap  and  laid  her  face 
against  hers  ; — "  I  do  not  care  for  it  at  all  now." 

But  her  cheeks  were  fast  fading  into  the  uncom- 
fortable colour  Miss  Fortune  had  spoken  of;  and 
weariness  and  weakness  kept  her  for  a  while  quiet 
in  Alice's  arms,  overcoming  even  the  pleasure  of 
talking.  They  sat  so  till  the  clock  struck  half-past 
five ;  then  Ahce  proposed  they  should  go  into  the 
kitchen  and  see  Margery,  ana  order  the  tea  to  be 
made,  which  she  had  no  doubt  EUen  wanted.  Margery 
welcomed  her  with  great  cordiality.  She  liked  any- 
body that  Alice  liked,  but  she  had  besides  declared 
to  her  husband  that  EUen  was  "  an  uncommon  weU- 
behaved  child."  See  said  she  would  put  the  tea  to 
draw,  and  they  should  have  it  in  a  very  few  mi- 
nutes. 

"  But,  Miss  Alice,  there  is  an  Irish  body  out  by, 
waiting  to  speak  to  you.  I  was  just  coming  in  to 
teU  you ;  wiU  you  please  to  see  her  now  ?" 
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"  Certainly — let  her  come  in.  Is  slie  in  the  cold, 
Margery? 

"  No,  Mias  Alice,  there  is  a  fire  there  this  even- 
ing.    I  will  call  her." 

The  woman  came  up  from  the  lower  kitchen  at 
the  summons.  She  was  young,  rather  pretty,  and 
with  a  pleasant  coimtenance,  but  imwashed,  un- 
combed, untidy, — ^no  wonder  Margery's  nicety  had 
shrunk  from  introduciag  her  into  her  spotless 
upper  kitchen.  The  unfailing  Irish  cloak  was 
drawn  about  her,  the  hood  brought  over  her  head, 
and  on  the  head  and  shoulders  the  snow  lay  white, 
not  yet  melted  away. 

"  Did  you  wish  to  speak  to  me,  my  friend  ?*'  said 
Alice  pleasantly. 

"  If  ye  plase,  ma'am,  it's  the  master  I'm  want- 
ing," said  the  woman,  droppiag  a  curtsey. 

"  My  father  ?     Margery,  wiU  you  tell  him." 

Margery  departed. 

"  Come  nearer  the  fire,"  said  Alice, — and  sit 
down;  my  father  will  be  here  presently.  It  is 
snowing  again,  is  it  not  ?" 

"  It  is,  ma'am  ; — a  bitter  storm." 

"  Have  you  came  far  ?" 

"  It's  a  good  bit,  my  lady — it's  more  nor  a  mile 
beyant  Carra — just  right  forgin  the  ould  big  hill 
they  call  the  Catchback ; — in  Jemmy  Morrison's 
woods — ^where  Pat  M^Farren's  clearing  is — ifs 
there  I  live,  my  lady." 

"  That  is  a  long  distance  indeed  for  a  walk  in  the 
snow,"  said  Alice,  kindly;  "sit  down,  and  come 
nearer  the  fire.  Margery  will  give  you  something 
to  refresh  you." 

"  I  thank  ye,  my  lady,  but  I  want  nothing  man 
can  give  me  the  night ;  and  when  one's  on  an  arrant 
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of  life  and  death,  it's  little  the  cold  or  the  storm 
can  do  to  put  out  the  heart's  fire.** 

"  Life  and  death  ?  who  is  sick  ?"  said  Alice. 

"  It's  my  own  child,  ma'am, — my  own  boy — all 
the  child  I  have — and  I'll  have  none  by  the  morn- 
ing light." 

"  Is  he  so  ill  ?'*  said  Alice ;  "  what  is  the  matter 
with  him?" 

"  Myself  doesn't  know." 

The  voice  was  fainter;  the  brown  cloak  was 
drawn  over  her  face ;  and  Alice  and  Ellen  saw  her 
shoulders  heaving  with  the  grief  she  kept  from 
bursting  out.     They  exchanged  glances. 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Alice  again  presently,  laying 
her  hand  upon  the  wet  shoidder ; — "  sit  down  and 
rest ;  my  father  will  be  here  directly.  Margery,  oh 
that  is  right, — a  cup  of  tea  wiU  do  her  good.  "What 
do  you  want  of  my  father  ?" 

"  The  Lord  bless  ye !— I'U  teU  you,  my  lady." 

She  drank  off*  the  tea,  but  refused  something 
more  substantial  that  Margery  offered  her. 

"  The  Lord  bless  ye !  I  couldn't.  My  lady,  there 
wasn't  a  stronger,  nor  a  prettier,  nor  a  swater  child, 
nor  couldn't  be,  nor  he  was  when  we  left  it — it'll  be 
three  years  come  the  fifteenth  of  April  next ;  but 
I'm  thinking  the  bitter  winters  o'  this  cowld  country 
has  chilled  the  life  out  o'  him, — and  troubles  cowl- 
der  than  all,"  she  added  in  a  lower  tone.  "  I  seed 
him  grow  waker  an'  waker,  an'  his  daar  face  grow 
thinner  an'  thinner,  an'  the  red  all  left  it,  only  two 
burning  spots  was  on  it  some  days ;  an'  I  worried 
the  life  out  o'  me  for  him,  an'  all  I  could  do  I 
couldn't  do  nothing  at  all  to  help  him,  but  he  just 
growed  waker  an'  waker.  I  axed  the  father  wouldn't 
he  see  the  doctor  about  him,  but  he's  an  'asy  kind 
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o'  man,  my  lady,  an'  he  said  he  would,  an'  he  never 
did  to  this  day  ;  an'  John  he  always  said  it  was  no 
use  Binding  tor  the  doctor,  an'  looked  so  swate  at 
me,  an'  said  for  me  not  to  fret,  for  sure  he'd  be 
better  soon,  or  he'd  go  to  a  better  place.  And  1 
thought  he  was  Hke  a  heavenly  angel  itself  already, 
an'  always  was,  but  then  more  nor  ever.  Och !  it's 
soon  that  he'U  be  one  entirely ! — ^let  Eather  Shan- 
non say  what  he  wiU." 

She  sobbed  for  a  minute,  while  Alice  and  EUen 
looked  on,  silent  and  pitying. 

"  An'  to-night,  my  lady,  he's  very  bad,"  she  went 
on,  wiping  away  the  tears  that  came  quickly  again, 
— an'  I  see'd  he  was  going  fast  from  me,  an'  I  was 
breaking  my  heart  wid  the  loss  of  him,  whin  I  heard 
one  of  the  men  that  was  in  it  say,  'What's  this  he's 
saying?'  says  he.  'An'  what  is  it  thin?'  says  I. 
*  About  the  jantleman  that  praaches  at  Carra,'  says 
he, — 'he's  a  calling  for  him,'  says  he.  I  knowed 
there  wasn't  a  praast  at  aH  at  Carra,  an'  I  thought 
he  was  draaming,  or  out  o'  his  head,  or  crazy  wid 
his  sickness,  Kke ;  an'  I  went  up  close  to  him,  an' 
says  I,  *  John,'  says  I,  *  what  is  it  you  want  ?'  says  I, 
— *  an'  sure  if  it's  anything  in  heaven  above  or  in 
earth  beneath  that  yer  own  mother  can  get  for 
ye,'  says  I, '  ye  shall  nave  it,'  says  I.  An'  he  put 
up  his  two  arms  to  my  neck  an'  pulled  my  nice 
down  to  his  lips,  that  was  hot  wid  the  faver,  an* 
kissed  me — he  did — '  An','  says  he,  *  Mother  daar,' 
says  he, — *  if  ye  love  me,'  says  he,  *  fetch  me  the 
good  jantleman  that  praaches  at  Carra,  till  I  spake 
to  him.'  '  Is  it  the  praast  you  want,  John  my  boy  ? ' 
says  I, — '  sure  he's  m  it,'  says  I ; — for  Michael  had 
been  for  Father  Shannon,  an'  he  had  come  home 
wid  him  half  an  hour  before.  *  Oh  no,  mother,' 
says  he,  *  it's  not  him  at  aU  that  I  maan — it's  the 
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jantleman  what  spakes  in  the  little  white  church  at 
Carra, — ^he's  not  a  praast  at  all,'  says  he.  '  An' 
who  is  he  thin  ?'  says  I,  getting  up  from  the  bed, 

*  or  where  will  I  find  him,  or  how  will  I  get  to  him  ?' 

*  Ye'U  not  stir  a  fut  for  him  then  the  night,  Kitty 
Dolan,'  says  my  husband, — *  are  ye  mad  ?'  says  he  ; 

*  sure  it's  not  his  own  head  the  child  has  at  all,  at 
all,  or  it's  a  little  hiritic  he  is,'  says  he ;  *  an'  ye 
won't  show  the  disrespect  to  the  praast  in  yer  own 
house.*  *  I'm  maaning  none,'  says  I, — *  nor  more 
he  isn't  a  hiritic,  but  if  he  was,  he's  a  bom  angel 
to  you,  Michael  Dolan,  anyhow,'  says  I ;  *  an'  wid 
the  kiss  of  his"  lips  on  my  fece  wouldn't  I  do  the 
arrant  of  my  own  boy,  an'  he  a  dying  ?  by  the 
blessing,  an'  I  will,  if  twenty  men  stud  between  me 
an'  it.  So  teU  me  where  I'U  find  him,  this  praast, 
if  there's  the  love  o'  mercy  in  any  sowl  o'  ye,'  says 
I.  But  they  wouldn't  spake  a  word  for  me,  not 
one  of  them ;  so  I  axed  an'  axed  at  one  place  an' 
other,  till  here  I  am.  An'  now,  my  lady,  wiU  the 
master  go  for  me  to  my  poor  boy  ? — for  he'd  maybe 
be  dead  while  I  stand  here." 

"  Surely  I  will,"  said  Mr.  Humphreys,  who  had 
come  in  while  she  was  speaking.  "  Wait  but  one 
moment." 

In  a  moment  he  came  back  ready,  and  he  and 
the  woman  set  forth  to  their  walk.  Alice  looked 
out  anxiously  afber  them. 

"  It  storms  very  hard,"  she  said ;  "  and  he  has 
not  had  his  tea !  But  he  could  not  wait.  Come, 
Ellen  love,  we  will  have  ours.  How  wiU  he  ever 
get  back  again!  it  wiU  be  so  deep  by  that  time." 

There  was  a  cloud  on  her  fair  brow  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes, but  it  passed  away ;  and,  quiet  and  calm  as 
ever,  she  sat  down  at  the  little  tea-table  with  Ellen. 
From  her  face  all  shadows  seemed  to  have  flown  for 


THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOELD.  25 

ever.  Hungry  and  happy,  she  enjoyed  Margery's 
good  bread  and  butter  and  the  nice  honey,  and  from 
time  to  time  cast  very  bright  looks  at  the  dear  face 
on  the  other  side  of  the  table,  which  could  not  help 
looking  bright  in  reply.  EUen  was  well  pleased  for 
her  part  that  the  thu*d  seat  was  empty.  But  Alice 
looked  thoughtful  sometimes  as  a  gust  of  wind  swept 
by,  and  once  or  twice  went  to  the  window. 

After  tea  Alice  took  out  her  work,  and  EUen  put 
herself  contentedly  down  on  the  rug,  and  sat  lean- 
ing back  against  her.  Silent  for  very  contentment 
for  a  while,  she  sat  looking  gravely  into  the  fire ; 
while  Alice's  fingers  drove  a  little  steel  hook  through 
and  through  some  purse  silk  in  a  mysterious  fashion 
that  no  eye  could  be  quick  enough  to  follow,  and 
with  such  skill  and  steadiness  that  the  work  grew 
fast  under  her  hand. 

"  I  had  such  a  fiinny  dream  last  night,"  said 
EUen. 

"  Did  you  ?  what  about  ?  " 

"  It  was  pleasant  too,"  said  EUen,  twisting  her- 
self round  to  talk,  "but  very  queer.  I  dreamed 
about  that  gentleman  that  was  so  kind  to  me  on 
board  the  boat — you  know  ?  I  told  you  about 
him?" 

"  Tes,  I  remember." 

"  Well,  I  dreamed  of  seeing  him  somewhere,  I 
do  not  know  where, — and  he  did  not  look  a  bit  like 
himself,  only  I  knew  who  it  was  ;  and  I  thought  I 
did  not  like  to  speak  to  him  for  fear  he  would  not 
know  me,  but  then  I  thought  he  did,  and  came  up 
and  took  my  hand  and  seemed  so  glad  to  see  me  ; 
and  he  asked  me  if  I  had  been  pious  since  he  saw 
me. 

EUen  stopped  to  laugh. 

"  And  what  did  you  teU  him  ?" 
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"  I  told  him  yes  ;  and  then  I  thought  he  seemed 
80  very  pleased." 

"Dreamers  do  not  always  keep  close  to  the  truth, 
it  seems." 

"  /  did  not,"  said  Ellen ;  "  but  then  I  thought  I 
had  in  my  dream." 

"  Had  what  ?  kept  close  to  the  truth  ?" 

"  No,  no  ; — been  what  he  said." 

"  Dreams  are  queer  things,"  said  Alice. 

"I  have  been  far  enough  from  being  good  to- 
day," said  Ellen  thoughtftdly. 

"  How  so,  my  dear  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know.  Miss  Alice  ; — because  I  never 
am  good,  I  suppose." 

"But  what  has  been  the  matter  to-day  ?" 

"  Why,  those  apples  !  I  thought  I  would  come 
here  so  early,  and  then  when  I  found  I  must  do 
all  those  baskets  of  apples  iirst  I  was  very  ill-hu- 
moured; and  aunt  Eortune  saw  I  was,  and  said 
something  that  made  me  worse.  And  I  tried  as 
hard  as  I  could  to  get  through  before  dinner ;  and, 
when  I  found  I  could  not,  I  said  I  would  not  come 
to  dinner ;  but  she  made  me,  and  that  vexed  me 
more,  and  I  would  scarcely  eat  anything ;  and  then, 
when  I  got  back  to  the  apples  again,  I  sewed  so 
hard  that  I  ran  the  needle  into  my  finger  ever  so 
far, — see  there,  what  a  mark  it  left ! — ^and  aunt 
Fortune  said  it  served  me  right  and  she  was  glad 
of  it,  and  that  made  me  angry.  I  knew  I  was 
wrong  afterwards,  and  I  was  very  sorry.  Is  it  not 
strange,  dear  Alice,  I  should  do  so  when  I  have 
resolved  so  hard  I  would  not  ?" 

"  Not  very,  my  darling,  as  long  as  we  have  such 
evil  hearts  as  ours  are  ; — it  is  strange  they  should 
be  so  evil." 

"I  told  aunt  Eortune  afterwards  I  was  sorry; 
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but  she  said, '  actions  speak  louder  than  words,  and 
words  are  cheap.'  If  she  only  would  not  say  that 
just  as  she  does  ;  it  does  worry  me  so." 

"  Patience !"  said  Alice,  passing  her  hand  over 
Ellen's  hair  as  she  sat  looking  sorrowfully  up  at 
her;  "you  must  try  not  to  give  her  occasion. 
Never  miud  what  she  says,  and  overcome  evil  with 
good." 

"  That  is  just  what  mamma  said !"  exclaimed 
EUen,  rising  to  throw  her  arms  round  Alice's  neck, 
and  kissing  her  with  all  the  energy  of  love,  grati- 
tude, repentance,  and  sorrowful  recollection. 

"  O,  what  do  you  think  ?"  she  said  suddenly,  her 
face  changing  again  ;  "  I  got  my  letter  last  night !" 

"  Your  letter !" 

"Yes,  the  letter  the  old  man  brought;  do  not 
you  know?  and  it  was  written  on  the  ship,  and 
there  was  only  a  little  bit  from  mamma,  and  a  little 
bit  from  papa,  but  so  good !  Papa  says  she  is  a 
great  deal  better,  and  he  has  no  doubt  he  will  bring 
her  back  iu  the  spring  or  summer  quite  well  again. 
Is  not  that  good  r" 

"  Very  good,  dear  Ellen.    I  am  very  glad  for  you.' ' 

"  It  was  on  my  bed  last  night.  I  cannot  think 
how  it  got  there ;  and  I  do  not  care  either,  so  long 
as  I  have  got  it.     "What  are  you  making  ?" 

"A  purse,"  said  Alice,  laymg  it  on  the  table  for 
her  inspection. 

"  It  wiU  be  very  pretty.  Is  the  other  end  to  be 
like  this  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  these  tassels  to  finish  them  off." 

"  O,  that  is  beautiful,"  said  Ellen,  laying  them 
down  to  try  the  effect ;  "  and  these  rings  to  fasten 
it  with?    Is  it  black?" 

"No,  dark  green.  I  am  makrug  it  for  my  brother 
John." 
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"  A  Christmas  present !"  exclaimed  Ellen. 

"I  am  afraid  not ;  he  will  hardly  be  here  by  that 
time.     It  may  do  for  New  Year." 

"  How  pleasant  it  must  be  to  make  Christmas 
and  New  Year  presents,"  said  EUen,  after  she  had 
watched  Alice's  busy  fingers  for  a  few  minutes. 
"I  wish  I  could  make  something  for  somebody. 
O,  I  wonder  if  I  could  not  make  something  for  ^u*. 
Van  Brunt !     O,  I  should  like  very  much." 

Alice  smiled  at  EUen's  very  wide-open  eyes. 

"  What  could  you  make  for  him  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  ; — that's  the  thing.  He  keeps 
his  money  in  his  pocket;  and,  besides,  I  do  not 
know  how  to  make  purses." 

"  There  are  other  things  besides  purses.  How 
would  a  watch-guard  do  ?   Does  he  wear  a  watch  ?" 

"I  do  not  know  whether  he  does  or  not ;  he  does 
not  every  day  I  am  sure,  but  I  do  not  know  about 
Sundays." 

"  Then  we  will  not  venture  upon  that.  You 
might  knit  him  a  nightcap." 

"  A  nightcap  ! — You  are  joking,  Alice,  are  you 
not  ?  I  do  not  think  a  nightcap  would  be  pretty 
for  a  Christmas  present,  do  you  r" 

"Well,  what  shall  we  do,  Ellen ?'|  said  Alice, 
laughing.  "  I  made  a  pocket-pincushion  for  papa 
once,  when  I  was  a  little  girl ;  but  I  fancy  Mr.  v  an 
Brunt  would  not  know  exactly  what  use  to  make  of 
such  a  convenience.  I  do  not  think  you  could  fail 
to  please  him  though  with  anything  you  should  hit 
upon." 

"  I  have  got  a  dollar,"  said  EUen,  "  to  buy  stuff 
with ;  it  came  in  my  letter  last  night.  If  I  only 
knew  what !" 

Down  she  went  on  the  rug  again;  and  Alice 
worked  in  silence,  while  EUen's  thoughts  ran  over 
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every  possible  and  impossible  article  of  Mr.  Van 
Brunt's  dress. 

"  I  have  some  nice  pieces  of  fine  linen,"  said 
Alice ;  "  suppose  I  cut  out  a  collar  for  him,  and 
you  can  make  it  and  stitch  it,  and  then  Margery 
wiU  starch  and  iron  it  for  you,  aU  ready  to  give  to 
him.  How  wiU  that  do  ?  Can  you  stitch  well 
enough  ?" 

"  O  yes,  I  think  I  can,"  said  Ellen.  "  O,  thank 
you,  dear  Alice !  you  are  the  best  help  that  ever 
was.     Will  he  like  that,  do  you  think  ?" 

"  I  am  sure  he  wiU — ^very  much." 

"Then  that  will  do  nicely,"  said  EUen,  much 
relieved.  "And  now,  what  do  you  think  about 
Nancy's  Bible  ?" 

"  Is  othing  could  be  better,  only  that  I  am  a&aid 
Nancy  would  either  sell  it  for  something  else,  or  let 
it  go  to  destruction  very  quickly.  I  never  heard 
of  her  spending  five  minutes  over  a  book ;  and  the 
Bible,  I  am  afraid,  last  of  all." 

"  But  I  think,"  said  EUen  slowly,  "  I  think  she 
would  not  spoil  it  or  sell  it  either,  if  I  gave  it  to 
her." 

And  she  told  Alice  about  Nancy's  asking  for  the 
kiss  last  night. 

"That  is  the  most  hopeful  thing  I  have  heard 
about  Nancy,  for  a  long  time,"  said  Alice.  "  We 
will  get  her  the  Bible,  by  aU  means,  my  dear, — a 
nice  one, — and  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  persuade 
her  to  read  it." 

She  rose  as  she  spoke,  and  went  to  the  glass  door. 
Ellen  followed  her,  and  they  looked  out  into  the 
night.  It  was  very  dark.  She  opened  the  door  a 
moment,  but  the  wind  drove  the  snow  into  their 
faces,  and  they  were  glad  to  shut  it  again. 

D  2 


30  THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WOELD. 

"  It  is  almost  as  bad  as  the  night  we  were  out,  is 
itnot?"  saidEUen. 

"  Not  such  a  heavy  fall  of  snow,  I  think,  but  it  is 
very  windy  and  cold.  Papa  wiU  be  late  getting 
home." 

"  I  am  sorry  you  are  worried,  dear  Alice." 

"I  am  not  much  worried,  love.  I  have  ofben 
known  papa  out  late  before,  but  this  is  rather  a  hard 
night  for  a  long  walk.  Come,  we  wiU  try  to  make 
a  good  use  of  the  time  while  we  are  waiting.  Sup- 
pose you  read  to  me  while  I  work." 

She  took  down  a  volume  of  Cowper,  and  found 
his  account  of  the  three  pet  hares.  EUen  read  it, 
and  then  several  of  his  smaller  pieces  of  poetry. 
Then  followed  a  long  talk  about  hares  and  other 
animals ;  about  Cowper  and  his  friends,  and  his  way 
of  life.  Time  passed  swiftly  away  ;  it  was  getting 
late. 

"  How  weary  papa  will  be,"  said  Alice ;  "  he  has 
had  nothing  to  eat  since  dinner.  I  will  teU  you 
what  we  will  do,  EUen,"  she  exclaimed,  as  she  threw 
her  work  down,  "  we  wiU  make  some  chocolate  for 
him — ^that  wiU  be  the  very  thing.  EUen,  dear,  run 
into  the  kitchen  and  ask  Margery  to  bring  me  the 
Uttle  chocolate  pot,  and  a  pitcher  of  night's  milk." 

Margery  brought  them.  The  pot  was  set  on  the 
coals,  and  Alice  had  cut  up  the  chocolate  that  it 
might  melt  the  quicker.  EUen  watched  it  with 
great  interest,  till  it  was  melted,  and  the  boiling 
water  stirred  in,  and  the  whole  was  simmering 
quietly  on  the  coals, 

"Is  it  done  now?" 

"No,  it  must  boU  a  little  whUe,  and  then  the 
milk  must  be  put  in,  and  when  that  has  boUed,  the 
eggs — and  then  it  wUl  be  done." 
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With  Margery  and  the  chocolate  pot  the  cat  had 
walked  in.  Ellen  immediately  endeavoured  to  im- 
prove his  acquaintance ;  that  was  not  so  easy.  The 
Captain  chose  the  comer  of  the  rug  farthest  fix)m 
her,  in  spite  of  all  calling  and  coaxing,  paying  her 
no  more  attention  than  if  he  had  not  heard  her. 
EUen  crossed  over  to  him,  and  hegan  most  tenderly 
and  respectfully  to  stroke  his  head  and  hack,  touch- 
ing his  soft  fur  with  great  care.  Parry  presently 
lifted  up  his  head  uneasily,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  I 
wonder  how  long  this  is  going  to  last," — and  find- 
ing there  waa  every  prospect  of  its  lasting  some 
time,  he  fairly  got  up  and  walked  over  to  the  other 
end  of  the  rug.  EUen  followed  him  and  tried  again, 
with  exactly  the  same  effect. 

"  "Well  cat !  you  are  not  very  kind,"  said  she,  at 
length ; — "  Alice,  he  wiU  not  let  me  have  anything 
to  do  with  him!" 

.  "  I  am  sorry,  my  dear,  he  is  so  unsociahle ;  he  is 
a  cat  of  very  oad  taste — that  is  aU  I  can  say." 

"  But  I  never  saw  such  a  cat !  he  will  not  let  me 
touch  him  ever  so  softly ;  he  lifts  up  his  head  and 
looks  as  cross  ! — and  then  walks  off." 

"  He  does  not  know  you  yet ;  and  truth  is,  Parry 
has  no  fancy  for  extending  the  circle  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. O  kitty,  kitty !"  said  Alice,  fondly  stroking 
his  head,  "  why  do  not  you  behave  better  ?" 

Parry  lifted  his  head,  and  opened  and  shut  his 
eyes,  with  an  expression  of  great  satisfaction,  very 
different  from  that  he  had  bestowed  on  Ellen.  El- 
len gave  him  up  for  the  present  as  a  hopeless  case, 
and  turned  her  attention  to  the  chocolate,  which  had 
now  received  the  milk,  and  must  be  watched  lest  it 
should  run  over,  which  Alice  said  it  would  very 
easily  do  when  once  it  began  to  boil  again.  Mean- 
while, EUen  wanted  to  know  what  chocolate  was 
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made  of — ^where  it  came  from — ^where  it  was  tnade 
best, — burning  her  little  face  in  the  fire  all  the 
time,  lest  the  pot  should  boil  over  while  she  was  not 
looking.  At  last  the  chocolate  began  to  gather  a 
rich  froth,  and  Ellen  called  out, — 

"  Oh,  Alice !  look  here — quick !  here  is  the  shape 
of  the  spoon  on  the  top  of  the  chocolate !  do  look 
at  it." 

An  iron  spoon  was  in  the  pot,  and  its  shape  was 
distinctly  raised  on  the  smooth  frothy  surface.  As 
they  were  both  bending  forward  to  watch  it,  Alice 
waiting  to  take  the  pot  off  the  moment  it  began  to 
boil,  EUen  heard  a  slight  click  of  the  lock  of  the 
door,  and,  turning  her  head,  was  a  little  startled  to 
see  a  stranger  there,  standing  still  at  the  far  end  of 
the  room.  She  touched  Alice's  arm  without  look- 
ing round.  But  Alice  started  to  her  feet  with  a 
slight  scream,  and  in  another  minute  had  thrown 
her  arms  round  the  stranger  and  was  locked  in  his. 
Ellen  knew  what  it  meant  now  very  well.  She 
turned  away  as  if  she  had  nothing  to  do  with  what 
was  going  on  there,  and  lifted  the  pot  of  chocolate 
off  the  fire  with  infinite  difficulty ;  but  it  was  going 
to  boil  over,  and  she  was  determined  to  do  it.  And 
then  she  stood  with  her  back  to  her  brother  and 
sister,  looking  into  the  fire,  as  if  she  was  deter- 
mined not  to  see  them  till  she  could  not  help  it. 
But  what  she  was  thinking  of,  EUen  could  not  have 
told,  then  or  afterward.  It  was  but  a  few  minutes, 
though  it  seemed  to  her  a  great  many,  before  they 
drew  near  the  fire.  Curiosity  began  to  be  strong, 
and  she  looked  round  to  see  if  the  new  comer  was 
like  Alice.  No,  not  at  all, — how  different  1 — darker 
hair  and  eyes — not  at  aU  like  her ;  handsome  enough, 
too,  to  be  her  brother.  ,  And  Alice  did  not  look  like 
herself;  her  usually  calm  sweet  face  was  quivering 
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and  sparkling  now, — lit  up  as  Ellen  had  never 
seen  it, — oh,  how  bright !  Poor  Ellen  herself  had 
never  looked  duller  in  her  life ; — and  when  Alice 
said  gaily,  "  This  is  my  brother,  Ellen," — her  con- 
fusion of  thoughts  and  feelings  resolved  themselves 
into  a  flood  of  tears ;  she  sprang  and  hid  her  face 
in  Alice's  arms, 

Ellen's  were  not  the  only  eyes  that  were  full  just 
then,  but  of  course  she  did  not  know  that. 

"  Come,  EUen,"  whispered  Alice,  presently, "  look 
up ! — what  kind  of  a  welcome  is  tms  ?  come ! — ^we 
have  no  business  with  tears  just  now, — run  into  the 
kitchen  for  me,  love,"  she  added  more  low,  "  and  ask 
Margery  to  bring  some  bread  and  butter,  and  any- 
thing else  she  has  that  is  fit  for  a  traveller." 

Glad  of  an  escape,  EUen  darted  away  that  her 
wet  face  might  not  be  seen.  The  brother  and  sister 
were  busily  talking  when  she  returned. 

"John,"  said  Alice,  "this  is  my  little  sister 
that  I  wrote  to  you  about — ^EUen  Montgomery. 
Ellen,  this  is  your  brother,  as  well  as  mine,  you 
know." 

"Stop!  stop!"  said  her  brother.  "Miss  Ellen, 
this  sister  of  mine  is  giving  us  away  to  each  other 
at  a  great  rate, — I  should  like  to  know  first  what 
you  say  to  it.  Are  you  willing  to  take  a  strange 
Drother  upon  her  recommendation." 

Half  inclined  to  laugh,  EUen  glanced  at  the 
speaker's  face,  but,  meetmg  the  grave  though  some- 
what comical  look  of  two  very  keen  eyes,  she  looked 
down  again,  and  merely  answerd  "  Yes." 

"  Then  if  I  am  to  be  yoiu*  brother,  you  must  give 
me  a  brother's  right,  you  know,"  said  he,  drawing 
her  gently  to  him,  and  kissing  her  gravely  on  the 
lips. 

Probably  Ellen  thought  there  was  a  difference 
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between  Mr.  John  Humphreys  and  Mr.  Van  Brunt, 
or  the  young  gentleman  of  the  apple-paring;  for 
though  she  coloured  a  good  deal,  she  made  no  ob- 
jection, and  showed  no  displeasure.  Alice  and  she 
now  busied  themselves  with  getting  the  cups  and 
saucers  out  of  the  cupboard,  and  setting  the  table  ; 
but  all  that  evening,  through  whatever  was  doing, 
EUen's  eyes  sought  the  stranger  as  if  by  fascina- 
tion. She  watched  him  whenever  she  could  with- 
out being  noticed.  At  first  she  was  in  doubt  what 
to  think  of  him  ;  she  was  quite  sure  from  that  one 
look  into  his  eyes  that  he  was  a  person  to  be  feared ; 
— there  was  no  doubt  of  that ;  as  to  the  rest  she 
did  not  know. 

"  And  what  have  my  two  sisters  been  doing  to 
spend  the  evening  ?*'  said  John  Humphreys,  one 
tune  that  Alice  was  gone  into  the  kitchen  on  some 
kind  errand  for  him. 

"  Talking,  sir,"  said  EUen,  doubtfully. 

"  Talking !  this  whole  evening  ?  Alice  must 
have  improved.  What  have  you  been  talking 
about  ?" 

"Hares — and  dogs — and  about  Mr.  Cowper — 
and  some  other  things, — " 

"Private  affairs,  eh?"  said  he,  with  again  the 
look  EUen  had  seen  before. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  EUen,  nodding  and  laughing. 

"  How  came  you  to  l3e  talking  about  Mr.  Cow- 
per?" 

"  I  was  reading  about  his  hares,  and  about  John 
Gilpin  ;  and  then  AHce  told  me  about  Mr.  Cowper 
and  his  friends." 

"  WeU,  I  do  not  know  afber  aU  that  you  have  had 
a  pleasanter  evening  than  I  have  had,"  said  her 
questioner,  "  though  I  have  been  riding  hard,  \s'ith 
the  cold  wind  in  my  face,  and  the  dbriving  snow 
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doing  all  it  could  to  discomfort  me.     I  have  had 
this  very  bright  fireside  before  me  all  the  way." 

He  fell  into  a  fit  of  grave  musing  which  lasted 
till  Alice  came  in.  Then  suddenly  feU  a  fumbling 
in  his  pocket. 

"Here  is  a  note  for  you,"  said  he,  throwing  it 
into  her  lap. 

"  A  note !  Sophia  Marshman  I  where  did  you  get 
it  ?" 

"From  her  own  hand.  Passing  there  to-day  I 
thought  I  must  stop  a  moment  to  speak  to  them, 
and  had  no  notion  of  doing  more ;  but  Mrs.  Marsh- 
man  was  very  kind,  and  Miss  Sophia  in  despair,  so 
the  end  of  it  was,  I  dismounted  and  went  in  to 
await  the  preparing  of  that  billet,  while  my  poor 
nag  was  led  off  to  the  stables,  and  a  fresh  horse 
supplied  me, — I  fancy  that  tells  you  on  what  con- 
ditions." 

"  Charming !"  said  Alice,  "  to  spend  Christmas, 
— I  am  very  glad;  I  should  like  very  much — 
with  you,  dear.  If  I  can  only  get  papa — ^but  I 
think  he  will ;  it  will  do  him  a  great  de^  of  good. 
To-morrow,  she  says,  we  must  come ;  but  I  fear  the 
weather  will  not  let  us ;  we  shall  see." 

"  I  rode  Prince  Charlie  down.  He  is  a  good 
traveller,  and  the  sleighing  wiU  be  fine  if  the  snow 
be  not  too  deep.  The  old  sleigh  is  in  being  yet, 
I  suppose  ?" 

"  Oh  yes !  in  good  order.  EUen,  what  are  you 
looking  so  grave  about  ?  you  are  going  too." 

"  I !"  said  Ellen,  a  great  spot  of  crimson  coming 
in  each  cheek. 

"  To  be  sure  ;  do  you  think  I  am  going  to  leave 
you  behind  ?" 

"But—" 

"But  what?" 
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"  There  will  not  be  room." 

"  Boom  in  the  sleigh  ?  Then  we  will  put  John 
on  Prince  Charlie,  and  let  him  ride  there,  postilion 
fashion." 

"But— Mr.  Humphreys?" 

"He  always  goes  on  horseback;  he  will  ride 
Sharp  or  Old  John." 

In  great  delight  EUen  gave  Alice  an  earnest  kiss  ; 
and  then  they  all  gathered  round  the  table  to  take 
their  chocolate,  or  rather  to  see  John  take  his, 
which  his  sister  would  not  let  him  wait  for  any 
longer.  The  storm  had  ceased,  and  through  the 
broken  clouds  the  moon  and  stars  were  looking  out, 
so  they  were  no  more  uneasy  for  Mr.  Humphreys, 
and  expected  him  every  moment.  Still  the  supper 
was  begun  and  ended  without  him,  and  they  nad 
drawn  roimd  the  fire  again  before  his  welcome  step 
was  at  last  heard. 

There  was  new  joy  then;  new  embracing,  and 
questioning  and  answering ;  the  little  circle  opened 
to  let  him  in ;  and  Alice  brought  the  comer  of  the 
table  to  his  side,  and  poured  him  out  a  cup  of  hot 
chocolate.  But  after  drinking  half  of  it,  and  neg- 
lecting the  eatables  beside  him,  he  sat  with  one 
hand  in  the  other,  his  arm  leaning  on  his  knee,  with 
a  kind  of  softened  gravity  in  his  countenance. 

"  Is  your  chocolate  right,  papa?"  said  Alice,  at 
length. 

"  Very  good,  my  daughter !" — 

He  fiiished  the  cup,  but  then  went  back  to  his 
old  attitude  and  look.  Gradually  they  ceased  their 
conversation,  and  waited  with  respectftd  affection 
and  some  curiosity  for  him  to  speak  ;  something  of 
more  than  common  interest  seemed  to  be  in  his 
thoughts.  He  sat  looking  earnestly  in  the  fire, 
sometimes  with  almost  a  smile   on  his  face,  and 
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gently  striking  one  hand  in  the  palm  of  the  other. 
And  sitting  so,  without  moving  or  stirring  his  eyes, 
he  said  at  last,  as  though  the  words  had  been  forced 
from  him, 

"  Thanks  be  unto  God  for  his  unspeakable  gift!" 
As  he  added  no  more,  Alice  said  gently,  "  What 
have  you  seen  to-night,  papa  ?*' 

He  roused  himself  and  pushed  the  empty  cup  to- 
wards her. 

"  A  little  more,  my  daughter ; — I  have  seen  the 
fairest  sight,  almost,  a  man  can  see  in  this  world. 
I  have  seen  a  little  ransomed  spirit  go  home  to  its 
rest.     Oh,  that  *  unspeakable  gift !' " — 

He  pressed  his  lips  thoughtfully  together  while 
he  stin*ed  his  chocolate;  but  having  drunk  it  he 
pushed  the  table  from  him  and  drew  up  his  chair. 

"  You  had  a  long  way  to  go,  papa,"  observed 
Alice  again. 

"  Yes — a  long  way  there — I  do  not  know  what 
it  was  coming  home  ;  I  never  thought  of  it.     How 
independent  the  spirit  can  be  of  externals!     I 
scarcely  felt  the  storm  to-night." 
"  Nor  I,''  said  his  son. 

"  I  had  a  long  way  to  go,"  said  Mr.  Humphreys ; 
"  that  poor  woman — that  Mrs.  Dolan — she  lives  in 
the  woods  behind  the  Cat's  Back,  a  mile  beyond 
Carra-carra,  or  more—it  seemed  a  long  nule  to- 
night ;  and  a  more  miserable  place  I  never  saw  yet. 
A  little  rickety  shanty,  the  storm  was  hardly  kept 
out  of  it,  and  no  appearance  of  comfort  or  nicety 
anywhere  or  in  anything.  There  were  several  men 
gathered  round  the  fire,  and  in  a  comer  on  a  miser- 
able kind  of  bed,  I  saw  the  sick  child.  His  e)e 
met  mine  the  moment  I  went  in,  and  I  thought 
I  had  seen  him  before,  but  could  not  at  first  make 
out  where.  Do  you  remember,  Alice,  a  little  ragged 

E 


38  THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOELD. 

boy,  with  a  remarkably  bright  pleasant  face,  who 
has  planted  himself  regularly  every  Sunday  morn- 
ing for  some  time  past  in  the  south  aisle  of  the 
church,  and  stood  there  all  service  time?'* 

AHce  said  "  No." 

"  I  have  noticed  him  ofben,  and  noticed  him  as 
paying  a  most  fixed  and  steady  attention.  I  have 
repeatedly  tried  to  catch  him  on  his  way  out  of 
church,  to  speak  to  him,  but  always  failed.  I  asked 
him  to-night,  when  I  first  went  in,  if  he  knew  me. 
*  I  do,  sir,'  he  said.  I  asked  him  where  he  had  seen 
me.  He  said,  *  In  the  church  beyant.'  *  So,'  said 
I,  *  you  are  the  little  boy  I  have  seen  there  so  re- 
gularly ;  what  did  you  come  there  for  ? ' 

"  *  To  hear  yer  honor  spake  the  good  words.' 

"  '  What  good  words  ?'  said  I ;  '  about  what  ?' 

"  He  said,  *  About  Him  that  was  slain  and  washed 
us  from  our  sins  in  his  own  blood.' 

"  *  And  do  you  think  he  has  washed  away  yours  ?' 
I  said. 

"  He  smiled  at  me  very  expressively.  I  suppose 
it  was  somewhat  difficult  for  him  to  speak  ;  and  to 
tell  the  truth  so  it  was  for  me,  for  I  was  taken  by 
surprise :  but  the  people  in  the  hut  had  gathered 
round,  and  I  wished  to  hear  him  say  more,  for  their 
sake  as  well  as  my  own.  I  asked  him  why  he 
thought  his  sins  were  washed  away.  He  gave  me 
for  answer  part  of  the  verse,  *  Suffer  little  children 
to  come  unto  me,'  but  did  not  finish  it.  *  Do  you 
think  you  are  very  sick  John  ?'  I  asked. 

"  *  I  am  sir,'  he  said, — *  I'll  not  be  long  here.' 

"  '  And  where  do  you  think  you  are  going  then  ?' 
said  I. 

"  He  lifted  one  little  thin  bony  arm  from  under 
his  coverlid,  and  through  all  the  dirt  and  pallor  of 
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his  face  the  smile  of  heaven  I  am  sure  was  on  it, 
as  he  looked  and  pointed  upward  and  answered, 
*  Jesus ! ' 

"  I  asked  him  presently,  as  soon  as  I  could,  what 
he  had  wished  to  see  me  for.  I  do  not  know  whether 
he  heard  me  or  not ;  he  lay  with  his  eyes  half  closed, 
breathing  with  difficulty.  I  doubted  whether  he 
would  speak  again ;  and  indeed,  for  myself;  I  had 
heard  and  seen  enough  to  satisfy  me  entirely ; — for 
the  sake  of  the  group  around  the  bed  I  could  have 
desired  something  further.  They  kept  perfect  still- 
ness ;  awed,  I  thSnk,  by  a  profession  of  faith  such 
as  thejr  had  never  heard  before.  They  and  I  stood 
watching  him,  and  at  the  end  of  a  few  minutes,  not 
more  than  ten  or  fifteen,  he  opened  his  eves  and 
with  sudden  life  and  strength  rose  up  half  way  in 
bed,  exclaiming,  *  Thanks  be  to  G-od  for  his  un- 
speakable gift  !* — and  then  fell  back  —just  dead.*' 

The  old  gentleman's  voice  was  husky  as  he 
finished,  for  Alice  and  Ellen  were  both  weeping, 
and  John  Humphreys  had  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands. 

"  I  have  felt,"  said  the  old  gentleman  presently, 
— "  as  if  I  could  have  shouted  out  his  words — his 
dying  words — aU.  the  way  as  I  came  home.  My 
little  girl,"  said  he,  drawing  Ellen  to  him,  "  do  you 
know  the  meaning  of  those  sweet  things  of  which 
little  John  Dolan's  mind  was  so  full  ?" 

EUen  did  not  speak. 

"  Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  be  a  sinner  ? — and 
what  it  IS  to  be  a  forgiven  child  of  G-od  ?" 

"  I  believe  I  do,  sir,"  Ellen  said. 

He  kissed  her  forehead  and  blessed  her;  and 
then  said,  "  Let  us  pray." 

It  was  late ;  the  servants  had  gone  to  bed,  and 
they  were   alone.      Oh  what  a  thanksgiving  Mr. 
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Humphreys  poured  forth  for  that  "  unspeakable 
gift;'* — that  they,  every  one  there,  had  been  made 
to  know  and  rejoice  in  it ;  for  the  poor  little  boy, 
rich  in  faith,  who  had  just  gone  home  in  the  same 
rejoicing ;  for  their  own  loved  ones  who  were  there 
already  ;  and  for  the  hope  of  joining  them  soon  in 
safety  and  joy,  to  sing  i?sith  them  the  "  new  song  " 
for  ever  and  ever. 

There  were  no  dry  eyes  in  the  room.  And  when 
they  arose,  Mr.  Humphreys,  after  giying  his  daugh- 
ter  the  usual  kiss  for  good  night,  gave  one  to  Ellen 
too,  which  he  had  never  done  before,  and  then  going 
to  his  son  and  laying  both  hands  on  his  shoidders, 
kissed  his  cheek  also  ;  then  silently  took  his  candle 
and  went. 

They  lingered  a  Uttle  while  after  he  waa  gone, 
standing  round  the  fire  as  if  loth  to  part,  but  in 
grave  silence,  each  busy  with  his  own  thoughts. 
Alice's  ended  by  fixing  on  her  brother,  for  laying 
her  hand  and  her  head  caressingly  on  his  shouldep 
she  said,  "  And  so  you  have  been  well  all  this  time, 
John?" 

He  turned  his  face  towards  her  without  speaking, 
but  Ellen  as  well  as  his  sister  saw  the  look  of  love 
vdth  which  he  answered  her  question,  rather  of  en- 
dearment than  inquiry;  and  jfrom  that  minute 
Ellen's  mind  was  made  up  as  to  the  doubt  which 
had  troubled  her.  She  went  to  bed  quite  satisfied 
that  her  new  brother  was  a  decided  acquisition. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

The  night  was  winter  in  his  roughest  mood. 
The  morning  sharp  and  clear    .... 

The  vault  is  blue 

Without  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  below. 

COWPBE. 

Bb70BE  Ellen's  eyes  were  open  the  next  morning — 
almost  before  she  awoke — the  thought  of  the  Christ- 
mas visit,  the  sleigh-ride,  John  Humphreys,  and 
the  weather,  all  rushed  into  her  mind  at  once  ;  and 
started  her  half  up  in  the  bed  to  look  out  of  the 
window.  "Well  frosted  the  panes  of  glass  were,  but 
at  the  comers  and  edges  unmistakeable  bright 
gleams  of  light  came  in. 

"O  Alice,  it  is  beautiful!"  exclaimed  Ellen; 
"look  how  the  sun  is  shining!  and  it  is  not  very 
cold.     Axe  we  going  to-day  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  yet  Ellie,  but  we  shall  know 
very  soon.     We  will  settle  that  at  breakfast.** 

At  breakfast  it  was  settled.  They  were  to  go, 
and  set  ojff  directly.  Mr.  Humphreys  could  not  go 
with  them,  because  he  had  promised  to  bury  little 
John  Dolan ;  the  priest  had  declared  he  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it ;  and  the  poor  mother  had 
applied  to  Mr.  Humphreys,  as  being  the  clergyman 
her  child  had  most  trusted  and  loved  to  hear.  It 
seemed  that  little  John  had  persuaded  her  out  of 
half' her  prejudices  by  his  ^ectionate  talk  and 
blameless  behaviour  during  some  time  past.     Mr. 

£  2 
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Humphreys  therefore  must  stay  at  home  that  day. 
He  promised  however  to  follow  them  the  next,  and 
would  by  no  means  permit  them  to  wait  for  him. 
He  said  the  day  was  fine  and  they  must  improve  it ; 
and  he  should  be  pleased  to  have  them  with  their 
friends  as  long  as  possible. 

So  the  little  travelling  bag  was  stuffed  with  more 
things  than  it  seemed  possible  to  get  into  it. 
Among  the  rest  Ellen  brought  her  little  red 
Bible,  which  Alice  decided  should  go  in  John's 
])ocket ; — the  little  carpet-bag  could  not  take  it. 
Ellen  was  afraid  it  never  would  be  locked.  By 
dint  of  much  pushing  and  crowding,  however, 
locked  it  was;  and  they  made  themselves  ready. 
Over  Ellen's  merino  dress  and  coat  went  an  old  fur 
tippet ;  a  little  shawl  was  tied  round  her  neck ;  her 
feet  were  cased  in  a  pair  of  warm  moccasins,  which 
belonging  to  Margery  were  of  course  a  world  too 
big  for  her,  but  "anything  but  cold,"  as  their 
owner  said.  Her  nice  blue  hood  would  protect  her 
head  well,  and  Alice  gave  her  a  green  veil  to  save 
her  eyes  from  the  glare  of  the  snow.  "When  EUen 
shutfed  out  of  Alice's  room  in  this  trim,  John  gave 
her  one  of  his  grave  looks,  and  saying  she  looked 
like  Mother  Bunch,  begged  to  know  how  she  ex- 
pected to  get  to  the  sleigh ;  he  said  she  would  want 
a,  footman  indeed  to  wait  upon  her,  to  pick  up  her 
slippers,  if  she  went  in  that  fashion.  However,  he 
ended  by  picking  her  up,  carried  her,  and  set  her 
down  safely  in  the  slei^.  Alice  followed,  and  in 
another  minute  they  were  off. 

Ellen's  delight  was  unbounded.  Presently  they 
turned  round  a  comer  and  left  the  house  out  of 
sight ;  and  they  were  speeding  away  along  a  road 
that  was  quite  new  to  her.  Ellen's  heart  felt 
dancing  for  joy.     Nobody  would  have  thought  it. 
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she  sat  so  stiD  and  quiet  between  Alice  and  her 
brother;  but  her  eyes  were  very  bright  as  they 
looked  joyously  about  her,  and  every  now  and  then 
she  could  not  help  smilmg  to  herself.  Nothing 
was  wanting  to  the  pleasure  of  that  ride.  The  day 
was  of  winter's  fairest ;  the  blue  sky  as  clear  as  if 
clouds  had  never  dimmed  or  crossed  it.  None 
crossed  it  now.  It  was  cold,  but  not  bitterly  cold, 
nor  windy ;  the  sleigh  skimmed  along  over  the 
smooth  frozen  surface  of  the  snow  as  if  it  was  no 
trouble  at  all  to  Prince  Charlie  to  draw  it ;  and  the 
sleigh-bells  jingled  and  rang,  the  very  music  for 
EUen*s  thoughts  to  dance  to.  And  then  with 
somebody  she  liked  very  much  on  each  side  of  her, 
and  pleasures  untold  in  the  prospect,  no  wonder 
she  felt  as  if  her  heart  could  not  hold  any  more. 
The  green  veil  could  not  be  kept  on,  everything 
looked  so  beautiful  in  that  morning's  sun.  The 
long  wide  slopes  of  untrodden  and  unspotted  snow, 
too  bright  sometimes  for  the  eye  to  look  at ;  the 
shadows  that  here  and  there  lay  upon  it,  of  wood- 
land and  scattered  trees ;  the  very  brown  fences, 
and  the  bare  arms  and  branches  of  the  leafless  trees 
showing  sharp  against  the  white  ground  and  clear 
bright  heaven ; — all  seemed  lovely  in  her  eyes. 
For 

"  It  is  content  of  heart 
Gives  nature  power  to  please." 

She  could  see  nothing  that  was  not  pleasant.  And 
besides  they  were  in  a  nice  little  red  sleigh,  with  a 
warm  buffalo  robe,  and  Prince  Charlie  was  a  fine 
spirited  grey  that  scarcely  ever  needed  to  be 
touched  with  the  whip ;  at  a  word  of  encourage- 
ment from  his  driver  he  would  toss  his  head  and  set 
forward  with  new  life,  making  all  the  bells  jingle 
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again.  To  be  sure  she  would  have  been  just  as 
happy  if  they  had  had  the  poorest  of  vehicles  on 
runners,  with  old  John  instead ;  but  still  it  was 
pleasanter  so. 

Their  road  at  first  was  through  a  fine  undulating 
country,  like  that  between  the  Nose  and  Thirlwall ; 
farm-houses  and  patches  of  woodland  scattered  here 
and  there.  It  would  seem  that  the  minds  of  all  the 
party  were  ftdl  of  the  same  thoughts ;  for,  after  a 
very  long  silence,  Alice's  first  word,  almost  sigh, 
was, 

"  This  is  a  beautiful  world,  John !" 

"  Beautiful ! — ^wherever  you  can  escape  from  the 
signs  of  man's  presence  and  influence." 

"  Is  not  that  almost  too  strong  ?"  said  Alice. 

He  shook  his  head,  smiling  somewhat  sadly,  and 
touched  Prince  Charlie,  who  was  indulging  himself 
in  a  walk. 

"  But  there  are  bright  exceptions,"  said  Alice. 

"  I  believe  it ; — ^never  so  much  as  when  I  come 
home." 

"  Axe  there  none  around  you  then  in  whom  you 
can  have  confidence  and  sympathy?" 

He  shook  his  head  agam.  "  Not  enough,  Alice. 
I  long  for  you  every  day  of  my  life." 

Alice  turned  her  head  quick  away. 

"  It  must  be  so,  my  dear  sister,"  he  said  pre- 
sently ;  "  we  can  never  expect  to  find  it  otherwise. 
There  are,  as  you  say,  bright  exceptions, — many  of 
them ;  but  in  almost  all  I  find  some  sad  want.  We 
must  wait  till  we  join  the  spirits  of  the  just  made 
perfect,  before  we  see  society  that  will  be  all  we  can 
wish." 

"  What  is  Ellen  thinking  of  all  this  while  ?"  said 
Alice  presently,  bending  down    to  see  her  face. 
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"  As  grave  as  a  judge ! — what  are  you  musing 
about?" 

"  I  was  thinking,"  said  Ellen,  "  how  men  could 
hinder  the  world's  being  beautiful." 

"  Do  not  trouble  your  little  head  with  that  ques- 
tion," said  John  smiling; — "long  may  it  be  before  you 
are  able  to  answer  it.     Look  at  those  snow-birds !" 

By  degrees  the  day  wore  on.  About  one  o'clock 
they  stopped  at  a  farm-house  to  let  the  horse  rest, 
and  to  stretch  their  own  limbs,  which  EUen  for  her 
part  was  very  glad  to  do.  The  people  of  the  house 
received  them  with  great  hospitality,  and  offered 
them  pumpkin  pies  and  sweet  cider.  Alice  had 
brought  a  basket  of  sandwiches,  and  Prince  Charlie 
was  furnished  with  a  bag  of  com  Thomas  had 
stowed  away  in  the  sleigh  for  him ;  so  they  were 
all  well  refreshed,  and  rested,  and  warmed  before 
they  set  off  again. 

From  home  to  Yentnor,  Mr.  Marshman's  place, 
was  more  than  thirty  miles,  and  the  longest,  be- 
cause the  most  difficult,  part  of  the  way  was  still 
before  them.  EUen,  however,  soon  became  sleepy, 
from  riding  in  the  keen  air ;  she  was  content  now 
to  have  the  green  veil  over  her  face,  and  sitting 
down  in  the  bottom  of  the  sleigh,  her  head  leaning 
against  Alice,  and  covered  well  with  the  buffalo 
robe,  she  slept  in  happy  unconsciousness  of  hill  and 
dale,  wind  and  sun,  and  all  the  remaining  hours  of 
the  way. 

It  was  drawing  towards  four  o'clock,  when  Alice, 
with  some  difficulty,  roused  her  to  see  the  approach 
to  the  house,  and  get  wide  awake  before  they 
should  reach  it.  They  turned  from  the  road  and 
entered  by  a  gateway  into  some  pleasure-grounds, 
through  which  a  short  drive  brought  them  to  the 
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house.  These  grounds  were  fine,  but  the  wide 
lawns  wore  a  smooth  covering  of  snow  now;  the 
great  skeletons  of  oaks  and  elms  were  bare  and 
wintry ;  and  patches  of  shrubbery  offered  little  but 
tufts  and  bunches  of  brown  twigs  and  stems.  It 
might  have  looked  dreary,  but  that  some  well- 
grown  evergreens  were  clustered  round  the  house, 
and  others  scattered  here  and  there  relieved  the 
eye : — a  few  holly  bushes,  singly  and  in  groups, 
proudly  displayed  their  bright  dark  leaves  and  red 
berries ; — and  one  unrivalled  hemlock  on  the  west, 
threw  its  graceful  shadow  quite  across  the  lawn,  on 
which,  as  on  itself,  the  white  chimney  tops,  and  the 
naked  branches  of  oaks  and  elms,  was  the  faint 
smile  of  the  afternoon  sun. 

A  servant  came  to  take  the  horse,  and  Ellen, 
being  first  rid  of  her  moccasins,  went  with  John 
and  Alice  up  the  broad  flight  of  steps  and  into  the 
house.  They  entered  a  large  handsome  square 
hall,  with  a  blue  and  white  stone  floor,  at  one  side 
of  which  the  staircase  went  winding  up.  Here 
they  were  met  by  a  young  lady,  very  lively  and 
pleasant-faced,  who  threw  her  arms  round  Alice 
and  kissed  her  a  great  many  times,  seeming  very 
glad  indeed  to  see  her.  She  welcomed  Ellen,  too, 
with  such  warmth,  that  she  began  to  feel  almost  as 
if  she  had  been  sent  for  and  expected ;  told  Mr. 
John  he  had  behaved  admirably;  and  then  led 
them  into  a  large  room  where  was  a  group  of  ladies 
and  gentlemen 

The  welcome  they  got  here  was  less  lively  but 
quite  as  kind.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Marshman  were  fine 
handsome  old  people,  of  stately  presence,  and  most 
dignified  as  well  as  kind  in  their  deportment.  EUen 
saw  that  Alice  was  at  home  here,  as  if  she  had  been 
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a  daughter  of  the  family.  Mrs.  Marshman  also 
stooped  down  and  kissed  her  herself,  telling  her  she 
was  very  glad  she  had  come,  and  that  there  were  a 
number  of  young  people  there  who  would  be  much 
pleased  to  have  her  help  them  keep  Christmas. 
Ellen  could  not  make  out  yet  who  any  of  the  rest 
of  the  company  were.  John  and  Alice  seemed  to 
know  them  all,  and  there  was  a  buzz  of  pleasant 
voices  and  a  great  bustle  of  shaking  hands. 

The  children  had  all  gone  out  to  walk,  and  as 
they  had  had  their  dinner  a  great  while  ago,  it  was 
decided  that  EUen  should  take  hers  that  day  with 
the  elder  part  of  the  family.  While  they  were 
waiting  to  be  called  to  dinner,  and  everybody  else 
was  talking  and  laughing,  old  Mr.  Marshman  took 
notice  of  little  Ellen,  and  drawing  her  from  Alice's 
side  to  his  own  began  a  long  conversation.  He 
asked  her  a  great  many  questions,  some  of  them 
such  funny  ones  that  she  could  not  help  laughing ; 
but  she  answered  them  all,  and  now  and  then  so 
that  she  made  him  laugh  too.  By  the  time  the 
butler  came  to  say  dinner  was  ready,  she  had 
almost  forgotten  she  was  a  stranger.  Mr.  Marsh- 
man himself  led  her  to  the  dining-room,  begging 
the  elder  ladies  would  excuse  him,  but  he  felt 
bound  to  give  his  attention  to  the  greatest  stranger 
in  the  company.  He  placed  her  on  his  right  hand, 
and  took  the  greatest  care  of  her  all  dinner-time  ; 
once  sending  her  plate  the  whole  length  of  the 
table  for  some  particular  little  thing  he  thought 
she  would  like.  On  the  other  side  of  Ellen  sat 
Mrs.  Chauncey,  one  of  Mr.  Marshman' s  daughters ; 
a  lady  with  a  sweet,  gentle,  quiet  face  and  manner, 
that  made  Ellen  like  to  sit  by  her.  Another 
daughter,  Mrs.  Gillespie,  had  more  of  her  mother's 
stately  bearing;  the  third.  Miss  Sophia,  who  met 
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them  first  in  the  hall,  was  very  unlike  both  the 
others,  but  lively,  and  agreeable,  and  good-hu- 
moured. 

Dinner  gave  place  to  the  dessert,  and  that  in  its 
turn  was  removed  with  the  cloth.  Ellen  was  en- 
gaged in  eating  almonds  and  raisins,  admiring  the 
brightness  of  the  mahogany,  and  the  richly  cut  and 
coloured  glass,  and  silver  decanter  stands,  which 
were  reflected  in  it;  when  a  door  at  the  further 
end  of  the  room  half  opened,  a  little  figure  came 
partly  in,  and  holding  the  door  in  her  hand,  stood 
looking  doubtfully  along  the  table,  as  if  seeking  for 
some  one. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Ellen?"  said  Mrs. 
Chauncey. 

"Mrs.  Bland  told  me, — mamma, — "  she  began, 
her  eye  not  ceasing  its  uneasy  quest,  but  then 
breakmg  off  and  springing  to  Alice's  side,  she 
threw  her  arms  around  her  neck,  and  gave  her  cer- 
tainly the  warmest  of  all  the  warm  welcomes  she 
had  had  that  day. 

"  Hallo !"  cried  Mr.  Marshman,  rapping  on  the 
table;  "that  is  too  much  for  any  one's  share. 
Come  here,  you  baggage,  and  give  me  just  such 
another." 

The  little  girl  came  near  accordingly,  and  hugged 
and  kissed  him  with  a  very  good  will,  remarking, 
however,  "  Ah  !  but  I  have  seen  you  before  to-day, 
grandpapa!"  ; 

"  Well,  here  is  somebody  you  have  not  seen  be- 
fore," said  he  good-hiunouredly,  pulling  her  round 
to  EUen, — "  here  is  a  new  friend  tor  you, — a  young 
lady  from  the  great  city ;  so  you  must  brush  up 
your  country  manners.  Miss  Ellen  Montgomery, 
come  from— pshaw  !  what  is  it  ?--H3ome  from—" 

"  London,  grandpapa  ?"  said  the  little  girl,  as. 
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with  a  mixture  of  simplicity  and  kindness,  she  took 
Ellen's  hand  and  kissed  her  on  the  cheek. 

«  From  Carrarcaira,  sir  ?"  said  Ellen  smiUng. 

"  Go  along  with  you,"  said  he,  laughing  and 
pinching  her  cheek.  "  Take  her  away,  EUen,  take 
her  away,  and  mind  you  take  good  care  of  her. 
Tell  Mrs.  Bland  she  is  one  of  grandpapa's  guests." 

The  two  children  had  not,  however,  reached  the 
door,  when  EUen  Chauncey  exclaimed,  "  Wait,  oh ! 
wait  a  minute !  I  must  speak  to  aunt  Sophia  about 
the  bag."  And,  flying  to  her  side,  there  followed 
an  earnest  whispering,  and  then  a  nod  and  smile 
from  aunt  Sophia;  and  satisfied,  EUen  returned 
to  her  companion  and  led  her  out  of  the  dining- 
room. 

"  "We  have  both  got  the  same  name,"  said  she,  as 
they  went  along  a  wide  corridor:  "how  shaU  we 
know  which  is  which  ?" 

"Why,"  said  EUen,  laughing,  "when  you  say 
Ellen  I  shaU  know  you  mean  me,  and  when  I  say  it 
you  wiU  know  I  mean  you.  I  should  not  be  caUing 
myself,  you  know." 

"  Yes ;  but  when  somebody  else  caUs  EUen,  we 
shaU  both  have  to  run.  Do  you  run  when  you  are 
caUed?" 

Sometimes,"  said  EUen  laughing. 

"  Ah,  but  I  do  always ;  mamma  always  makes 
me.  I  thought,  perhaps,  you  were  like  llVIarianne 
GiUespie — she  waits  often  as  much  as  half  a  minute 
before  she  stirs  when  anybody  calls  her.  Did  you 
come  with  Miss  Alice  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Do  you  love  her  ?" 

"  Very  much ! — oh  very  much !" 

Little  EUen  looked  at  her  companion's  rising 
colour  with  a  glance  of  mixed  curiosity  and  plea- 
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sure,  in  which  \hj  a  strong  promise  of  growing 
love. 

"  So  do  I,"  she  answered  gaily ;  "  I  am  very 
glad  she  is  come,  and  I  am  very  glad  you  are 
come,  too." 

The  little  speaker  pushed  open  a  door,  and  led 
EUen  into  the  presence  of  a  group  of  young  people 
rather  older  than  themselves. 

"  Marianne,"  said  she  to  one  of  them,  a  hand- 
some girl  of  fourteen,  "  this  is  Miss  EUen  Mont- 
gomery— she  came  with  Alice,  and  she  is  come  to 
keep  Christmas  with  us — are  you  not  glad  ?" 

Marianne  shook  hands  with  Ellen. 

"  She  is  one  of  grandpapa's  guests,  I  can  tell 
you,"  said  little  Ellen  Chauncey ;  "  and  he  says  we 
must  brush  up  our  country  manners — she  is  come 
from  the  great  city." 

"  Do  you  think  we  are  a  set  of  ignoramuses.  Miss 
Ellen  ?"  inquired  a  well-grown  boy  of  fifteen,  who 
looked  enough  like  Marianne  Gillespie  to  prove 
him  her  brother. 

"  I  do  not  know  what  that  is,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Well,  do  they  do  things  better  in  the  great  city 
than  we  do  here?" 

"I  do  not  know  how  you  do  them  here,"  said 
Ellen. 

"  Do  not  you  ? — Come  !  Stand  out  of  my  way, 
right  and  left,  all  of  you,  will  you  ?  and  give  me  a 
chance.     Now  then  ! " 

Conscious  that  he  was  amusing  most  of  the  party, 
he  placed  himself  gravely  at  a  little  distance  from 
Ellen,  and  marching  solemnly  up  to  her  bowed 
down  to  her  knees— then  slowly  raising  his  head 
stepped  back. 

"  Miss  Ellen  Montgomery,  I  am  rejoiced  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  at  Ventnor.     Is  not  that 
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polite  now  ?  Is  that  like  what  you  have  been  ac- 
customed to,  Miss  Montgomery  r" 

"^o,  sir — ^thank  you,"  said  Ellen,  who  laughed 
in  spite  of  herself.  The  mirth  of  the  others  re- 
doubled. 

"  May  I  request  to  be  informed  then,'*  continued 
Gillespie,  "  what  is  the  fashion  of  making  bows  in 
the  great  city?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  EUen ;  "  I  never  saw  a  boy 
make  a  bow  before." 

"  Humph ! — I  guess  country  manners  will  do  for 
you,"  said  William,  turning  on  his  heel. 

"  You  are  giving  her  a  pretty  specimen  of  them 
Bill,"  said  another  boy. 

"  Por  shame,  William ;"  cried  little  Ellen  Chaun- 
cey ; — "  did  I  not  tell  you  she  was  one  of  grandpapa's 
guests  ?  Come  here,  EUen,  I  wiQ  take  you  some- 
where else." 

She  seized  Ellen's  hand  and  pulled  her  towards 
the  door,  but  suddenly  stopped  again. 

"  O,  I  forgot  to  tell  you !"  she  said, — "I  asked 
aunt  Sophia  about  the  bag  of  moroccos,  and  she 
said  we  should  have  them  early  to-morrow  morning, 
and  then  we  can  divide  them  at  once." 

"  We  must  not  divide  them  till  Maggie  comes," 
said  Marianne. 

"  O,  no — not  tiU  Maggie  comes,"  said  little  El- 
len ;  and  then  ran  off  again. 

"  I  am  80  glad  you  are  come,"  said  she ; — "  the 
others  are  aU  so  much  older,  and  they  have  aU  so 
much  to  do  together — and  now  you  can  help  me 
think  what  I  mU  make  for  mamma.  Hush !  do  not 
say  a  word  about  it !" 

They  entered  the  large  drawing-room,  where  old 
and  young  were  gathered  for  tea.  The  children 
who  had  dined  early,  sat  down  to  a  well-spread  table 
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at  which  Miss  Sophia  presided ;  the  elder  persons 
were  standing,  or  sitting,  in  different  parts  of  the 
room.  Ellen  not  being  hungry  had  leisure  to  look 
about  her,  and  her  eye  soon  wandered  from  the  tea- 
table  in  search  of  her  old  friends.  Alice  was  sitting 
by  Mrs  Marshman,  talking  with  two  other  ladies ; 
but  EUen  smiled  presently,  as  she  caught  her  eye 
from  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  and  got  a  little 
nod  of  recognition.  John  came  up  just  then  to  set 
down  his  coffee-cup,  and  asked  her  what  she  was 
smiling  at. 

"  That  is  city  manners,"  said  "William  Gillespie, 
"  to  laugh  at  what  is  going  on." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  we  shall  all  follow  the  exam- 
ple," said  John  Humphreys,  gravely,  "  if  the  young 
gentleman  will  try  to  give  us  a  smile." 

The  young  gentleman  had  just  accommodated 
himself  with  an  outrageously  large  mouthful  of 
bread  and  sweetmeats,  and  if  ever  so  well  disposed, 
compliance  with  the  request  was  impossible.  None 
of  the  rest,  however,  not  even  his  sister,  could  keep 
their  countenances,  for  the  eye  of  the  speaker  had 
pointed  and  sharpened  his  words ;  and  William, 
very  red  in  the  face,  was  understood  to  mumble,  as 
soon  as  mumbling  was  possible,  that  "he  would 
not  laugh  imless  he  had  a  mind  to,"  and  a  threat  to 
"  do  something  "  to  his  tormentor. 

"  Only  not  eat  me,"  said  John,  with  a  shade  of 
expression  in  his  look  and  tone  which  overcame  the 
whole  party,  himself  and  poor  William  alone  re- 
taining entu-e  gravity. 

"  What  is  all  this  i  what  is  all  this  ? — what  is  all 
this  laughing  about?"  said  old  Mr.  Marshman, 
coming  up. 

"  This  young  gentleman,  sir,"  said  John,  has  been 
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endeftvoariiig — ^with  a  mouthful  of  argumeBts — to 
prove  to  UB  the  inferiority  of  city  manners  to  those 
learned  in  the  country." 

"  "Will  ?"  said  the  old  gentleman,  glancing  doubt- 
fully at  William's  discomfited  face ;  then  added, 
sternly,  "  I  do  not  care  where  your  manners  were 
learnt,  sir,  but  I  advise  you  to  be  very  particular  as 
to  the  sort  you  bring  with  you  here.  Now,  Sophia, 
let  us  have  some  music." 

He  set  the  children  dancing,  and  as  Ellen  did  not 
know  how,  he  kept  her  by  him,  and  kept  her  very 
much  amused  too,  in.  his  own  way ;  then  he  would 
have  her  join  in  the  dancing,  and  bade  Ellen  Chaun- 
cey  give  her  lessons.  There  was  a  little  backward- 
ness at  first,  and  then  Ellen  was  jumpiag  away  with 
the  rest,  and  thinking  it  perfectly  delightful,  as 
Miss  Sophia's  piano  rattled  out  merry  jigs  and 
tunes,  and  little  feet  flew  over  the  floor  as  light  as 
the  hearts  they  belonged  to.  At  eight  o'cleck,  the 
young  ones  were  dismissed,  and  bade  good  night  to 
their  elders ;  and  pleased  with  the  kind  kiss  Mrs. 
Marshman  had  given  her,  as  well  as  her  little  grand- 
daughter, Ellen  went  off  to  bed  very^  happy. 

The  room  to  which  her  companion  led  her  was 
the  very  picture  of  comfort. .  It  was  not  too  large, 
but  fiirnished  with  plain  old-fashioned  furniture, 
and  lighted  and  warmed  by  a  cheerful  wood-fire. 
The  very  old  brass-headed  andirons  that  stretched 
themselves  out  upon  the  hearth  with  such  a  look  of 
being  at  home,  seemed  to  say,  "  You  have  come  to 
the  right  place  for  comfort."  A  little  dark  maho- 
gany book-case  in  one  place — an  odd  toilet  table  of 
the  same  stuff  in  another ;  and  opposite  the  fire  an 
old-&shioned  high-post  bedstead  with  its  handsome 
Marseilles    quilt  and  ample   pillows   looked  very 
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tempting.  Between  this  and  the  farther  side  of  the 
room,  in  the  comer,  another  bed  was  spread  on  the 
floor. 

"This  is  aunt  Sophia's  room,"  said  little  Ellen 
Chauneey ; — "^^his  is  where  you  are  to  sleep." 

"And  where  will  Alice  be?"  said  the  other 
Men. 

"  O,  she  wiU  sleep  here,  in  this  bed,  with  aunt  So- 
phia ;  that  is  because  the  house  is  so  fuU,  you  know ; 
— and  here  is  your  bed,  here  on  the  floor.  O,  de- 
licious !  I  wish  I  was  going  to  sleep  here.  Do  not 
you  love  to  sleep  on  the  floor  ?  I  do.  I  think  it  is 
fun." 

Anybody  might  have  thought  it  fun  to  sleep  on 
that  bed,  for  instead  of  a  bedstead  it  was  luxuriously 
piled  on  mattresses.  The  two  children  sat  down  to- 
gether on  the  foot  of  it. 

"This  is  aunt  Sophia's  room,"  continued  little 
EUen, "  and  next  to  it,  out  of  that  door,  is  our  dress- 
ing-room, and  next  to  that  is  where  mamma  and 
I  sleep.     Do  you  undress  and  dress  yourself?" 

"  To  be  sure  I  do,"  said  Ellen, — "  always." 

"  So  do  I ;  but  Marianne  Gillespie  wiU  not  even 
put  on  her  shoes  and  stockings  for  herself." 

"  Who  does  it  then  ?"  said  Ellen. 

"  Why,  Lester — aunt  Matilda's  maid.  Mamma 
sent  away  her  maid  when  we  came  here,  and  she 
says,  if  she  had  fifty,  she  would  like  me  to  do 
everythiag  I  can  for  myself.  I  should  not  think  it 
was  pleasant  to  have  any  one  to  put  on  one's  shoes 
and  stockings  for  you,  should  you?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Ellen.  "  Then,  you  live  here 
all  the  time?" 

"  O,  yes — ever  since  papa  did  not  come  back  from 
that  long  voyage — ^we  hve  here  since  then." 
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"  Is  he  coming  back  soon  ?" 

"  No,"  said  little  EUen,  gravely, — "  lie  never  will 
come  back — lie  never  will  come  back  any  more.*' 

EUen  was  sorry  she  had  asked,  and  both  children 
were  silent  for  a  minute. 

"  I  win  tell  you  what !"  said  little  EUen,  jumping 
up, — "mamma  said  we  must  not  sit  up  too  long 
talking,  so  I  wiU  run  and  get  my  thrugs  and  bring 
them  here,  and  we  can  undress  together ;  wiU  not 
that  be  a  nice  way  ?" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

He  that  loses  anything,  and  gets  wisdom  by  it,  is  a  gainer 
by  the  loss.  L'Sstbai^ge. 

Left  alone  in  the  strange  room  with  the  flickering 
fire,  how  quickly  Ellen's  thoughts  left  Ventnor  and 
flew  over  the  sea.  They  often  travelled  that  road,  it 
is  true,  but  now  perhaps  the  very  home-look  of 
everything,  where  yet  she  was  not  at  home,  might 
have  sent  them.  There  was  a  bitter  twinge  or  two, 
and  for  a  minute  EUen's  head  drooped.  "  To-mor- 
row win  be  Christmas  eve — ^last  Christmas  eve — 
oh  mamma!" 

Little  EUen  Chauncey  soon  came  back,  and  sit- 
ting down  beside  her  on  the  foot  of  the  bed  began 
the  business  of  undressing. 

"Do  not  you  love  Christmas  time?"  said  she; 
"  I  think  it  is  the  pleasantest  in  all  the  year ;  we 
always  have  a  houseful  of  people,  and  such  fine 
times.  But  then  in  summer  1  think  that  is  the 
pleasantest.  I  suppose  they  are  aU  pleasaut.  Do 
you  hang  up  your  stocking  r" 

"  No,"  said  EUen. 

"  Do  you  not !  why  I  always  did  ever  since  I  can 
remember.  I  used  to  think,  when  I  was  a  little 
girl  you  know,"  said  she  laughing, — "I  used  to 
think  that  Santa  Claus  came  down  the  chimney, 
and  I  used  to  hang  up  my  stocking  as  near  the 
fireplace  as  I  could ;  but  I  know  better  than  that 
now ;  I  do  not  care  where  I  hang  it.  You  know 
who  Santa  Claus  is,  do  not  you  ?" 
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"  He  is  nobody,"  said  Ellen. 

"  O  yes  he  is — ^he  is  a  great  many  people — he  is 
whoever  gives  you  anything.  My  Santa  Claus  is 
mamma,  and  grandpapa,  and  grandmamma,  and 
aunt  Sophia,  and  aunt  MatUda ;  and  I  thought  I 
should  have  had  uncle  George  too  this  Christmas, 
but  he  could  not  come.  Uncle  Howard  never  gives 
me  anything.  I  am  sorry  uncle  George  could  not 
come ;  I  Kke  him  the  best  of  all  my  uncles." 

"I  never  had  anybody  but  mamma  to  give  me 
presents,"  said  EUen,  "  and  she  never  gave  me 
much  more  at  Christmas  than  at  other  times." 

"  I  used  to  have  presents  from  mamma  and  grand- 
papa too,  both  at  Christmas  and  New  Year,  but 
now  I  have  grown  so  old,  mamma  only  gives  me 
something  at  Christmas  and  grandpapa  only  at 
New  Tear.  It  would  be  too  much,  you  know,  for 
me  to  have  both  when  my  presents  are  so  good.  I 
do  not  believe  a  stocking  wiU  hold  them  much 
longer.  But  O !  we  have  got  such  a  fine  plan  in 
our  heads,"  said  little  Ellen,  lowering  her  voice  and 
speaking  with  open  eyes  and  great  energy, — "  we 
are  going  to  make  presents  this  year  I — we  chil- 
dren— won't  it  be  fine? — ^we  are  going  to  make 
what  we  like  for  anybody  we  choose,  and  let  nobody 
know  anything  about  it ;  and  then  New  Year's 
morning,  you  know,  when  the  things  are  all  under 
the  napkins  we  wiU  give  ours  to  somebody  to  put 
where  they  belong,  and  nobody  will  know  anything 
about  them  till  they  see  them  there.  Won't  it  be 
fine  ?  I  am  so  glad  you  are  here,  for  I  want  you 
to  tell  me  what  I  shaU.  make." 

"Who  is  it  for?"  said  Ellen. 

"  O  mamma ;  you  know  I  cannot  make  for  every- 
body,  so  I  tbink  I  had  rather  it  should  be  for 
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mamma.     I  thought  of  making  lier  a  needlebook 
with  white  backs,  and  getting  Gilbert  dillespie  to 

Eaint  them — he  can  paint  beautifully, — and  having 
er  name  and  something  else  written  very  nicely 
inside —how  do  you  think  that  would  do  ?" 

"  I  should  think  it  would  do  very  nicely,"  said 
EUen, — "  very  nicely  indeed." 

"  I  wish  uncle  G-eorge  was  at  home  though  to 
write  it  for  me, — ^he  writes  so  beautifully ;  I  cannot 
do  it  well  enough." 

"  I  am  afi^id  I  cannot  either,"  said  EUen.  "  Per- 
haps somebody  else  can." 

"I  do  not  know  who.  Aunt  Sophia  scribbles 
and  scratches,  and  besides  I  do  not  want  her  to 
know  anything  about  it.  But  there  is  another 
thiQg  I  do  not  know  how  to  manage,  and  that  is 
the  edges  of  the  leaves — the  leaves  for  the  needles 
— ^they  must  be  done — somehow." 

"  I  can  show  you  how  to  do  that,"  said  EUen 
brightening ;  "  mamma  had  a  needlebook  that  was 
given  to  her  that  had  the  edges  beautiftdly  done ; 
and  I  wanted  to  know  how  it  was  done,  and  she 
showed  me.  I  wUl  show  you  that.  It  takes  a  good 
whUe,  but  that  is  no  matter." 

"  O  thank  you ;  how  nice  that  is.  O  no,  that  is 
no  matter.  And  then  it  wUl  do  very  well,  won't 
it  ?  Now  if  I  can  only  catch  GUbert  in  a  good 
humour — ^he  is  not  my  cousin — ^he  is  Marianne's 
cousin — that  big  boy  you  saw  down-stairs — ^he  is 
so  big  he  won't  have  anythiag  to  say  to  me  some- 
times, but  I  think  I  wiU  get  him  to  do  this.  Don't 
you  want  to  make  something  for  somebody  ?" 

EUen  had  had  one  or  two  feverish  thoughts  on 
this  subject  since  the  beginning  of  the  conversation ; 
but  she  only  said, — 
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-  "  It  is  no  matteiv— you  know  I  have  not  got  any- 
;hing  here;  and  besides  I  shall  not  be  here  tiU 
.Vew  Tear.'' 

"  Not  here  tiU  New  Tear !  yes  you  shall,"  said 
little  Ellen,  throwing  herself  upon  her  neck ;  "  in- 
deed you  are  not  going  away  before  that.  I  knmo 
you  are  not — I  heard  grandmamma  and  aunt  Sophia 
talking  about  it.  Say  you  wiU  stay  here  till  New 
Tear— do!" 

"  I  should  like  very  much  indeed,"  said  EUen, 
"  if  AJice  does." 

In  the  midst  of  half  a  dozen  kisses  with  which 
her  little  companion  rewarded  this  speech,  some- 
body close  by  said  pleasantly, — 

"  What  time  of  night  do  you  suppose  it  is  ?" 

The  girls  started ; — ^there  was  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"  O,  mamma,"  exclaimed  her  little  daughter, 
springiQg  to  her  feet,  "  I  hope  you  have  not  heard 
what  we  have  been  talking  about  ?" 

"  Not  a  word,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey,  smiling, "  but 
as  to-morrow  wiU  be  long  enough  to  talk  in,  had 
you  not  better  go  to  bed  now  ?" 

Her  daughter  obeyed  her  immediately,  after  one 
more  hug  to  EUen  and  telling  her  she  was  so  glad 
she  had  come.  Mrs.  Chauncey  stayed  to  see  Ellen 
in  bed  and  press  one  kind  motherly  kiss  upon  her 
face,  so  tenderly  that  Ellen's  eyes  were  moistened 
as  she  withdrew.  But  in  her  dreams  that  night 
the  rosy  sweet  face,  blue  eyes,  and  little  plump 
figure  of  EUen  Chauncey  played  the  greatest  part^ 

She  slept  tiU  Alice  was  obliged  to  arouse  her  the 
next  morning ;  and  then  got  up  with  her  head  in  a 
charming  conftision  of  pleasures  past  and  pleasures 
to  come, — things  known  and  unknown,  to  be  made 
for  everybody's  New  Tear  presents, — Unen  collars 
and  pamted  needle-books;    and,  no    sooner  was 
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breakfast  over,  than  she  was  shIJwing  and  explain- 
ing to  Ellen  Chauncey  a  particularly  splendid  and 
mysterious  way  of  embroidering  the  edges  of 
needle-book  leaves.  Deep  in  this  they  were  still  an 
hour  afberwards,  and  in  the  comparative  merits  of 
purple  and  rose  colour,  when  a  little  hubbub  arose 
at  the  other  end  of  the  room  on  the  arrival  of  a 
new-comer.  BUen  Chauncey  looked  up  from  her 
work,  then  dropped  it,  exclaiming,  "  There  she  is ! 
— now  for  the  bag !" — and  pulled  EUen  along  with 
her  towards  the  party.  A  young  lady  was  in  the 
midst  of  it,  talking  so  fast  that  she  had  not  time  to 
take  off  her  cloak  and  bonnet.  As  her  eye  met 
BUen's,  however,  she  came  to  a  sudden  pause.  It 
was  Margaret  Dunscombe.  EUen's  face  certainly 
showed  no  pleasure ;  Margaret's  darkened  with  a 
very  disagreeable  surprise. 

"  My  goodness ! — EUen  Montgomery ! — how  on 
earth  did  you  get  here  .^" 

"  Do  you  know  her  ?"  asked  one  of  the  girls,  as 
the  two  EUens  went  off  after  "  aunt  Sophia." 

"  Do  I  know  her  ?  Yes— just  enough, — exactly. 
How  did  she  get  here  ?" 

"  Miss  Humphreys  brought  her.*' 

"  Who  is  Miss  Humphreys  ?" 

"Hush!"  said  Marianne,  lowering  her  tone, — 
"  that  is  her  brother  in  the  window." 

"  Whose  brother  ? — ^hers  or  Miss  Humphreys'  ?" 

"  Miss  Humphreys.  Did  you  never  see  her  ?  she 
is  here,  or  has  been  here,  a  long  time.  Grandma 
calls  her  her  fourth  daughter;  and  she  is  just  as 
much  at  home  as  if  she  was ;  and  she  brought  her 
here." 

"  And  she  is  at  home  too,  I  suppose.  Well,  it  is 
no  business  of  mine." 

"  What  do  you  know  of  her  ?" 
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"  O,  enough — that  is  just  it— do  not  want  to 
know  any  more." 

"  "Well  you  need  not ;  but  what  is  the  matter  with 
her?'' 

"  O  I  do  not  know — I  will  tell  you  some  other 
time — she  is  a  conceited  little  piece.  "We  had  the 
care  of  her  coming  up  the  river,  that  is  how  I  come 
to  know  about  her ;  mamma  said  it  was  the  last 
child  she  would  be  bothered  with  in  that  way." 

Presently  the  two  girls  came  back,  bringing 
word  to  clear  the  table,  for  aunt  Sophia  was  com- 
ing with  the  moroccos.  As  soon  as  she  came, 
Ellen  Chauncey  sprang  to  her  neck  and  whispered 
an  earnest  question.  "Certainly!"  aunt  Sophia 
said,  as  she  poured  out  the  contents  of  the  bag ; 
and  her  little  niece  delightedly  told  Ellen  she  was 
to  have  her  share  as  well  as  the  rest. 

The  table  was  now  strewn  with  pieces  of  morocco 
of  all  sizes  and  colours,  which  were  hastily  turn- 
ed over  and  examined  with  eager  hands  and  spark- 
ling eyes.  Some  were  mere  scraps,  to  be  sure ; 
but  others  showed  a  breadth  and  length  of  beauty, 
which  were  declared  to  be  "  first-rate,"  and  "fine ;" 
and  one  beautiful  large  piece  of  blue  morocco 
in  particular  was  made  up  in  imagination  by 
two  or  three  of  the  party  in  as  many  different 
ways.  Marianne  wanted  it  for  a  book-cover ;  Mar- 
garet declared  she  could  make  a  lovely  reticule  with 
it ;  and  Ellen  could  not  help  thinking  it  would 
make  a  very  pretty  needle-box,  such  a  one  as  she 
had  seen  in  the  possession  of  one  of  the  girls,  and 
longed  to  make  for  Alice. 

"  Well,  what  is  to  be  done  now  ?"  said  Miss  So- 
phia,— "  or  am  I  not  to  know  ?" 

"  Oh  you  are  not  to  know — ^you  are  not  to  know, 
aunt  Sophy,"  cried  the  girls  ; — "  yon  must  not  ask." 
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"I  will  tell  you  what  they  are  going  to  do  with 
them,"  said  George  Walsh,  coming  up  to  her  with 
a  mischievous  face,  and  added  in  a  loud  whisper, 
shielding  his  mouth  with  his  hand,  "  they  are  going 
to  make  pr — ." 

He  was  laid  hold  of  forcibly  by  the  whole  party 
screaming  and  laughing,  and  stopped  short  of  mush- 
ing his  speech. 

"  Well  then,  I  will  take  my  departure,"  said  Miss 
Sophia; — "but  how  will  you  manage  to  divide  all 
these  scraps?" 

"  Suppose  we  were  to  put  them  in  the  bag  again, 
and  you  hold  the  bag,  and  we  were  to  draw  them 
out  without  looking,"  said  Ellen  Chauncey, — "  as  we 
used  to  do  with  the  sugar  plums." 

As  no  better  plan  was  thought  of,  this  was  agreed 
upon ;  and  little  Ellen,  shutting  up  her  eyes  very 
tight,  stuck  in  her  hand  and  pulled  out  a  fittle  bit 
of  green  morocco  about  the  size  of  a  dollar.  Ellen 
Montgomery  came  next ;  then  Margaret,  then  Ma- 
rianne, then  their  mutuBl  friend  Isabel  Hawthorn. 
Each  had  to  take  her  turn  a  great  many  times ;  and 
at  the  end  of  the  drawing  the  pieces  were  found  to  be 
pretty  equally  divided  among  the  party,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Ellen,  who  besides  several  other  good 
pieces  had  drawn  the  famous  blue. 

"That  wiQ  do  verv  nicely,"  said  little  Ellen 
Chauncey ; — "  I  am  glad  you  have  got  that,  Ellen. 
Now,  aunt  Sophy!— one  thing  more — you  know, 
the  silks  and  ribbons  you  promised  us." 

"  I  have  not  done  yet,  eh  ?  Well,  vou  shall  have 
them,  but  we  are  all  going  out  to  walk,  now ;  I  will 
give  them  to  you  this  afternoon.  Come !  put  these 
away,  and  get  on  your  bonnets  and  cloaks." 

A  hard  measure !  but  it  was  done.  After  the 
walk  came  dinner ;  after  dinner  aunt  Sophia  had  to 
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be  found  and  waited  on,  till  she  had  fairly  sought 
out  and  delivered  to  their  hands  the  wished-for 
bundle  of  silks  and  satins.  It  gave  great  satisfac- 
tion. 

"But  how  shall  we  do  about  dividing  these?" 
said  little  Ellen ; — "  shall  we  draw  lots  again  ?" 

"  No,  Ellen,"  said  Marianne,  "  that  will  not  do, 
because  we  might  every  one  get  just  the  thing  we 
do  not  want.  I  want  one  colour  or  stuff  to  go 
with  my  morocco,  and  you  want  another  to  go  with 
yours ;  and  you  might  get  mine,  and  I  might  get 
yours.  We  had  best  each  choose  in  turn  what  we 
like,  beginning  at  Isabel." 

"  Very  weU,"  said  Httle  EHen,  '\  I  agree." 

"  Anything  for  a  quiet  life,"  said  George  "Walsh. 

But  this  business  of  choosing  was  found  to  be 
very  long  aud  very  diflGlcult,  each  one  was  so  fearful 
of  not  taking  the  exact  piece  she  wanted  most. 
The  elder  members  of  the  family  began  to  gather 
for  dinner,  and  several  came  and  stood  round  the 
table  where  the  children  were;  little  noticed  by 
them,  they  were  so  wrapped  up  in  silks  and  satins. 
Ellen  seemed  the  least  interested  person  at  table, 
and  had  made  her  selections  with  the  least  delay 
and  difficultv ;  and  now  as  it  was  not  her  turn,  sat 
very  soberly  looking  on  with  her  head  resting  on  her 
hand. 

"I  declare  it  is  too  vexatious!"  said  Margaret 
Dunscombe ; — "  here  I  have  got  this  beautiful  piece 
of  blue  satin,  and  cannot  do  anything  with  it ;  it 
just  matches  that  blue  morocco — it  is  a  perfect 
match — I  could  have  made  a  splendid  thing  of  it, 
and  I  have  got  some  cord  ana  tassels  that  would 
just  do — I  declare  it  is  too  bad!" 

EUen's  colour  changed. 

"  "Well,  choose,  Margaret,"  said  Marianne. 
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"I  do  not  know  what  to  choose — ^that  is  the 
thing.  What  can  one  do  with  red  and  purple  mo- 
rocco and  blue  satin  ?  I  might  as  well  give  up. 
I  have  a  great  notion  to  take  this  piece  of  yellow 
satin,  and  dress  up  a  Turkish  doU  to  frighten  the 
next  young  one  I  meet  with." 

"  I  wish  you  would,  Margaret,  and  give  it  to  me 
when  it  is  done,"  cried  little  EUen  Chauncey. 

"  It  is  not  made  yet,"  said  the  other,  dryly. 

Ellen's  colour  had  changed  and  changed;  her 
hand  twitched  nervously,  and  she  glanced  uneasily 
from  Margaret's  store  of  finery  to  her  own. 

"  Come,  choose,  Margaret,"  said  Ellen  Chauncey ; 
— "I  dare  say  EUen  wants  the  blue  morocco  as 
much  as  you  do." 

"  No,  1  do  not,'*  said  EUen  abruptly,  throwing  it 
over  the  table  to  her; — "take  it,  Margaret, — you 
may  have  it." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  the  other,  astounded. 

"  I  mean,  you  may  have  it,"  said  EUen, — "  I  do 
not  want  it." 

"  WeU,  I  wiU  teU  you  what,"  said  the  other, — 
"  I  wiU  give  you  yeUow  satin  for  it — or  some  of  my 
red  morocco?" 

"No, — I  had  rather  not,"  repeated  EUen;  I  do 
not  want  it — ^you  may  have  it." 

"  Very  generously  done,"  remarked  Miss  Sophia ; 
"  I  hope  you  wUl  aU  take  a  lesson  in  the  art  of  be- 
ing obliging." 

"  Quite  a  noble  Httle  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Q-iUespie. 

EUen  crimsoned.  "No,  ma'am,  I  am  not,  in- 
deed," she  said,  looking  at  them  with  eyes  that  were 
filling  fast, — "please  do  not  say  so — I  do  not  de- 
serve it." 

"I  shaU  say  what  I  think,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
GUlespie,  smiling,  "but  I  am  glad  you  add  the 
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grace  of  modesty  to  that  of  generosity;  it  is  the 
more  Tmeommoii  of  the  two." 

"  I  am  not  modest !  I  am  not  generous !  you  must 
not  say  so,"  cried  EUen.  She  struggled ;  the  blood 
rushea  to  the  surface,  suffusing  every  particle  of 
skin  that  could  be  seen ; — then  left  it,  as  with  eyes 
cast  down  she  went  on, — "  I  do  not  deserve  to  be 
praised, — it  was  more  Margaret's  than  mine.  I 
ought  not  to  have  kept  it  at  all — for  I  saw  a  little 
bit  when  I  put  my  hand  in.  I  did  not  mean, — but 
I  did!" 

Raising  her  eyes  hastily  to  Alice's  face,  they  met 
those  of  John,  who  was  standing  behind  her.  She 
had  not  counted  irpon  him  for  one  of  her  listeners ; 
she  knew  Mrs.  Gillespie,  Mrs.  Chauncey,  Miss 
Sophia,  and  Alice,  had  heard  her ;  but  this  was  the 
one  drop  too  much.  Her  head  sunk ;  she  covered 
her  face  a  moment,  and  then  made  her  escape  out 
of  the  room,  before  even  EUen  could  follow  her. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Alice  seemed  to 
have  some  difficulty  not  to  follow  Ellen's  example. 
Margaret  pouted ;  Mrs.  Chauncey' s  eyes  fiUed  with 
tears,  and  her  little  daughter  seemed  divided  be- 
tween doubt  and  dismay.  Her  first  move,  however, 
was  to  run  off  in  pursuit  of  EUen.  AUce  went  after 
her. 

"  Here  is  a  beautiful  example  of  honour  and  ho- 
nesty, for  you!"  said  Margaret  Dunscombe,  at 
length. 

"  I  think  it  is,"  observed  John,  quietly. 

"  An  uncommon  instance,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"  I  am  glad  everybody  thinks  so,"  said  Margaret, 
suUenly ;  I  hope  I  shaU  not  copy  it,  that  is  aU." 

"  I  think  you  are  in  no  dang^,"  said  John  again. 

"Very  weU!"  said  Margaret,  who,  between  her 
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desire  of  speaking,  and  her  desire  of  concealing  her 
vexation — <lid  not  know  what  to  do  with  herself; 
— "  everybody  must  judge  for  himself,  I  suppose ; 
I  have  got  enough  of  her,  for  my  part." 

"  Where  did  you  ever  see  her  before  ?"  said  Isa- 
bel Hawthorn. 

"  O,  she  came  up  the  river  with  us — ^mamma  had 
to  take  care  of  her — she  was  with  us  two  days." 

"And  did  not  you  like  her  ?" 

"  No,  I  guess  1  did  not !  she  was  a  perfect  plague. 
All  that  day  on  board  the  steam-boat  she  scarcely 
came  near  us ;  we  coidd  not  pretend  to  keep  sight 
of  her ;  mamma  had  to  send  her  maid  out  to  look 
after  her  I  do  not  know  how  many  times.  She 
scraped  acquaintance  with  some  strange  man  on 
board,  and  liked  his  companv  better  than  ours,  for 
she  stayed  with  him  the  whole  blessed  day,  waking 
and  sleeping ;  of  course  mamma  did  not  like  it  at  all. 
She  did  not  go  to  a  single  meal  with  us ;  you  know, 
of  course,  that  was  not  proper  behaviour." 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Isabel. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  John,  coolly,  "  she  chose  the 
society  she  thought  the  pleasantest.  Probably  Miss 
Margaret's  politeness  was  more  than  she  had  been 
accustomed  to." 

Margaret  coloured,  not  quite  knowing  what  to 
make  of  the  speaker  or  his  speech. 

"  It  would  take  much  to  make  me  believe,"  said 
gentle  Mrs.  Chauncey,  "  that  a  child  of  such  refined 
and  delicate  feeling  as  that  little  girl  evidently  has, 
could  take  pleasure  in  improper  company." 

Margaret  had  a  reply  at  her  tongue's  end,  but 
she  had  also  an  uneasy  feeling  that  there  were  eyes 
not  far  off  too  keen  of  sight  to  be  baflBled ;  she  kept 
silence  tiU  the  group  dispersed,  and  she  had  an  op- 
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portunity  of  whispering  in  Marianne's  ear  that 
"  that  was  the  very  most  disagreeable  man  she  had 
ever  seen  in  her  Ine." 

"  What  a  singular  fancy  you  have  taken  to  this 
little  pet  of  Alice's,  Mr.  John,"  said  Mrs.  Marsh- 
man's  youngest  daughter.  "You  quite  surprise 
me. 

"  Did  you  think  me  a  misanthrope.  Miss  Sophia?  " 
"  O  no,  not  at  aU ;  but  I  always  had  a  notion  you 
would  not  be  easily  pleased  in  the  choice  of  favour- 
ites." 

"  Easily  !  When  a  simple,  intelligent  child  of 
twelve  or  thirteen  is  a  common  character,  then  I 
will  allow  that  I  am  easily  pleased." 

"Twelve  or  thirteen!"  said  Miss  Sophia ;  "what 
are  you  thinking  about  ?  Alice  says  she  is  only  ten 
or  eleven." 

"  In  years — perhaps." 

"  How  gravely  you  take  me  up !"  said  the  young 
lady,  laughing.  "  My  dear  Mr.  John,  *  in  years, 
perhaps,'  you  may  call  yourself  twenty,  but  in 
everything  else  you  might  much  better  pass  for 
thirty  or  forty." 

As  they  were  called  to  dinner,  Alice  and  EUen 
Chauncey  came  back ;  the  former  looking  a  little 
serious,  the  latter  crying,  and  wisHng  aloud  that 
all  the  moroccos  had  been  in  the  fire.  They  had 
not  been  able  to  find  Ellen.  Neither  was  she  in 
the  drawing-room  when  they  returned  to  it  after 
dinner;  and  a  second  search  was  made  in  vain. 
John  went  to  the  library,  which  was  separate  from 
the  other  rooms,  thinking  she  might  have  chosen 
that  for  a  hiding-place.  She  was  not  there ;  but 
the  pleasant  light  of  the  room,  where  only  the  fire 
was  burning,  invited  him  to  stay.  He  sat  down  in 
the   deep  window,  and  was  musingly  looking  out 
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into  the  moonlight,  when  the  door  softly  opened 
and  Ellen  came  in.  She  stole  in  noiselessly,  so  that 
he  did  not  hear  her,  and  she  thought  the  room 
empty ;  till  in  passing  slowly  down  toward  the  fire, 
she  came  upon  him  in  the  window.  Her  start  first  let 
him  know  she  was  there  ;  she  woidd  have  run  away, 
but  one  of  her  hands  was  caught,  and  she  could  not. 

"  Running  away  fipom  your  brother,  EUie  ?"  said 
he,  kindly  ;  "  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

EUen  shrunk  fipom  meeting  his  eye,  and  was 
silent. 

"  I  know  all,  Ellie,"  said  he,  still  very  kindly, — 
"  I  have  seen  all ; — ^why  do  you  shim  me  ?" 

EUen  said  nothing ;  the  tears  began  to  run  down 
her  face  and  frock. 

"  You  are  taking  this  matter  too  hardly,  dear 
Ellen,"  he  said,  drawing  her  close  to  him ; — "  you 
did  wrong,  but  you  have  done  all  you  could  to  re- 
pair the  wrong  ; — neither  man  nor  woman  can  do 
more  than  that." 

But  though  encouraged  by  his  manner,  the  tears 
flowed  faster  than  ever. 

"  Where  have  you  been  ?  Alice  was  looking  for 
you,  and  little  EUen  Chauncey  was  in  great  trouble. 
I  do  not  know  what  dreadful  thing  she  thought  you 
had  done  with  yourself.  Come  ! — Ufb  up  your  head 
and  let  me  see  you  smUe  agaiQ." 

EUen  lifted  her  head,  but  not  her  eyes,  though 
she  tried  to  smile. 

"  I  want  to  talk  to  you  a  Uttle  about  this,"  said 
he.  "  Tou  know  you  gave  me  leave  to  be  your 
brother, — wiU  you  let  me  ask  you  a  question  or 
two  ?" 

"  O  yes — whatever  he  pleased,"  EUen  said. 

*'  Then  sit  down  here,"  said  he,  making  room  for 
her  on  the  wide  window-seat,  but  stUl  keepiag  hold 
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of  her  hand  and  speaking  very  gently.  "  You  said 
you  saw  when  you  took  the  morocco — I  do  not 
quite  understand — how  was  it  ?" 

"Why,"  said  Ellen,  "we  were  not  to  look,  and 
we  had  gone  three  times  round  and  nobody  had 
got  that  large  piece  yet,  and  we  all  wanted  it ;  and 
I  did  not  mean  to  look  at  all,  but  I  do  not  know 
how  it  was,  just  before  I  shut  my  eyes,  I  happened 
to  see  the  comer  of  it  sticking  up,  and  then  I  took 
it." 

"  "With  your  eyes  open  ?" 

"  No,  no,  with  them  shut.  And  I  had  scarcely 
got  it,  when  I  was  sorry  for  it  and  wished  it  back." 

"  You  will  wonder  at  me,  perhaps,  EUie,"  said 
John,"  "but  I  am  not  very  sorry  this  has  hap- 
pened. You  are  no  worse  than  before ; — it  has 
only  made  you  see  what  you  are — very,  very  weak, 
— quite  unable  to  keep  yourself  right  without  con- 
stant help.  Sudden  temptation  was  too  much  for 
vou — so  it  has  many  a  time  been  for  me,  and  so  it 
has  happened  to  the  best  men  on  earth.  I  suppose 
if  you  had  had  a  minute's  time  to  think,  you  would 
not  have  done  as  you  did  ?" 

"No,  indeed!"  said  EUen.  "I  was  sorry,  a  mi- 
nute after." 

"  And,  I  dare  say,  the  thought  of  it  weighed  upon 
your  mind  ever  since  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes  !"  said  EUen  ; — "  it  was  not  out  of  my 
head  a  minute,  the  whole  day,"^ 

"  Then  let  it  make  you  very  humble,  dear  EUie ; 
and  let  it  make  you,  in  future,  keep  close  to  our 
dear  Saviour,  without  whose  help  we  cannot  stand 
a  moment." 

EUen  sobbed  ;  and  he  aUowed  her  to  do  so,  for  a 
few  minutes,  and  then  said— 

"But  you  have  not  been  thinking  much  about 
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Him,  Ellie."  The  sobs  ceased ;  he  saw  his  words 
had  taken  hold. 

"  Is  it  right,"  he  said,  softly, "  that  we  should  be 
more  troubled  about  what  people  will  think  of  us, 
than  for  having  displeased,  or  dishonoured  Him  ?" 

EUen  now  looked  up,  and  in  her  look  was  aU  the 
answer  he  wished. 

"You  understand  me,  I  see,"  said  he.  "Be 
humbled  in  the  dust  before  Him — ^the  more,  the 
better ;  but  whenever  we  are  grealj  concerned,  for 
our  own  sakes,  about  other  people's  opinion,  we  may 
be  sure  we  are  thinking  too  little  of  God,  and  what 
will  please  Him." 

"  1  am  very  sorry,"  said  poor  Ellen,  from  whose 
eyes  the  tears  began  to  drop  again, — "  I  am  very 
wrong — but  I  could  not  bear  to  think  what  Alice 
would  think — and  you — and  aU  of  them — ^" 

"  Here  is  Alice,  to  speak  for  herself,"  said  John. 

As  Alice  came  up  with  a  quick  step,  and  knelt 
down  before  her,  Ellen  sprang  to  her  neck,  and  they 
held  each  other  very  fast,  indeed.  John  walked  up 
and  down  the  room.  Presently,  he  stopped  before 
them. 

"  AU  is  well,  again,"  said  Alice,  "  and  we  are  go- 
ing in  to  tea." 

He  smiled,  and  held  out  his  hand,  which  EUen 
took ;  but  he  would  not  leave  the  library,  declaring, 
that  they  had  a  quarter  of  an  hour  still.  So  they 
sauntered  up  and  down  the  long  room,  talking  of 
different  things,  so  pleasantly,  that  EUen  nearly  for- 
got her  troubles.  Then  came  in  Miss  Sophia,  to 
find  them,  and  then,  Mr.  Marshman,  and  Marianne, 
to  caU  them  to  tea ;  so  the  going  into  the  drawing- 
room  was  not  half  so  bad  as  EUen  thought  it  would 
be. 

She  behaved  very  weU  ;  her  face  was  touchingly 
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humble  that  night ;  and  all  the  evening  she  kept 
fast  by  either  Alice  or  John,  without  budging  an 
inch.  And  as  little  Ellen  Chauncey  and  her  cousin 
Q-eorge  Walsh  chose  to  be  where  she  was,  the 
young  party  was  quite  divided ;  and  not  the  least 
merry  portion  of  it  was  that  mixed  with  the  older 
people.  Little  EUen  was  half  beside  herself  with 
spirits ;  the  secret  of  which  perhaps  was  the  fact, 
which  she  several  times  in  the  course  of  the  even- 
ing whispered  to  Ellen  as  a  great  piece  of  news, 
that  "  it  was  Christmas  eve !" 


I 


CHAPTEE  V. 

Ab  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o*  treasure. 
The  minutes  winged  their  way  wi'  pleasure. 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  they  were  glorious, 
Cer  all  the  ills  o*  life  victorious. 

BXTBNS. 

Christmas  morning  was  dawning  gray,  but  it 
was  still  far  from  broad  daylight,  when  Ellen  was 
awakened.  She  found  little  EDen  Chauncey  pull- 
ing and  pushing  at  her  shoulders,  and  whisper- 
ing "Ellen!  Ellen!" — in  a  tone  that  showed  a 
great  fear  of  waking  somebody  up.  There  she 
was,  in  nightgown  and  nightcap,  and  barefooted 
too,  with  a  face  brimful  of  excitement  and  as  wide 
awake  as  possible.  Ellen  roused  herself  in  no  little 
surprise  and  asked  what  the  matter  was. 

"  I  am  going  to  look  at  my  stocking,'*  whis- 
pered her  visitor, — "  do  not  you  want  to  get  up  and 
come  with  me  ?  it  is  just  here  in  the  other  room, — 
come ! — do  not  make  any  noise." 

"  But  what  if  you  should  find  nothing  in  it  ?  "  said 
Ellen,  laughingly,  as  she  bounded  out  of  bed. 

**  Ah,  but  I  shall,  I  know ; — I  always  do ; — never 
fear.  Hash !  step  ever  so  softly — I  do  not  want  to 
wake  anybody." 

"  It  is  hardly  light  enough  for  you  to  see,"  whis- 
pered Ellen,  as  the  two  little  barefooted  white 
figures  glided  out  of  the  room. 

"  O  yes  it  is — that  is  all  the  fun.  Hush  ! — do 
not  make  a  bit  of  noise.     I  know  where  it  hangs 
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— mamma  always  puts  it  at  the  back  of  her  easy 
chair ;  come  this  way — here  it  is !  O,  Ellen,  there 
are  two  of  them  !  There  is  one  for  you ! — there  is 
one  for  you!" 

In  a  tvmiult  of  delight,  one  Ellen  capered  about 
the  floor  on  the  tips  of  her  little  bare  toes,  while 
the  other,  not  less  happy,  stood  still  for  pleasure. 
The  dancer  finished  by  hugging  and  kissing  her 
with  all  her  heart,  declaring  she  was  so  glad  she 
did  not  know  what  to  do. 

"  But  how  shall  we  know  which  is  which  ?*' 

"  Perhaps  they  are  both  alike,"  said  Ellen. 

"  No — at  any  rate  one  is  for  me,  and  the  other  is 
for  you.  Stop !  here  are  pieces  of  paper,  with  our 
names  on  I  guess — let  us  turn  the  chair  a  little  bit 
to  the  light — there — ^yes! — ^EUen — M-o-n, — there, 
that  is  yours ;  my  name  does  not  begin  with  an  M  ; 
and  this  is  mine!" 

Another  caper  round  the  room,  and  then  she 
stopped  in  fipont  of  the  chair  where  Ellen  was  stiQ 
standing. 

"I  wonder  what  is  in  them,"  she  said  ;  "  I  want, 
and — I  do  not  want  to  look.     Come,  you  begin." 

"  But  that  is  no  stocking  of  mine,"  said  Ellen, 
a  smile  gradually  breaking  upon  her  sober  little 
face. 

"  Stuffed,  is  it  not  ?"  said  Ellen  Chauncey.  "  O, 
do  make  haste,  and  see  what  is  in  yours.  I  want 
to  know  so,  I  do  not  know  what  to  do." 

"  Well,  will  you  take  out  of  yours  as  fast  as  I 
take  out  of  mine  ?" 

«WeU!"— 

O  mysterious  delight,  and  delightful  mystery,  of 
the  stuffed  stocking!  Ellen's  trembling  fingers 
sought  the  top,  and  then  very  suddenly  left  it. 

TOL.    II.  H 
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« I  cannot  think  what  it  is,"  said  she,  laughing, 
— "  it  feels  BO  fiinny." 

"  O,  never  mind !  make  haste,"  said  Ellen  Chaun- 
cey ;  "  it  will  not  hurt  you,  I  guess." 

«  No,  it  wiU  not  hurt  me,"  said  EHen,— "but— " 

She  drew  forth  a  great  bunch  of  white  grapes. 

"Splendid!  is  it  not?"  said  Ellen  Chauncey. 
"  Now  for  mine." 

It  was  the  counterpart  of  Ellen*s  bunch. 

"So  far,  so  good,"  said  she.  "Now  for  the 
next." 

The  next  thing  in  each  stocking  was  a  large  horn 
of  sugar-plumbs. 

"  W  ell,  that  is  fine,  is  it  not  ?"  said  Ellen  Chaun- 
cey ;—"  yours  is  tied  with  white  ribbon,  and  mine 
with  blue ;  that  is  all  the  difference.  O,  and  your 
paper  is  red,  and  mine  is  purple." 

"  Yes,  and  the  pictures  are  different,"  said  Ellen. 

"Well,  I  had  rather  they  would  be  different, 
would  not  you  ?  I  think  it  is  just  as  pleasant.  One 
is  as  large  as  the  other,  at  any  rate.  Come — ^what 
is  next?" 

Ellen  drew  out  a  little  bundle,  which  beiag 
opened,  proved  to  be  a  nice  little  pair  of  dark  kid 
gloves. 

**  O,  I  wonder  who  gave  me  this !"  she  said, — "it 
is  just  what  I  wanted.  How  pretty  I  O,  I  am  so 
glad.     I  guess  who  it  was." 

"  O,  look  here,"  said  the  other  EUen,  who  had 
been  diving  into  her  stocking, — "  I  have  got  a  ball 
— ^this  is  just  what  I  wanted  too ;  Q-eorge  told 
me,  if  I  would  get  one,  he  would  show  me  how  to 
play.  Is  it  not  pretty  ?  Is  it  not  funny,  we  should 
each  get  just  what  we  wanted  ?  O,  this  is  a  very 
nice  baU.     I  am  glad  I  have  got  it.     Why,  here  is 
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another  great  round  thing  in  my  stocking  !-what 
can  it  be  ?  they  would  not  give  me  two  balls,"  said 
she,  chuckling. 

"So  there  is  in  mine!"  said  EUen.  "Perhaps, 
they  are  apples  ?" 

"  They  are  not,  they  would  not  give  us  apples ; 
besides,  it  is  soft.     PuU  it  out  and  see." 

"  Then  they  are  oranges,"  said  Ellen,  laughing. 

"J  never  felt  such  a  soft  orange,"  said  little 
EUen  Chauncey.  "Come,  EUen!  stop  laughing, 
and  let  us  see." 

They  were  two  great  scarlet  satin  pincushions, 
with  "E.  C."  and  "E.  M."  very  neatly  stuck  in 
pins. 

"  "Well,  we  shall  not  want  pins  for  a  good  whUe, 
shall  we  ?"  said  Ellen.     "  Who  gave  ns  these  ?" 

"I  know,"  said  Httle  Ellen  Chauncey, — "Mrs. 
Bland." 

"  She  waa  very  kind  to  make  one  for  me,"  said 
Ellen.    "  Now  for  the  next  r 

Her  next  thing  was  a  Httle  bottle  of  Cologne 
water. 

"I  can  tell  who  put  that  in,"  said  her  friend, 
— "  aunt  Sophia.  I  know  her  Httle  bottles  of  Co- 
logne water.  Do  you  love  Cologne  water  ?  Aunt 
Sophia's  is  deHcious." 

EUen  did  Hke  it  very  much,  and  was  extremely 
pleased.  EUen  Chauncey  had  also  a  new  pair  of 
scissors,  which  gave  entire  satisfaction. 

"  Now  I  wonder  what  aU  this  toe  is  stuffed  with," 
said  she, — "raisins  and  almonds,  I  declare!  and 
yours  the  same,  is  it  not  ?  WeU,  do  not  you  think 
we  have  got  enough  sweet  things  ?  Is  not  this  a 
pretty  good  Christmas  ?" 

"  What  are  you  about,  you  monkeys  ?"  cried  the 
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voice  of  aunt  Sophia,  from  the  dressiiig-rooin  door, 
"  Alice,  Alice !  do  look  at  them.  Come,  straight  back 
to  bed,  both  of  you.  Crazy  pates !  It  is  lucky  it  is 
Christmas  day — if  it  was  any  other  in  the  year  we 
should  have  you  both  ill  in  bed ;  as  it  is,  I  suppose 
you  will  go  scot  free." 

Laughing,  and  rosy  with  pleasure,  they  came 
back,  and  got  into  bed  together ;  and  for  an  hour 
afterwards,  the  two  kept  up  a  most  animated  con- 
versation, intermixed  with  long  chuckles  and  bursts 
of  merriment,  and  whispered  communications  of  im- 
mense importance.  The  arrangement  of  the  painted 
needlebook  was  entirely  decided  upon  in  this  con- 
sultation ;  also  two  or  three  other  matters ;  and  the 
two  children  seemed  to  have  already  lived  a  day  since 
daybreak,  by  the  time  they  came  down  to  breakfast. 

After  breakfast,  Ellen  applied  secretly  to  Alice, 
to  know  if  she  could  write  very  beautifully ;  she  ex- 
ceedingly wanted  something  done. 

"  I  should  not  like  to  venture,  Ellie,  if  it  must  be 
80  superfine  ;  but  John  can  do  it  for  you." 

"  Can  he  ?     Do  you  think  he  would  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  he  will,  if  you  ask  him." 

"  But,  I  do  not  like  to  ask  him,"  said  Ellen,  cast- 
ing a  doubtful  glance  at  the  window. 

"Nonsense!  he  is  only  reading  the  newspaper. 
Tou  will  not  disturb  him." 

"  Well,  you  will  not  say  anything  about  it  ?" 

"  Certainly  not." 

EUen  accordingly  went  near,  and  said  gently, 
"  Mr.  Humphreys," — ^but  he  did  not  seem  to  hear 
her.     "  Mr.  Humphreys ! " — a  little  louder. 

"He  has  not  arrived  yet,"  said  John,  looking 
round  gravely. 

He  spoke  so  gravely,  that  EUen  could  not  tell, 
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whether  he  was  joking,  or  serious.  Her  face  of  ex- 
treme perplexity  was  too  much  for  his  command  of 
countenance.  "  To  whom  do  you  want  to  speak  ?'* 
said  he,  smiling. 

"  I  wfoited  to  speak  to  you,  sir,"  said  EUen,  "  if 
you  are  not  too  busy." 

"  Mr,  Humphreys  is  always  busy,"  said  he,  shak- 
ing his  head ;  "  but  Mr.  John  can  attend  to  you,  at 
any  time,  and  John  will  do  for  you  whatever  you 
please  to  ask  him." 

"  Then,  Mr.  John,"  said  Ellen,  laughing,  "  if  you 
please,  I  wanted  to  ask  you  to  do  something  for  me, 
— ^very  much,  indeed,  if  you  are  not  too  busy ; 
Alice  said  I  should  not  disturb  you." 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  have  been  long  enough  over  this 
stupid  newspaper.     What  is  it  ?" 

"  1  want  you,  if  you  will  be  so  good,"  said  EUen, 
**  to  write  a  little  bit  for  me  on  something,  very 
beautifiilly." 

"*Very  beautifully  1*  WeU — come  to  the  li- 
brary; we  will  see." 

"  feut  it  is  a  great  secret,"  said  EUen ;  "  you  wiU 
not  teU  anybody  ?" 

"  Tortures  shall  not  draw  it  from  me — ^when  I 
know  what  it  is,"  said  he,  with  one  of  his  comical 
looks. 

In  high  glee,  EUen  ran  for  the  pieces  of  Bristol 
board  which  were  to  form  the  backs  of  the  needle- 
book,  and  brought  them  to  the  library ;  and  ex- 
plained how  room  was  to  be  left  in  the  middle  of 
each  for  a  painting — a  rose  on  one,  a  butterfly  on 
the  other ;  ttie  writing  to  be  as  elegant  as  possible, 
above,  beneath,  and  round  about,  as  the  fancy  of 
the  writer  should  choose. 

"  WeU,  what  is  to  be  inscribed  on  this  most  ori- 
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ginal  of  needlebooks  ?"  said  John,  as  he  carefully 
mended  his  pen. 

"Stop!"— said  EUen,— "I  will  teU  you  in  a 
minute, — on  this  one,  the  front,  you  know,  is  to  go, 
*To  my  dear  mother,  many  happy  New  Tears  ;* — 
and  on  this  side,  *  From  her  dear  little  daughter, 
Ellen  Chauncey.'  Tou  know,"  she  added,  "Mrs. 
Chauncey  is  not  to  know  anything  about  it  till 
New  Tear's  Day  ;  nor  anybody  else." 

"  Trust  me,"  said  Jolm.  "  If  I  am  asked  any 
questions,  they  shall  find  me  as  obscure  as  an  ora- 
cle." 

"  What  is  an  oracle,  sir  ?" 

"  "Why,"  said  John,  smiling,  "  this  pen  will  not 
do  yet — the  old  heathens  believed  there  were  cer- 
tain spots  of  earth,  to  which  some  of  their  gods  had 
more  favour  than  to  others,  and  where  they  would 
permit  mortals  to  come  nearer  to  them,  and  would 
even  deign  to  answer  their  questions." 

"  And  did  they  ?"  said  EUen. 

"Did  they  what?" 

"  Did  they  answer  their  questions  ?" 

"  Did  who  answer  their  questions  ?" 

"The— oh!  to  be  sure,"  said  EUen,— " there 
were  no  such  gods.  But  what  made  people  think 
they  answered  them  ?  and  how  could  they  ask  ques- 
tions?" 

"  I  suppose  it  was  a  contrivance  of  the  priests  to 
increase  their  power  and  wealth.  There  was  al- 
ways a  temple  buUt  near,  with  priests  and  priest- 
esses ;  the  questions  were  put  through  them ;  and 
thev  would  not  ask  them  except  on  great  occasions, 
or  tor  people  of  consequence  who  could  pay  them 
well  by  making  splendid  gifts  to  the  god." 

"But  I   should  think  the   people  would  have 
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thought  the  priest  or  priestess  had  made  up  the 
answers  themselves." 

"  Perhaps  they  did,  sometimes.  But  people  had 
not  the  Bible  then,  and  did  not  know  as  much  as 
we  know.  It  was  not  unnatural  to  think  the  gods 
would  care  a  little  for  the  poor  people  that  lived 
on  the  earth.  Besides,  there  was  a  good  deal  of 
management  and  trickery  about  the  answers  of  the 
oracle  that  helped  to  deceive." 

"How  was  it  ?"  said  Ellen ;— "  how  could  they 
manage  ?  and  what  was  the  oracle  ?*' 

"  The  oracle  was  either  the  answer  itself,  or  the 
god  who  was  supposed  to  give  it,  or  the  place  where 
it  was  given;  and  there  were  different  ways  of 
managing.  At  one  place,  the  priest  hid  himself  in 
the  hollow  body  or  among  the  branches  of  an  oak 
tree,  and  people  thought  the  tree  spoke  to  them. 
Sometimes  the  oracle  was  delivered  by  a  woman 
who  pretended  to  be  put  into  a  kind  of  fit— tearing 
her  hair  and  beating  her  breast." 

"  But  suppose  the  oracle  made  a  mistake  ? — what 
would  the  people  think  then  ?" 

"The  answers  were  generally  contrived  so  that 
they  would  seem  to  come  true  in  any  event." 

"  I  do  not  see  how  they  could  do  that,"  said 
Ellen. 

"  Very  well — just  imagine  that  I  am  an  oracle, 
aad  come  to  me  with  some  question ;— I  wiU  answer 
you." 

"  But  you  cannot  tell  what  is  going  to  happen  ?" 

"  No  matter — you  ask  me  truly,  and  I  will  answer 
you  oracularly." 

"That  means,  like  an  oracle,  I  suppose?"  said 
Ellen.  "Well — Mr.  John,  will  Ahce  be  pleased 
with  what  I  am  going  to  give  her  New  Year  ?" 
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"  SHe  will  be  pleased  with  what  she  will  receive 
on  that  day." 

"  Ah,  but,"  said  Ellen,  laughing,  "  that  is  not 
fair ;  you  have  not  answered  me ;  perhaps  some- 
body else  will  give  her  something,  and  then  she 
might  be  pleased  with  that  and  not  with  mine." 

"  Exactly,  but  the  oracle  never  means  to  be  un- 
derstood." 

"  Well,  I  wiU  not  come  to  you,"  said  EUen.  "  I 
do  not  like  such  answers.  Now  for  the  needle- 
book." 

Breathlessly  she  looked  on  while  the  skilfiil  pen 
did  its  work ;  and  her  exclamations  of  delight  and 
admiration  when  the  first  cover  was  handed  to  her 
were  not  loud  but  deep. 

"  It  will  do,  then,  will  it  ?  Now,  let  us  see — 
*Erom  her  dear  little  daughter,' — ^there — now 
'  Ellen  Chauncey,'  I  suppose,  must  be  in  hierogly- 
phics." 

"In  what?"  said  Ellen. 

"  I  mean,  written  in  some  difficidt  character." 

"Yes,"  said  Ellen.  "But  whatwas  that  you  said?" 

"  Hieroglyphics  ?" 

EUen  added  no  more,  though  she  was  not  satis- 
fied.    He  looked  up  and  snuled. 

"  Do  you  want  to  know  what  that  means  ?" 

"Yes,  if  you  please,"  said  EUen. 

The  pen  was  laid  down  whUe  he  explained  to  a 
most  eager  little  listener.  Even  the  great  business 
of  the  moment  was  forgotten.  Prom  hieroglyphics 
they  went  to  the  pyramids ;  and  EUen  had  got  to 
the  top  of  one,  and  was  enjoying  the  prospect,  (in 
imagination)  when  she  suddenly  came  down  to  teU 
John  of  her  stuffed  stocking  and  its  contents.  The 
pen  went  on  again,  and  came  to  the  end  of  the 
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writing  by  the  time  Ellen  had  got  to  the  toe  of  the 
stocking. 

"  Was  it  not  very  strange  they  should  give  me  so 
many  things  ?"  said  she ; — "people  that  do  not  know 
me?" 

"  Why  no,"  said  John,  smiling, — "  I  cannot  sav 
I  think  it  was  very  strange.  Is  this  aU  the  busi- 
ness you  had  for  my  hands  ?" 

"  This  is  all ;  ana  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you, 
Mr.  John." 

Her  grateM  affectionate  eye  said  much  more, 
and  he  felt  well  paid. 

Gilbert  was  next  applied  to,  to  paint  the  rose  and 
the  butterfly,  which,  finding  so  elegant  a  beginning 
made  in  the  work,  he  was  very  ready  to  do.  The 
girls  were  then  free  to  set  about  the  embroidery  of 
the  leaves,  which  was  by  no  means  the  business  of 
an  hour. 

A  very  happy  Christmas  day  was  that.  With 
their  needles  and  thimbles,  and  rose-coloured  silk,  they 
kept  by  themselves  in  a  comer,  or  in  the  library, 
out  of  the  way ;  and  sweetening  their  talk  with  a 
sugar  plum  now  and  then,  neither  tongues  nor 
needles  knew  any  flagging.  It  was  wonderful 
that  they  found  so  much  to  say,  but  there  was 
no  lack.  EUen  Chauncey  especially  was  inexhaust- 
ible. Several  times  too  that  day  the  Cologne  bottle 
was  handled,  the  gloves  looked  at  and  fondled,  the 
ball  tried,  and  the  new  scissors  extolled  as  "just 
the  thing  for  the  work."  EUen  attempted  to  let 
her  companion  into  the  mystery  of  oracles  and  hie- 
roglyphics, but  was  fain  to  give  it  up ;  little  EUen 
showed  a  decided  preference  for  American,  not  to 
say  Ventnor,  subjects,  where  she  felt  more  at  home. 

Then  came  Mr.  Humphreys ;  and  EUen  was  glad, 
both  for  her  own  sake,  and  because  she  loved  to  see 
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Alice  pleased.  Then  came  the  great  meny  Christ- 
mas dinner,  when  the  girls  had  not  talked  them- 
selves out,  but  tired  themselves  with  working.  Young 
and  old  dined  together  to-day,  and  the  children  not 
set  by  themselves,  but  scattered  among  the  grown- 
up people ;  and  as  EUen  was  nicely  placed  between 
Alice  and  little  Ellen  Chauncey,  she  enjoyed  it  all 
very  much.  The  large  long  table  surrounded  with 
happy  faces;  tones  of  cheerfulness,  and  looks  of 
kindness,  and  lively  talk;  the  superb  display  of 

Elate,  and  glass,  and  china ;  the  stately  dinner ;  and 
ist,  but  not  least,  the  plum-pudding.  There  was 
sparkling  wine  too,  and  great  drinking  of  healths ; 
but  Ellen  noticed  that  Alice  and  her  brother  smil- 
ingly drank  all  theirs  in  water ;  so  when  old  Mr. 
Marshman  called  to  her  to  "  hold  out  her  glass," 
she  held  it  out  to  be  sure  and  let  him  fill  it,  but  she 
lifted  her  tumbler  of  water  to  her  lips  instead,  after 
making  him  a  very  low  bow.  Mr.  Marshman 
laughed  at  her  a  great  deal,  and  asked  her  if  she 
was  "  a  proselyte  to  the  new  notions  ;*'  and  EUen 
laughed  with  him,  without  having  the  least  idea 
what  he  meant,  and  was  extremely  happy.  It  was 
very  pleasant  too  when  they  went  into  the  drawing- 
room  to  take  coffee.  The  young  ones  were  permit- 
ted to  have  coffee  to-night  as  a  great  favour.  Old 
Mrs.  Marshman  had  the  two  little  ones  on  either 
side  of  her,  and  was  so  kind,  and  held  Ellen's  hand 
in  her  own,  and  talked  to  her  about  her  mother,  till 
EUen  loved  her.  After  tea  there  was  a  great 
caU  for  games,  and  young  and  old  joined  in 
them.  They  played  the  Old  Curiosity  Shop;  and 
EUen  thought  Mr.  John's  curiosities  could  not 
be  matched.  They  played  the  Old  EamUy  Coach, 
Mr.  Howard  Marshman  being  the  manager,  and 
EUen  laughed  tiU  she  was  tired ;  she  was  the  coach 
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door,  and  He  kept  her  opening  and  sliutting,  and 
swinging  and  breaking,  it  seemed  aJl  the  wMe, 
thongli  most  of  the  rest  were  worked  just  as  hard. 
When  they  were  well  tired,  they  sat  down  to  rest 
and  hear  music,  and  Ellen  enjoyed  that  exceedingly. 
Alice  sang,  and  Mrs.  Gillespie,  and  Miss  Sophia, 
and  another  lady,  and  Mr.  Howard ;  sometunes 
alone,  sometimes  three  or  four,  or  all  together. 

At  last  came  ten  o'clock,  and  the  young  ones 
were  sent  off ;  and  from  beginning  to  end  that  had 
been  a  Christmas  day  of  unbroken  and  unclouded 
pleasure.  Ellen's  last  act  was  to  take  another  look 
at  her  Cologne  bottle,  gloves,  pincushion,  grapes, 
-  and  paper  of  sugar-plums,  which  were  laid  side  by 
side  carefully  in  a  drawer. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

But  though  life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appears. 
Whose  glory,  with  a  light  that  never  i&des. 
Shoots  between  scattered  rocks  and  opening  shades. 

COWPER. 

Me.  Humpheeys  was  persuaded  to  stay  over  Sun- 
day at  Ventnor ;  and  it  was  also  settled  that  his 
children  should  not  leave  it  tiU  after  New  Tear. 
This  was  less  their  own  wish  than  his;  he  said 
Alice  wanted  the  change,  and  he  wished  she  looked 
a  little  fatter.  Beside,  the  earnest  pleadings  of  the 
whole  family  were  not  to  be  denied.  EUen  was 
very  glad  of  this,  though  there  was  one  drawback 
to  the  pleasures  of  Yentnor, — she  could  not  feel 
quite  at  home  v^dth  any  of  the  young  people  but 
Ellen  Chauncey  and  her  cousin,  Qeorge  VYalsh. 
This  seemed  very  strange  to  her ;  she  almost  thought 
Margaret  Dunscombe  was  at  the  bottom  of  it  aU, 
but  she  recollected  she  had  felt  something  of  this 
before  Margaret  came.  She  tried  to  think  nothing 
about  it ;  and,  in  truth,  it  was  not  able  to  prevent 
her  from  being  very  happy.  The  breach,  however, 
was  destined  to  grow  wider. 

About  four  miles  from  Ventnor  was  a  large  tovm 
called  Bandolph.  Thither  they  drove  to  church  on 
Sunday  morning,  the  whole  family  ;  but  the  hour  of 
dinner  and  the  distance  prevented  any  one  from 
going  in  the  afternoon.  The  members  of  the  family 
were  scattered  in  different  parts  of  the  house,  moat 
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in  their  own  rooms.  Ellen,  with  some  difficulty, 
made  her  escape  from  her  young  companions,  whose 
manner  of  spending  the  time  did  not  satisfy  her 
notions  of  what  was  right  on  that  day,  and  went  to 
look  in  the  library  for  her  friends.  They  were 
there,  and  alone  ;  Alice  half  reclining  on  the  sofa, 
half  in  her  brother's  arms  ;  he  was  reading  or  talk- 
ing to  her ;  there  was  a  book  in  his  hand. 

"Is  anything  the  matter?"  said  EUen,  as  she 
drew  near;  "  are  you  not  well,  dear  Alice  ? — ^Head- 
ache ?  oh,  I  am  sorry.     O  !  I  know " 

She  darted  away.  In  two  minutes  she  was  back 
agaiQ  with  a  pleased  face,  her  bunch  of  grapes  in 
one  hand,  her  bottle  of  Cologne  water  in  the  other. 

"  Will  you  not  open  that,  please,  Mr.  John,"  said 
she ; — "  I  cannot ;  I  think  it  wiU  do  her  good,  for 
Ellen  says  it  is  delicious.  Mamma  used  to  have 
Cologne  water  for  her  headaches.  And  here,  dear 
Alice,  will  you  not  eat  these  ? — do  ! — ^try  one." 

"  Has  not  that  bottle  been  opened  yet  ?"  said 
Alice,  as  she  smilingly  took  a  grape. 

"  "WTiy  no,  to  be  sure  it  has  not.  I  would  not 
open  it  till  I  wanted  it.  Eat  them  aU,  dear  AHce, — 
please  do!" 

"  But  I  think  you  have  not  eaten  one  yourself, 
EUen,  by  the  loot  of  the  bunch.  And  here  are  a 
great  many  too  many  for  me." 

"  Yes  I  have,  I  have  eaten  two  ;  I  do  not  want 
them.  I  give  them  all  to  you  and  Mr.  John.  I 
had  much  rather !" 

EUen  took  however  as  precious  payment  AHce's 
look  and  kiss  ;  and  then  with  a  delicate  conscious- 
ness that  perhaps  the  brother  and  sister  might  like 
to  be  alone,  she  left  the  Hbrary.  She  did  not  know 
where  to  go,  for  Miss  Sophia  was  lying  on  the  bed 
in  her  room,  and  she  did  not  want  any  company. 

I 
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At  last  with  her  little  Bible  she  placed  herself  on 
the  old  sofa  in  the  haU  above-stairs,  which  was  per- 
fectly well  warmed,  and  for  some  time  she  waa  left 
there  in  peace.  It  was  pleasant,  after  all  the  hub- 
bub of  the  morning,  to  have  a  little  quiet  time  that 
seemed  like  Sunday;  and  the  sweet  Bible  words 
came,  as  they  often  now  came  to  EUen,  with  a  heal- 
ing breath.  But  after  half  an  hour  or  so,  to  her 
dismay  she  heard  a  door  open  and  the  whole  gang 
of  children  come  trooping  into  the  hall  below,  where 
they  soon  made  such  a  noise  that  reading  or  think- 
ing was  out  of  the  question. 

"  What  a  bother  it  is  that  one  cannot  play  games 
on  a  Sunday!"  said  Marianne  Gillespie. 

**  One  can  play  games  on  a  Sunday,"  answered 
her  brother.  **  Where  is  the  odds  ?  It  is  all  Sun- 
day's good  for,  /  think." 

"WiUiam! — WiUiam!"  sounded  the  shocked 
voice  of  little  EUen  Chauncey, — "  you  are  a  really 
wicked  boy!" 

"  Well  now !"  said  William, — "  how  am  I  wicked  ? 
Now  say, — I  should  like  to  know.  How  is  it  any 
more  wicked  for  us  to  play  games  than  it  is  for  aunt 
Sophia  to  sleep,  or  for  uncle  Howard  to  read  novels, 
or  for  grandpa  to  talk  politics,  or  for  mother  to  talk 
about  the  fashions? — there  were  she  and  Miss 
Whaf  s-her-name  for  ever  so  long  this  morning 
doing  eveiything  but  make  a  dress.  Now  which  is 
the  worst?" 

"  0,William!— William !— for  shame!  for  shame!" 
said  EUen  again. 

"Do  hush,  EUen  Chauncey!  wiU  you?"  said 
Marianne  sharply ; — "  and  you  had  better  hush  too, 
WUliam,  if  you  mow  what  is  good  for  yourself.  I 
do  not  care  whether  it  is  right  or  wrong,  I  do  get 
dolefiiUy  tired  with  doing  nothing." 
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"  OH  SO  do  1 1"  said  Margaret  yawning.  "  I  wish 
one  could  sleep  all  Sunday.*' 

"  I  will  teU  you  what,"  said  George,  "  I  know  a 
game  we  can  play,  and  no  harm  either,  for  it  is  all 
out  of  the  Bible.'" 

"  O  do  you  ?  let  us  hear  it,  George,"  cried  the 
girls. 

"  I  do  not  believe  it  is  good  for  anythiag  if  it  is 
out  of  the  Bible,"  said  Margaret.  "  Now  stare, 
EUen  Chauncey,  do !" 

"I  am  not  staring,"  said  Ellen  indignantly, — 
"  but  I  do  not  believe  it  is  right  to  play  it,  if  it  m 
out  of  the  Bible." 

"  WeU  it  is  though,"  said  George.  "  Now  listen ; 
— ^I  will  think  of  somebody  in  the  Bible, — some 
man  or  woman,  you  know :  and  you  all  may  ask 
me  twenty  questions  about  him  to  see  if  you  can 
find  out  who  it  is." 

"  What  kind  of  questions  ?" 

"  Any  kind  of  questions — ^whatever  you  like." 

"  That  will  improve  your  knowledge  of  scripture 
history,"  said  Gilbert. 

"  To  be  sure ;  and  exercise  our  memory,"  said 
Isabel  Hawthorn. 

"  Yes,  and  then  we  are  thinking  of  goodpeople 
and  what  they  did,  all  the  time,"  said  little  Mien. 

"  Or  bad  people  and  what  they  did,"  said  William. 

"  But  I  do  not  know  enough  about  people  and 
thiags  in  the  Bible,"  said  Margaret ;  "I  could  not 
guess." 

"  O  never  mind — it  will  be  all  the  more  fun," 
said  George.  "  Come  I  let  us  begiu.  Who  will 
take  somebody?" 

"01  think  this  wiU  be  fine !"  said  Httle  Chaun- 
cey ; — "  but  EUen — ^where  is  Ellen  ? — ^we  want  her." 

"  No,  we  do  not  want  her ! — ^we  have  enough 


88  THE  WIDE,   WIDE   WOELD. 

without  her — she  wont  play !"  shouted  William,  a« 
the  little  girl  ran  up-stairs.  She  persevered  how- 
ever. Ellen  had  left  her  sofa  before  this,  and  was 
found  seated  on  the  foot  of  her  bed.  As  far  and 
as  long  as  she  could  she  withstood  her  little  friend's 
entreaties,  and  very  unwillingly  at  last  yielded  and 
went  with  her  down-stairs. 

"  Now  we  are  ready,"  said  little  Ellen  Chauncey ; 
"  I  have  told  EUen  what  the  game  is ;  who  is  going 
to  begin?" 

"  We  have  begun,"  said  WiUiam.  "  Gilbert  has 
thought  of  somebody.     Man  or  woman?" 

"  Man." 

"  Young  or  old  ?" 

"  Why — he  was  young  first  and  old  afterwards." 

"  Pshaw,  William !  what  a  ridiculous  question," 
said  his  sister.  "  Besides  you  must  not  ask  more 
than  one  at  a  time.     Eich  or  poor,  Gilbert  ?" 

"Humph! — why  I  suppose  he  was  moderately 
well  off.  I  dare  say  I  should  think  myself  a  lucky 
fellow  if  I  had  as  much." 

"  Are  you  answering  truly,  Gilbert  ?" 

"  ^von  mj  honour !" 

"  Was  he  in  a  high  or  low  station  of  life  ?"  asked 
Miss  Hawthorn. 

"  Neither  at  the  top  nor  the  bottom  of  the 
ladder — a  very  respectable  person  indeed." 

"But  we  are  not  getting  on,"  said  Margaret; 
"  according  to  you  he  was  not  anything  in  parti- 
cular ;  what  kind  of  a  person  was  he,  Gilbert  ?" 

"  A  very  good  man." 

"  Handsome  or  ugly  ?" 

"  History  does  not  say." 

"  Well,  what  does  it  say  ?"  said  George, — "  what 
did  he  do  ?" 

"  He  took  a  journey  once  upon  a  time." 
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"What  for  P" 

"  Do  you  mean  why  he  went,  or  what  was  the 
object  of  his  going  ?" 

"Why  the  one  is  the  same  as  the  other,  is 
it  not  ?'^ 

"  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  Wel^  what  was  the  object  of  his  going  ?  " 

"  He  went  after  a  wife." 

"  Samson !  Samson !  "  shouted  William  and  Isa- 
bel and  Ellen  Chauncey. 

"  No — ^it  was  not  Samson." 

"  I  cannot  think  of  anybody  else  that  went  after 
a  wife,"  said  George.  "That  king — what's  his 
name  ? — ^that  married  Esther  ?  " 

The  children  screamed.  "  He  did  not  go  after  a 
wife,  George, — ^his  wives  were  brought  to  him. 
Was  it  Jacob  ?  " 

"  No — ^he  did  not  go  after  a  wife  either,"  said  ' 
Gilbert ;  "  he  married  two  of  them,  but  he  did  not  go 
to  his  uncle's  to  find  them.  You  had  better  go  on 
with  your  questions.  You  have  had  eight  already. 
If  you  do  not  look  out  you  will  not  catch  me. 
Come!" 

"  Did  he  get  the  wife  that  he  went  after  ?  '*  asked 
EUen  Chauncey. 

"  He  was  never  married  that  I  know  of,"  said 
Gilbert. 

"  What  was  the  reason  he  failed  ?  "  said  Isabel. 

"  He  did  not  fail." 

"  Did  he  bring  home  his  wife  then  ?  you  said  he 
was  not  married." 

"  He  never  was,  that  I  knew  of;  but  he  brought 
home  a  wife  notwithstanding." 

"  But  how  funny  you  are,  Gilbert,"  said  little 
Ellen, — "  he  had  a  wife  and  he  had  not  a  wife  ; — 
what  became  of  her  ?" 

I  2 
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"  She  lived  and  flourished.     Twelve  questions ; — 
take  care." 

"  Nobody  asked  what  country  he  was  of,"  said 
Margaret,— "  what  was  he,  Gilbert  ?" 

"  He  was  a  Damascene." 

"  A  what  r 

"  Of  Damascus — of  Damascus.  Tou  know  where 
Damascus  is,  don't  you  ?" 

"  Fiddle  !"  said  Marianne, — **  I  thought  he  was 
a  Jew.     Did  he  live  before  or  after  the  flood  ?" 

"  After.     I  should  think  you  might  have  known 
that." 

"  Well,  I  can't  make  out  anything  about  him," 
said  Marianne.     "  We  shall  have  to  give  it  up." 

"  No,  no, — not  yet,"  said  William.    "  Where  did 
he  go  after  his  wife  ?" 

"  Too  close  a  question." 

"  Then  that  does  not  count.     Had  he  ever  seen 
her  before  ?" 

"Never." 

"  Was  she  willing  to  go  with  him  ?" 

"  Very  willing.     Ladies  always  are  when  they  go 
to  be  married." 

"  And  what  became  of  her  ?" 

"  She  was  married  and  lived  happily, — as  I  told 
you." 

«  But  you  said  he  was  not  married  ?" 

"  Well,  what  then  ?     I  did  not  say  she  married 
Am." 

"  Whom  did  she  marry  ?" 

"  Ah !  that  is  asking  the  whole ;  I  cannot  tell 
you.'* 

"  Had  they  far  to  go  ?"  asked  Isabel. 

"  Several  days'  journey — I  do  not  know  how  far." 

"How  did  they  travel?" 

"  On  camels." 
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"  Waa  it  the  Queen  of  Sheba  ?"  said  little  EUen. 

There  was  a  roar  of  laughter  at  this  happy 
thought,  and  poor  little  Ellen  declared  she  forgot 
all  but  about  the  journey ;  she  remembered  the 
Queen  of  Sheba  had  taken  a  journey,  and  the 
camels  in  the  picture  of  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  and 
that  made  her  think  of  her. 

The  children  gave  up.  Questioning  seemed 
hopeless ;  and  Gilbert  at  last  told  them  his  thought. 
It  was  Eleazar,  Abraham's  steward,  whom  he  sent 
to  fetch  a  wife  for  his  son  Isaac. 

"  Why  have  you  not  guessed,  little  mumchance  ?'* 
said  Gilbert  to  EUen  Montgomery. 

"  I  have  guessed,"  said  EQen ; — "  I  knew  who  it 
was  some 'tune  ago." 

"  Then  whv  did  you  not  say  so  ?  and  you  have 
not  asked  a  smgle  question,"  said  George. 

"  No,  you  have  not  asked  a  single  question,"  said 
Ellen  Chauncey. 

"  She  is  much  too  good  for  that,"  said  William ; 
"  she  thinks  it  is  wicked,  and  that  we  are  not  at  all 
nice  proper-behaved  boys  and  girls  to  be  playing 
on  Sunday ;  she  is  very  sorry  she  could  not  help 
being  amused." 

^'Do  you  think  it  is  wicked,  EUen?"  asked  her 
little  fiiend. 

"Do  you  think  it  is  not  right?"  said  George 
Walsh. 

EUen  hesitated ;  she  saw  they  were  aU  waiting  to 
hear  what  she  would  say.  She  coloured,  and  looked 
down  at  her  Uttle  Bible,  which  was  stiU  in  her  hand. 
It  encouraged  her. 

"  I  do  not  want  to  say  anything  rude,"  she  began ; 
— "  I  do  not  think  it  is  quite  right  to  play  such 
plays,  or  any  plays." 
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She  was  attacked  with  impatient  cries  of  "  Why 
not?     Why  not?" 

"  Because,"  said  Ellen,  trembling  with  the  effort 
she  made, — "  I  think  Sunday  was  meant  to  be  spent 
in  growing  better  and  leamine;  good  things ;  and  I 
do  not  think  such  plays  would  help  one  at  aU  to  do 
that ;  and  I  have  a  kind  of  feeling  that  I  ought  not 
to  do  it." 

"  Well,  I  hope  you  wiU  act  according  to  your 
feelings  then,"  said  William;  "I  am  sure  nobody 
has  any  objection.  You  had  better  go  somewhere 
else  though,'  for  we  are  going  on ;  we  have  been 
learning  to  be  good  long  enough  for  one  day. 
Come !  I  have  thought  of  somebody." 

EUen  could  not  help  feeHng  hurt  and  sorry  at 
the  half  sneer  she  saw  in  the  look  and  manner  of 
the  others  as  well  as  in  William's  words.  She 
wished  for  nothing  better  than  to  go  away,  but  as 
she  did  so  her  bosom  swelled,  aud  the  tears  started, 
and  her  breath  came  quicker.  She  found  Alice 
lying  down  and  asleep.  Miss  Sophia  beside  her ;  so 
she  stole  out  again  and  went  down  to  the  library. 
Finding  nobody,  she  took  possession  of  the  som, 
and  tried  to  read  agaiu ;  reading  somehow  did  not 
go  on  well,  and  she  fell  to  musing  on  what  had  just 
passed.  She  thought  of  the  unkindness  of  the 
children ;  how  sure  she  was  it  was  wrong  to  spend 
any  part  of  Sunday  in  such  games ;  what  Alice 
would  think  of  it,  and  John,  and  her  mother :  and 
how  the  Sundays  long  ago  used  to  be  spent,  when 
that  dear  mother  was  with  her ;  and  then  she  won- 
dered how  ihe  was  passing  this  very  one, — ^while 
Ellen  was  sitting  here  in  the  library  alone,  what 
she  was  doing  in  that  far-away  land;  and  she 
thought  if  there  only  were  such  things  as  oracles 
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that  could  tell  truly,  how  much  she  should  like  to 
ask  about  her. 

"EUen!"  said  the  voice  of  John  from  the 
window. 

She  started  up  ;  she  had  thought  she  was  alone  ; 
but  there  he  was  lying  in  the  window-seat. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?" 

"Nothing,"  said  EUen. 

"  Come  here.  What  are  you  thinking  about  ?  I 
did  not  know  you  were  there  till  I  heard  two  or 
three  very  long  sighs.  What  is  the  matter  with 
my  little  sister  ?" 

He  took  her  hand  and  drew  her  fondly  up  to  him. 
"  What  were  you  thinking  about  ?" 

"  I  was  thinking  about  different  things, — nothing 
is  the  matter,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Then  what  are  those  tears  in  your  eyes  for  ?'' 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  she,  laughing, — "there 
were  not  any  till  I  came  here.  I  was  thinking  just 
now  about  mamma." 

He  said  no  more,  stiU,  however,  keeping  her  be- 
side him. 

"I  should  think,"  said  Ellen  presently,  after  a 
few  minutes'  musing  look  out  of  the  window, — "  it 
would  be  very  pleasant  if  there  were  such  things  as 
oracles — do  not  you,  Mr.  John  ?" 

**  No." 

"But  would  vou  not  like  to  know  something 
about  what  is  gomg  to  happen  ?" 

"  I  do  know  a  great  deal  about  it." 

"About  what  is  going  to  happen  ?" 

He  smiled. 

**  Yes — a  great  deal,  Ellie, — enough  to  give  me 
work  for  all  the  rest  of  my  life." 

"  O,  you  mean  from  the  Bible ! — I  was  thinking 
of  other  things." 
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"  It  is  best  not  to  know  the  other  things,  EUie  ;^ 
— I  am  very  glad  to  know  those  the  Bible  teaches 
us." 

"  But  it  does  not  tell  us  much,  does  it  ?  What 
does  it  tell  us?" 

"  Go  to  the  window  and  tell  me  what  you  see." 

"  I  do  not  see  anything  in  particular,"  said  Ellen, 
after  taking  a  grave  look-out. 

"  "Well,  what  in  general  ?" 

"  Why,  there  is  the  lawn  covered  with  snow,  and 
the  trees  and  bushes;  and  the  sun  is  shining  on 
everything  just  as  it  did  the  day  we  came;  and 
there  is  the  long  shadow  of  that  hemlock  across  the 
snow,  and  the  blue  sky." 

"  Now  look  out  again,  Ellie,  and  listen.  I  know 
that  a  day  is  to  come  when  those  heavens  shall  be 
wrapped  together  as  a  scroll — ^they  shall  vanish 
away  like  smoke,  and  the  earth  shsQl  wax  old  like 
a  garment ; — and  it  and  aU  the  works  that  are 
therein  shall  be  burned  up." 

As  he  spoke,  Ellen's  fancy  tried  to  follow, — to 
picture  the  ruin  and  desolation  of  all  that  stood  so 
fair  and  seemed  to  stand  so  firm  before  her ; — ^but 
the  sun  shone  on,  the  branches  waved  gently  in  the 
wind,  the  shadows  lay  still  on  the  snow,  and  the 
blue  heaven  was  fair  and  cloudless.  Fancy  was 
baffled.     She  turned  from  the  window. 

"  Do  you  believe  it  ?"  said  John. 

«  Yes,"  said  EUen ;— "  I  know  it ;  but  I  think  it 
is  very  disagreeable  to  think  about  it." 

"  It  would  be,  Ellie,"  said  he,  bringing  her  agaiQ 
to  his  side, — "very  disagreeable — very  miserable 
indeed,  if  we  knew  no  more  than  that.  But  we 
know  more — ^read  here." 

Ellen  took  his  little  Bible  and  read  at  the  open 
place. 
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"  *  Bebold,  I  create  new  heavens  and  a  new  earth, 
and  the  former  shall  not  be  remembered,  neither 
come  into  mind.'  " 

"Why  will  they  not  be  remembered?"  said 
Ellen ; — "  shall  we  forget  all  aboiit  them  ?" 

"No,  I  do  not  think  that  is  meant.  The  new 
heavens  and  the  new  earth  will  be  so  much  more 
lovely  and  pleasant,  that  we  shaU.  not  want  to  think 
of  these." 

Ellen's  eye  sought  the  window  again. 

"  You  are  thinking  that  is  hardly  possible  ?"  said 
John,  with  a  smHe. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  possible,'*  said  Ellen, — "but — " 

"  But  lovely  as  this  world  is,  Ellie,  man  has  filled 
it  with  sin,  and  sin  has  everywhere  brought  its 
punishment,  and  under  the  weight  of  both  the 
earth  groans.  There  will  be  no  sm  there  ;  sorrow 
and  sighing  shall  flee  away ;  love  to  each  other  and 
love  to  their  blessed  King  will  fill  aU  hearts,  and 
His  presence  will  be  with  them.  Do  you  not  see 
that  even  if  that  world  shall  be  in  itself  no  better 
than  this,  it  will  yet  be  far,  fisir  more  lovely  than 
this  can  ever  be  with  the  shadow  of  sin  upon  it  ?" 

"  O  yes  !"  said  Ellen.  "  I  know  whenever  I  feel 
wrong  in  any  way,  nothing  seems  pretty  or  pleasant 
to  me,  or  not  half  so  much." 

"  Very  well,"  said  John, — "  I  see  you  understand 
me.  1  like  to  think  of  that  land,  EUen, — ^very 
much." 

"Mr.  John,"  said  Ellen; — "do  not  you  think 
people  will  know  each  other  again  ?  " 

"  Those  that  love  each  other  here  ? — I  have  no 
doubt  of  it." 

Before  either  John  or  EUen  had  broken  the  long 
musing  fit  that  followed  these  words,  they  were 
joined  by  Alice.     Her  head  was  better ;  and  taking 
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her  place  in  the  window-seat,  the  talk  began  again, 
between  the  brother  and  sister  now;  Ellen  too 
happy  to  sit  with  them  and  listen.  They  talked  of 
that  land  again,  of  the  happy  company  preparing 
for  it ;  of  their  mother,  but  not  much  of  her ;  of  the 
glory  of  their  King,  and  the  joy  of  his  service,  even 
here  ; — till  thoughts  grew  too  strong  for  words,  and 
silence  again  stole  upon  the  group.  The  short  win- 
ter day  came  to  an  end ;  the  sunlight  faded  away  into 
moonlight.  No  shadows  lay  now  on  the  lawn ;  and 
Ellen  could  see  the  great  hemlock  all  silvered  with 
the  moonlight  which  began  to  steal  in  at  the  win- 
dow. It  was  very,  very  beautiful ; — ^yet  she  could 
think  now  without  sorrow  that  all  this  should  come 
to  an  end ;  because  of  that  new  heaven  and  new 
earth  wherein  righteousness  should  dwell. 

"  "We  have  eaten  up  all  vour  grapes,  Ellie,"  said 
Alice, — "  or  rather  /  have,  tor  John  did  not  help  me 
much.  I  think  I  never  ate  such  sweet  grapes  in 
my  life ;  John  said  the  reason  was  because  every 
one  tasted  of  you." 

"  I  am  very  glad,"  said  Ellen,  laughing. 

"  There  is  no  evil  without  some  good,"  Alice 
went  on ; — "  except  for  my  headache,  John  would 
not  have  held  my  head  as  he  did ;  and  you  could 
not  have  given  me  the  pleasure  you  did,  Ellie.  O 
Jack ! — ^there  has  been  many  a  day  lately  when  I 
would  gladly  have  had  a  headache  for  the  power  of 
laying  my  head  on  your  shoulder !" 

"  And  if  mamma  had  not  gone  away,  I  should 
never  have  known  you,"  said  EUen.  "  I  wish  she 
never  had  gone,  but  I  am  very,  very  glad  for  this  !" 

She  had  kneeled  upon  the  window-seat,  and 
clasped  Alice  round  the  neck,  just  as  they  were 
called  to  tea.  The  conversation  had  banished  every 
disagreeable  feeling  from  Ellen's  mind.     She  met 
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her  companions  in  the  drawing-room  almost  forget- 
ting that  she  had  any  cause  of  complaint  against 
them.  And  this  appeared  when  in  the  course  of 
the  evening  it  came  in  her  way  to  perform  some  lit- 
tle office  of  politeness  for  Marianne.  It  was  done 
with  a  gracefulness  that  could  only  come  from  a 
spirit  entirely  free  from  ungraceful  feelings.  The 
children  felt  it,  and  for  the  time  were  shamed  into 
better  behaviour.  The  evening  passed  pleasantly, 
and  Ellen  went  to  bed  very  happy. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 


"  The  ancient  heroes  were  illustrious, 
For  being  benign,  and  not  blustrous." 

HrDIBBAS. 

The  next  day  it  happened  that  the  young  people 
were  amusing  themselves  with  talking  in  a  room 
where  John  Humphreys,  walking  up  and  down,  was 
amusing  himself  with  thinking,  in  the  course  of 
his  walk  he  began  to  find  their  amusement  rather 
disturbing  to  his.  The  children  were  aU  grouped 
closely  round  Margaret  Dunscombe,  who  was  enter- 
taining them  with  a  long  and  very  detailed  account 
of  a  wedding  and  great  party  at  Eandolph,  which 
she  had  had  the  happiness  of  attending.  Eagerly 
fighting  her  battles  over  again,  and  pleased  with  the 
rapt  attention  of  her  hearers,  the  speaker  forgot 
herself,  and  raised  her  voice  much  more  than  she 
meant  to  do.  As  every  turn  of  his  walk  brought 
John  near,  there  came  to  his  ears  sufficient  bits  and 
scraps  of  Margaret's  story  to  give  him  a  very  fair 
sample  of  the  whole ;  and  he  was  sorry  to  see  Ellen 
among  the  rest,  and,  as  the  rest,  hanging  upon  her 
lips  and  drinking  in  what  seemed  to  him  to  be  very- 
poor  nonsense.  "  Her  gown  was  all  blue  satin, 
trimmed  here, — and  so, — you  know,  with  the  most 
exquisite  lace,  as  deep  as  that, — and  on  the  shoulders 
and  here — ^you  know,  it  was  looped  up  with  the 
most  lovely  bunches  of" — here  John  lost  the  sense. 
"When  he  came  near  again  she  was  on  a  different 


THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WOBLD.        .  99 

topic — "  *  Miss  Simmons,'  said  I,  '  what  did  you  do 
that  for  ?  *  *  Why,'  says  she,  *  how  could  I  help  it  ? 
I  saw  Mr.  Pyne  coming,  and  I  thought  I  would  get 

behind  you,   and  so .*  "     The  next  time  the 

speaker  was  saying  with  great  animation,  "  And  lo, 
and  behold,  when  I  was  in  the  midst  of  all  my  plea- 
sure, up  comes  a  little  gentleman  of  about  his  di- 
mensions  ."     He  had  not  taken  many  turns 

when  he  saw  that  Margaret's  nonsense  was  branch- 
ing out  right  and  leffc  into  worse  than  nonsense. 

"  Ellen  I  "  said  he  suddenly, — "  I  want  you  in  the 
library." 

"  My  conscience  ! "  said  Margaret,  as  he  left  the 
room, — "  King  John  the  Second,  and  no  less." 

"  Do  not  go  on  till  I  come  back,"  said  Ellen  ;  "  I 
shall  not  be  three  minutes  ;  just  wait  for  me." 

She  found  John  seated  at  one  of  the  tables  in  the 
library,  sharpening  a  pencil. 

"  Ellen,"  said  he,  in  his  usual  manner, — "  I  want 
you  to  do  something  for  me." 

She  waited  eagerly  to  hear  what,  but  instead  of 
telling  her  he  took  a  piece  of  drawing  paper  and 
began  to  sketch  something.  Ellen  stood  by,  won- 
dering and  impatient  to  the  last  degree ;  not  caring, 
however,  to  show  her  impatience,  though  her  very 
feet  were  twitching  to  run  back  to  her  companions. 

"  EUen,"  said  John,  as  he  finished  the  old  stump 
of  a  tree,  with  one  branch  left  on  it,  and  a  little  bit 
of  ground  at  the  bottom,  "  did  you  ever  try  youp 
hand  at  drawing  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  EUen. 

"  Then  sit  down  here,"  said  he,  rising  firom  his 
chair,  "  and  let  me  see  what  you  can  make  of  that." 

"  But  I  do  not  know  how,"  said  Ellen. 

"  I  will  teach  you.    There  is  a  piece  of  paper,  and 
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this  pencil  is  sharp  enough.  Is  that  chair  too  low 
for  you  ?  " 

He  placed  another,  and  with  extreme  unwiUing- 
ness,  and  some  displeasure,  Ellen  sat  down.  It  was 
on  her  tongue  to  ask  if  another  time  would  not  do, 
but  somehow  she  could  not  get  the  words  out. 
John  showed  her  how  to  hold  her  pencil,  how  to 
place  her  paper,  where  to  begin,  and  how  to  go  on ; 
and  then  went  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  and 
took  up  his  walk  again.  Ellen  at  first  felt  more  in- 
clined to  drive  her  pencil  through  the  paper  than  to 
make  quiet  marks  upon  it.  However,  necessity  was 
upon  her.  She  began  her  work  ;  and  once  fairly 
begun,  it  grew  delightfully  interesting.  Her  vexa- 
tion went  off  entirely ;  she  forgot  Margaret  and  her 
story ;  the  wrinkles  on  the  old  trunk  smoothed  those 
on  her  brow,  and  those  troublesome  leaves  at  the 
branch  end  brushed  away  all  thoughts  of  every- 
thing else.  Her  cheeks  were  burrdng  with  in- 
tense interest,  when  the  library  door  burst  open, 
and  the  whole  troop  of  children  rushed  in;  they 
wanted  Ellen  for  a  round  game,  in  which  all  their 
number  were  needed  ;  she  must  come  directly. 

"  I  cannot  come  just  yet,"  said  she ; "  I  must  finish 
this  first." 

"  Afterwards  will  do  just  as  well,"  said  George  ; 
— "  come,  EUen,  do ! — you  can  finish  it  afterwards." 

"No,  I  cannot,"  said  EUen,—"  I  cannot  leave  it 
till  it  is  done.  Why  I  thought  Mr.  John  was  here  ! 
I  did  not  see  him  go  out.  I  wiU  come  in  a  little 
while." 

"  Did  he  set  you  about  that  precious  piece  of  bu- 
siness ?  "  said  William. 

"  Yes." 

"I  declare,"  said  Margaret, —" he  is  more  fit 
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to  be  the  Grand  Turk  than  any  one  else  I  know 
of." 

"  I  do  not  know  who  the  Grand  Turk  is,"  said 
Ellen. 

"  I  will  teU  you,"  said  William,  putting  his  mouth 
dose  to  her  ear,  and  speaking  in  a  disagreeable  loud 
whisper, — "  it  is  the  biggest  gobbler  in  the  yard." 

"  Are  you  not  ashamed,  William !"  cried  Uttle 
ElLen  Chauncey. 

"That  is  it  exactly,"  said  Margaret, — "always 
strutting  about." 

"  He  IS  not  a  bit,"  said  EUen,  very  angry ;  "  I 
have  seen  people  a  great  deal  more  like  gobblers 
than  he  is. 

"  Well,"  said  William,  reddening  in  his  turn,  "  I 
had  rather  at  any  rate  be  a  good  turkey  gobbler 
than  one  of  those  outlandish  birds  that  have  an  ap- 
petite for  stones,  and  glass,  and  bits  of  morocco, 
and  such  things.  Come,  let  us  leave  her  to  do  the 
Ghrand  Turk's  bidding.  Come,  EUen  Chaimcey — 
you  must  not  stay  to  interrupt  her — we  want 
you!" 

They  left  her  alone.  Ellen  had  coloured,  but  Wil- 
liam's words  did  not  hit  very  sore ;  since  John's  con- 
versation with  her  about  the  matter  referred  to,  she 
had  thought  of  it  humbly  and  wisely ;  it  is  only  pride 
that  makes  such  fault-finding  very  hard  to  bear. 
She  was  very  sorry,  however,  that  they  had  fallen 
out  again,  and  that  her  own  passion,  as  she  feared, 
had  been  the  cause.  A  few  tears  had  to  be  wiped 
away  before  she  could  see  exactly  how  the  old  tree 
stood, — then,  taking  up  her  pencil,  she  soon  forgot 
everything  in  her  work.  It  was  finished,  and  with 
her  head  now  on  one  side,  now  on  the  other,  she 
was  looking  at  her  picture  with  very  great  satisfac- 

K  2 
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tion,  when  her  eye  caught  the  figure  of  John  stand- 
ing before  her. 

"  Is  it  done  ?  "  said  he. 

"It  is  done/'  said  Ellen,  smiling,  as  she  rose  up 
to  let  him  come.     He  sat  down  to  look  at  it. 

"It  is  very  well,**  he  said — "better  than  I  ex- 
pected,— it  is  very  well  indeed.  Is  this  youi  first 
trial,  EUen?" 

"  Yes— the  first." 

"  You  found  it  pleasant  work  ?  " 

"  O,  very !  —very  pleasant.     I  like  it  dearly." 

"  Then  I  wiU  teach  you.  This  shows  you  have  a 
taste  for  it,  and  that  is  precisely  what  I  wanted  to 
find  out.  I  will  give  you  an  easier  copy  next  time. 
I  rather  expected,  wnen  you  sat  down,"  said  he, 
smiling  a  little,  "  that  the  old  tree  would  grow  a 
good  deal  more  crooked  under  your  hands  than  I 
meant  it  to  be." 

EUen  blushed  exceediagly.  "  I  do  believe,  Mr. 
John,"  said  she,  stammering,  "that  you  know  every- 
thing I  am  thinking  about." 

"  I  might  do  that,  Ellen,  without  being  as  wise  as 
an  oracle.  But  I  do  not  expect  to  make  any  very 
painful  discoveries  in  that  line." 

Ellen  thought,  if  he  did  not,  it  would  not  be  her 
fault.  She  truly  repented  her  momentary  anger 
and  hasty  speech  to  WiUiam.  Not  that  he  did  not 
deserve  it,  or  that  it  was  not  true ;  but  it  was  un- 
wise, and  had  done  mischief,  and  "  it  was  not  like 
peacemakiag,  or  meek  at  all,"  EUen  said  to  herself. 
She  had  been  reading  that  morning  the  fifth  chap- 
ter of  Matthew,  and  it  ran  ia  her  head,  "  Blessed 
are  the  meek," — "  Blessed  are  the  peace-makers ; 
for  they  shall  be  called  the  children  of  God."  She 
strove  to  get  back  a  pleasant  feeliag  toward  her 
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young  companions,  and  prayed  that  she  might  not 
be  angry  at  anything  they  might  say.  She  was 
tried  again  at  tea-time. 

Miss  Sophia  had  quitted  the  table,  bidding 
"William  hand  the  dough-nuts  to  those  who  could 
not  reach  them.  Marianne  took  a  great  while  to 
make  her  choice.     Her  brother  grew  impatient. 

"Well,  I  hope  you  have  suited  yourself,"  said 
he.  **  Come,  Miss  Montgomery,  do  not  you  be  as 
long  ;  my  arm  is  tired.  Shut  your  eyes,  and  then 
you  will  be  sure  to  get  the  biggest  one  in  the 
Dasket." 

"  'No,  Ellen,"  said  John,  who  none  of  the  chil- 
dren thought  was  near, — "  it  would  be  ungenerous 
— I  would  not  deprive  Master  William  of  his  best 
arguments." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  my  arguments?"  said 
William,  sharply. 

"  Generally,  those  which  are  the  most  difficult  to 
take  in,"  answered  his  tormenter  with  perfect 
gravity. 

Ellen  tried  to  keep  from  smiling,  but  could  not ; 
and  others  of  the  party  did  not  try.  William  and 
his  sister  were  enraged,  the  more  because  John  had 
said  nothiug  they  could  take  hold  of,  or  even  re- 
peat.    Gilbert  made  common  cause  with  them. 

"  I  wish  I  was  grown  up  for  once,"  said  William. 

"Will  you  fight  me,  sir?"  asked  Gilbert,  who 
was  a  matter  of  three  years  older,  and  well  grown 
enough. 

His  question  received  no  answer,  and  was  re- 
peated. 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Why  not,  sir  ?  " 

"I  am  afraid  you  would  lay  me   up  with  a 
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Bprained  ankle,"  said  John,  "  and  I  should  not  get 
back  to  Doncaster  as  quickly  as  I  must." 

"  It  is  very  mean  of  him,"  said  Gilbert,  as  John 
walked  away, — "  I  could  whip  him,  I  know." 

"  Who  is  that  ?  "  said  Mr.  Howard  Marshman. 

"  John  Himiphreys." 

"  John  Humphreys !  Tou  had  better  not  meddle 
with  him,  my  dear  fellow.  It  would  be  no  particu- 
lar proof  of  wisdom." 

"  wTiy,  he  is  no  such  great  affair,"  said  Gilbert ; 
"  he  is  tall  enough,  to  be  sure,  but  I  do  not  believe 
he  is  heavier  than  I  am." 

"  You  do  not  know,  in  the  first  place,  how  to 
judge  of  the  size  of  a  perfectly  weU-made  man ; 
and  in  the  second  place,  /  was  not  a  match  for  him 
a  year  ago ;  so  you  may  judge. — I  do  not  know 
precisely,"  he  went  on  to  the  lady  he  was  walking 
with,  "what  it  takes  to  rouse  John  Humphreys, 
but  when  he  is  roused  he  seems  to  me  to  have 
strength  enough  for  twice  his  bone  and  muscle. 
I  have  seen  him  do  curious  things  once  or  twice !  " 

"  That  quiet  Mr.  Humphreys  r  " 

"  Humph  ! "  said  Mr.  Howard, — "  gunpowder  is 
pretty  quiet  stuff,  so  long  as  it  keeps  cool." 

The  next  day  another  matter  happened  to  dis- 
turb EUen.  Margaret  had  received  an  elegant 
pair  of  ear-rings,  as  a  Christmas  present,  and  was 
showing  them  for  the  admiration  of  her  young 
friends.     Ellen's  did  not  satisfy  her. 

"  Are  they  not  splendid  ?  "  said  she.  "  TeU  the 
truth  now,  Ellen  Montgomery,  would  not  you  give  a 
great  deal  if  somebody  would  send  you  such  a  pair?  " 

"  They  are  very  pretty,"  said  Ellen,  "  but  I  do 
not  think  I  care  much  for  such  things, — I  woidd 
rather  have  the  money." 
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"  O  you  avaricious  ! — Mr.  Marshman !  "  cried 
Margaret,  as  the  old  gentleman  was  just  then 
passing  through  the  room, — "Ellen  Montgomery 
says  she  would  rather  have  money  than  anything 
else  for  her  present." 

He  did  not  seem  to  hear  her,  and  went  out  with- 
out making  any  reply. 

"  O  Margaret,"  said  EUen,  shocked  and  dis- 
tressed,— "  how  could  you !  how  could  you !  What 
will  Mr  Marshman  think  ?  " 

Margaret  answered  that  she  did  not  care  what 
he  thought.  EBen  could  only  hope  he  had  not 
heard. 

But  a  day  or  two  after,  when  neither  EUen  nor 
her  Mends  were  present,  Mr.  Marshman  asked  who 
it  was  that  had  told  him  Ellen  Montgomery  would 
like  money  better  than  anything  else  for  her  New 
Tear's  present. 

"  It  was  I,  sir,"  said  Margaret. 

"  It  sounds  very  unlike  her  to  say  so,"  remarked 
Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"  Did  she  say  so  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Marshman. 

"  I  understood  her  so,"  said  Margaret, — "  I  un- 
derstood her  to  say  she  would  not  care  for  anything 
else." 

"  I  am  disappointed  in  her,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man ;  "  I  would  not  have  believed  it." 

"  I  do  not  believe  it,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey, 
quietly ;  "  there  has  been  some  mistake." 

It  was  hard  for  Ellen  now  to  keep  to  what  she 
thought  right.  Disagreeable  feelings  would  rise, 
when  she  remembered  the  want  of  politeness,  the 
half  sneer,  the  whole  taunt,  and  the  real  unkind- 
ness  of  several  of  the  young  party.  She  found 
herself  ready  to  he  irritated,  inclined  to  dislike 
the  sight  of  those,  even  wishing  to  visit  some  sort 
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of  pimisliineiit  upon  them.  But  Christian  prin- 
ciple had  taken  strong  hold  of  little  Ellen's  heart ; 
she  fought  her  evil  tempers  manfully.  It  was  not 
an  easy  battle  to  gain.  Ellen  found  that  resent- 
ment and  pride  had  roots  deep  enough  to  occupy 
her  a  long  time  in  pulling  up  the  shoots.  She  used, 
whenever  she  could,  by  herself,  to  read  a  verse,  if  no 
more,  of  her  Bible,  and  pray;  she  could  forgive 
William  and  Margaret  more  easily  then.  Solitude 
and  darkness  saw  many  a  prayer  and  tear  of  hers 
that  week.  As  she  struggled  thus,  to  get  rid  of 
sin,  and  to  be  more  like  what  would  please  Q-od, 
she  grew  humble  and  happy.  Never  was  such  a 
struggle  carried  on  by  faith  in  Him,  without  suc- 
cess. And  after  a  time,  though  a  twinge  of  the 
old  feeling  might  come,  it  was  very  shght;  she 
would  bid  William  and  Margaret  good  morning, 
and  join  them  in  any  enterprise  of  pleasure  or 
business,  with  a  brow  as  unclouded  as  the  sun. 
They,  however,  were  too  conscious  of  having  be- 
haved unbecomingly  towards  their  little  stranger 
guest  to  be  over  fond  of  her  company.  For  the 
most  part  she  and  EUen  Chauncey  were  left  to 
each  other. 

Meanwhile  the  famous  needlebook  was  in  a  fair 
way  to  be  finished.  Q-reat  dismay  had  at  first  been 
excited  in  the  breast  of  the  intended  giver,  by  the 
discovery  that  G-ilbert  had  consulted  what  seemed 
to  be  a  very  extraordinary  fancy,  in  making  the 
rose  a  yellow  one.  EUen  did  her  best  to  comfort 
her.  She  asked  Alice,  and  found  there  were  such 
things  as  yellow  roses,  and  they  were  very  beauti- 
ftd  too ;  and  besides  it  would  match  so  nicely  the 
yellow  butterfly  on  the  other  leaf. 

"I  had  rather  it  would  not  match  !"  said  Ellen 
Chauncey ; — "  and  it  does  not  match  the  rose- 
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coloured   silk   besides.      Are    the    yellow    roses 
sweet?" 

"  No,"  said  EUen, — "  but  this  could  not  have 
been  a  sweet  rose  at  any  rate,  you  know." 

"  Oh  but,"  said  the  other,  bursting  out  into  a 
fresh  passion  of  inconsolable  tears, — "  I  wanted  it 
to  be  the  picture  of  a  sweet  rose !  —  And  I  think  he 
might  have  put  a  purple  butterfly — yellow  butter- 
flies are  so  common !  I  had  much  rather  have  had 
a  purple  butterfly  and  a  red  rose  !" 

What  cannot  be  cured,  however,  must  be  en- 
dured. The  tears  were  dried  in  course  of  time, 
and  the  needlebook  with  its  yellow  pictures  and 
pink  edges  was  very  neatly  finished.  Ellen  had 
been  busy  too  on  her  own  account.  Alice  had 
obtained  a  piece  of  fine  linen  for  her  from  Miss 
Sophia;  the  collar  for  Mr.  Van  Brunt  had  been 
cut  out,  and  EUen  had  made  it  with  great  pleasure. 
The  stitching,  the  strings,  and  the  very  button- 
hole, after  infinite  pains,  were  all  finished  oy  Thurs- 
day night.  She  had  also  made  a  needlecase  for 
Alice,  not  of  so  much  pretension  as  the  other  one ; 
this  was  green  morocco  lined  with  crimson  satin ; 
no  leaves,  but  ribbon  stitched  in  to  hold  papers  of 
needles,  and  a  place  for  a  bodkin.  Ellen  worked 
very  hard  at  this ;  it  was  made  beautifully,  and 
with  the  extremest  care.  EUen  Chauncey  admired 
it  very  much,  and  anew  lamented  the  uncouth  va- 
riety of  colours  in  her  own.  It  was  a  grave  ques- 
tion whether  pink  or  yeUow  ribbons  should  be  used 
for  the  latter;  EUen  Montgomery  recommended 

Sink,  she  herself  inclined  to  yeUow ;  and  tired  of 
oubting,  at  last  resolved  to  put  one  string  of  each 
colour.  EU^n  thought  that  did  not  mend  matters, 
but  wisely  kept  her  thoughts  to  herself.  Besides 
the  needlecase  for  Alice,   she  had   snatched  the 
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time  whenever  slie  could  get  away  from  Ellen 
Chauncey  to  work  at  something  for  her.  She  had 
begged  Alice's  advice  and  help  ;  and  between  them, 
out  of  EUen's  scraps,  of  morocco  and  silk,  they  had 
manufactured  a  little  bag  of  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow,  and  very  pretty  and  tasteful  withal.  Ellen 
thought  it  a  chef-rVoeuvre,  and  was  unbounded  in 
her  admiration.  It  lay  folded  up  in  white  paper  in 
a  locked  drawer  ready  for  New  Year's  day.  In 
addition  to  all  these  pieces  of  business,  John  had 
begun  to  give  her  drawing  lessons,  according  to 
his  promise.  These  became  Ellen's  delight.  She 
would  willingly  have  spent  much  more  time  upon 
them  than  he  would  allow.  It  was  the  most  loved 
employment  of  the  day.  Her  teacher's  skill  was 
not  greater  than  the  perfect  gentleness  and  kind- 
ness with  which  he  taught.  Ellen  thought  of  Mr. 
Howard's  speech  about  gunpowder, — she  could  not 
understand  it. 

"  What  is  your  conclusion  on  the  whole  ?"  asked 
John  one  day,  as  he  stood  beside  her  mending  a 
pencil. 

"  Why,"  said  EUen,  laughing  and  blushing, — 
"  how  cmild  you  guess  what  I  was  thiaking  about, 
Mr.  John?" 

"  Not  very  difficult,  when  you  are  eyeing  me  so 
hard." 

"  I  was  thinking,"  said  EUen, — "  I  do  not  know 
whether  it  is  right  in  me  to  tell  it — because  some- 
body said  you — " 

"WeU?" 

"  Were  like  gunpowder." 

"  Very  kind  of  somebody  !  And  so  you  have 
been  in  doubt  of  an  explosion  ?" 

"  No — I  do  not  know — I  wondered  what  he 
meant." 
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"Never  believe  what  you  bear  said  of  people, 
Ellen ;  judge  for  yourself.  Look  here — that  house 
has  suffered  from  a  severe  gale  of  wind,  I  should 
think — all  the  uprights  are  slanting  off  to  the  right 
— can  you  not  set  it  up  straight  ?" 

Ellen  laughed  at  the  tumble-down  condition  of 
her  house  as  thus  pointed  out  to  her,  and  set  about 
re-forming  it. 

It  was  Thursday  afternoon  that  Alice  and  Ellen 
were  left  alone  in  the  library,  several  of  the  family 
having  been  called  out  to  receive  some,  visitors ; 
Alice  had  excused  herself,  and  EUen  as  soon  as  they 
were  gone  nestled  up  to  her  side. 

"  How  pleasant  it  is  to  be  together  alone,  dear 
Alice ! — I  do  not  have  you  even  at  night  now." 

"  It  is  very  pleasant,  dear  Ellie !  Home  will  not 
look  disagreeable  again,  will  it  ?  even  after  all  our 
gaiety  here." 

"  No,  indeed ! — at  least  yowr  home  will  not — I  do 
not  know  what  mine  wiR.  Oh  me  1  I  had  almost 
forgotten  aunt  Fortune ! — " 

"  Never  mind,  dear  EUie !  You  and  I  have  each 
something  to  bear — we  must  be  brave  and  bear  it 
manfully.  There  is  a  friend  that  sticketh  closer 
than  a  brother,  you  know.  We  shall  not  be  un- 
happy if  we  do  our  duty  and  love  Him." 

"  How  soon  is  Mr.  John  going  away  ?" 

""We  shall  have  him  aU  next  week.  And  so 
long  as  he  stays,  I  do  not  mean  that  you  shall 
leave  me." 

EUen  cried  for  joy. 

"  I  can  manage  it  with  Miss  Fortune  I  know," 
said  Alice.  "  These  fine  drawing  lessons  must  not 
be  interrupted.  John  is  very  much  pleased  with 
your  performances." 

VOL.  II.  L 
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"  Is  he  ?"  said  Ellen  delighted ;— "  I  have  taken 
all  the  pains  I  could." 

"That  is  the  sure  way  to  succeed  EUie.  But, 
EUie,  I  want  to  ask  you  about  something.  What 
was  that  you  said  to  Margaret  Dunscombe  about 
wanting  money  for  a  New  Tear's  present  ?" 

"You  know  it  then!"  cried  Ellen,  starting  up. 
"  O  I  am  so  glad !  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  about 
it  so,  that  I  (fid  not  know  what  to  do,  and  I  thought 
I  ought  not.  What  shall  I  do  about  it,  dear  Alice  ? 
How  did  you  know  ?  George  said  you  were  not 
there." 

"  Mrs.  Chauncey  told  me ;  she  thought  there  had 
been  some  mistake,  or  something  wrong  ; — how  was 
it,  Ellen?" 

"Why,"  said  Ellen,  "she  was  showing  us  her 
ear-rings,  and  asking  us  what  we  thought  of  them, 
and  she  asked  me  if  I  would  not  like  to  have  such  a 

Eair;  and  I  thought  I  would  a  great  deal  rather 
ave  the  money  they  cost,  to  buy  other  things  with, 
that  I  would  like  better ;  and  I  said  so  ;  and  just 
then  Mr.  Marshman  came  in,  and  she  called  out  to 
him,  loud,  that  I  wanted  money  for  a  present,  or 
would  like  it  better  than  anything  else,  or  some- 
thing like  that.  O,  Alice,  how  I  felt !  I  was  fright- 
ened ; — but  then  I  hoped  Mr.  Marshman  did  not 
hear  her,  for  he  did  not  Bay  anything  ;  but  the  next 
day  Greorge  told  me  all  about  what  she  had  been 
saying  in  there,  and  oh,  it  made  me  so  unhappy!" 
said  poor  EUen,  looking  very  dismal.  "  What  will 
Mr.  Marshman  think  of  me  ?  he  will  think  I  ex- 
pected a  present,  and  I  never  dreamed  of  such  a 
thing !  it  makes  me  ashamed  to  speak  of  it  even ; 
and  I  can't  bear  he  should  think  so — I  can't  bear 
it !     What  shall  I  do,  dear  Alice  ?" 
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**  I  do  not  know  what  you  can  do,  dear  Ellie,  but 
be  patient.  Mr.  Marshman  will  not  think  anything 
very  hard  of  vou,  I  dare  say." 

"But  I  think  he  does  already  ;  he  has  not  kissed 
me  since  that  as  he  did  before  ;  I  know  he  does,  and 
I  do  not  know  what  to  do.  How  could  Margaret 
say  that !  oh  how  could  she !  it  was  very  unkind. 
— What  can  I  do  ?"  said  Ellen  again,  after  a  pause, 
and  wiping  away  a  few  tears.  "  Could  not  Mrs. 
Chauncey  tell  Mr.  Marshman  not  to  give  me  any- 
thing, for  that  I  never  expected  it,  and  would  much 
rather  not?" 

"  "Why  no,  Ellie,  I  do  not  think  that  would  be 
exactly  the  best  or  most  dignified  way." 

"What  then,  dear  Alice?  I  will  do  just  as  you 
say." 

"  I  would  just  remain  quiet." 

"  But  Ellen  says  the  things  are  all  put  on  the 
plates  in  the  morning ;  and  if  there  should  be  money 
on  mine — I  don't  know  what  I  should  do,  I  should 
feel  so  very  vexed.  I  could  not  keep  it,  Alice  ! — I 
could  not!" 

"  Very  well — you  need  not — but  remain  quiet  in 
the  meanwhile ;  and  if  it  should  be  so,  then  say 
what  you  please,  only  take  care  that  you  say  it  in  a 
right  spirit  and  in  a  right  manner.  Nobody  can  hurt 
you  much,  my  child,  while  you  keep  the  even  path 
of  duty ;  poor  Margaret  is  her  own  worst  enemy." 

"  Then  if  there  should  be  money  in  the  morning, 
I  may  tell  Mr.  Marshman  the  truth  ?" 

"  Certainly — only  do  not  be  in  haste ;  speak 
gently." 

"  Oh  I  wish  everybody  would  be  kind  and  plea- 
sant always !"  said  poor  EUen,  but  half  comforted. 

"  What  a  sigh  was  there!"  said  John,  coming 
in.     "  What  is  the  matter  with  my  little  sister  ?" 
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"  Some  of  the  minor  trials  of  life,  John,'*  said 
Alice,  with  a  smile. 

"  "What  is  the  matter,  Ellie  ?" 

"  O,  something  you  cannot  help,"  said  Ellen. 

"  And  something  I  must  not  know.  Well,  to 
change  the  scene, — suppose  you  go  with  me  to  visit 
the  greenhouse  and  hot-houses.  Have  you  seen 
them  yet  ?" 

"  No,"  said  EUen,  as  she  eagerly  sprang  forward 
to  take  his  hand  ; — "  EUen  promised  to  go  with  me, 
but  we  have  been  so  busy." 

"  "Will  you  come,  Alice  ?" 

"I  wish  I  could,"  said  Alice — "but  I  shall  be 
wanted  elsewhere." 

"  By  whom  I  wonder  so  much  as  by  me,"  said 
her  brother.  "  However,  after  to-morrow  I  wiU  have 
you  all  to  myself." 

As  he  and  Ellen  were  crossiug  the  haU  they  met 
Mrs.  Marshman. 

"  Where  are  you  going,  John  ?**  said  she. 

"  Where  I  ought  tq  have  been  before  ma'am, — to 
pay  my  respects  to  Mr.  Hutchinson." 

"  Tou  have  not  seen  him  yet !  that  is  very  un- 
grateful of  you.  Hutchinson  is  one  of  your  warmest 
friends  and  admirers.  There  are  few  people  he  men- 
tions with  so  much  respect,  or  that  he  is  so  glad  to 
see,  as  Mr.  John  Humphreys." 

"  A  distiQction  I  owe,  I  fear,  principally  to  my 
English  blood,"  said  John,  shakiag  his  head. 

"  It  is  not  altogether  that,"  said  Mrs.  Marshman 
laughiQg ;  "  though  I  do  believe  I  am  the  only 
Yankee  good  Hutchinson  has  ever  made  up  his 
mind  entirely  to  like.  But  go  and  see  him,  he  will 
be  very  much  pleased." 

"Who  is  Mr.  Hutchinson?"  said  EUen  as  they 
went  on. 
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"  He  i8  the  gardener,  or  rather  the  head  gardener. 
He  came  out  with  his  master  some  thirty  or  forty 
years  ago,  but  his  old  English  prejudice  will  go  to 
the  grave  with  him,  I  believe." 

"  But  why  does  he  not  like  the  Americans  ?" 

John  laughed.  "  It  would  never  do  for  me  to  at- 
tempt to  answer  that  question,  Ellie  ;  fond  of  going 
to  the  bottom  of  things  as  you  are.  We  should 
lust  get  to  hard  fighting  about  tea-time,  and  should 
barely  make  peace  by  mid-day  to-morrow  at  the 
most  moderate  calculation.  You  shall  have  an  an- 
swer to  your  question,  however." 

Ellen  could  not  conceive  what  he  meant,  but  re- 
solved to  wait  for  his  promised  answer. 

As  they  entered  the  large  and  beautifully  kept 
greenhouse,  Hutchinson  came  from  the  farther  end 
of  it  to  meet  them ;  an  old  man,  of  most  respect- 
able appearance.  He  bowed  very  civilly,  and  then 
slippea  his  pruning  knife  into  his  left  hand  to  leave 
•the  right  at  liberty  for  John,  who  shook  it  cor- 
dially. 

"And  why  'aven't  you  been  to  see  me  before, 
Mr.  John  ?  I  have  thought  it  rather  'ard  of  you ; 
Miss  h' Alice  has  come  several  times." 

"  The  ladies  have  more  leisure,  Mr.  Hutchinson. 
You  look  flourishing  here." 

*'  Why  yes,  sir, — pretty  middling,  within  doors ; 
but  I  don't  like  the  climate,  Mr.  John,  I  don't  like 
the  climate,  sir.  There's  no  country  like  h' England, 
I  believe,  for  my  business.  'Ere's  a  fine  rose,  sir, — 
if  you'll  step  a  bit  this  way — quite  a  new  kind — I 
got  it  over  last  h' autumn — the  Palmerston  it  is. 
Those  are  fine  buds,  sir." 

The  old  man  was  evidently  much  pleased  to  see 
his  visitor,  and  presently  plunged  him  deep  into 
English  politics,  for  which  he  seemed  to  have  lost 
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no  interest  by  forty  years'  life  in  America.  As 
Ellen  could  not  understand  what  they  were  talking 
about,  she  quitted  John's  side  and  wandered  about 
by  herself.  From  the  moment  the  sweet  aromatic 
srtiell  of  the  plants  had  greeted  her,  she  had  been  in 
a  high  state  of  delight ;  and  now,  lost  to  all  the 
world  beside,  from  the  mystery  of  one  beautiful  and 
strange  green  thing  to  another,  she  went  wondering 
and  admiring,  and  now  and  then  timidly  advancing 
her  nose  to  see  if  something  glorious  was  some- 
thing sweet  too.  She  could  hardly  leave  a  superb 
cactus,  in  the  petals  of  which  there  was  such  a  sin- 
gular blending  of  scarlet  and  crimson  as  almost  to 
dazzle  her  sight ;  and  if  the  pleasure  of  smell  could 
intoxicate  she  would  have  reeled  away  jfrom  a  luxu- 
riant daphne  odorata  in  full  flower,  over  which  she 
feasted  for  a  long  time.  The  variety  of  green  leaves 
alone  was  a  marvel  to  her ;  some  rough  and  brown- 
streaked,  some  shining  as  if  they  were  varnished, 
others  of  hair-like  delicacy  of  structure, — all  lovely. 
At  last  she  stood  still  with  admiration,  and  almost 
held  her  breath,  before  a  white  cameUa. 

""What  does  that  flower  make  you  think  of, 
Ellen  ?  "  said  John  coming  up  ;  his  friend  the  gar- 
dener had  left  him  to  seek  a  newspaper  in  which 
he  i^v'ished  to  show  him  a  paragraph. 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  !^en, — "I  could  not 
think  of  anything  but  itself." 

"  It  reminds  me  of  what  I  ought  to  be — and  of 
what  I  shall  be  if  I  ever  see  heaven ; — it  seems  to 
me  the  emblem  of  a  sinless  pure  spirit, — ^looking 
up  in  fearless  spotlessness  Do  you  remember 
what  was  said  to  the  old  Church  of  Sardis, — *  Thou 
hast  a  few  names  that  have  not  defiled  their  gar- 
ments ;  and  they  shall  walk  with  me  in  white,  for 
they  are  worthy.'  " 
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The  tears  rushed  to  Ellen's  eyes,  for  she  felt  she 
was  so  very  unlike  this  ;  but  Mr.  Hutchinson  com- 
ing back  prevented  anything  more  being  said.  She 
looked  at  the  white  camelia ;  it  seemed  to  speak  to 
her. 

"  That's  the  paragraph,  sir,"  said  the  old  gar- 
dener, giving  the  paper  to  John.  "  'Ere's  a  little 
lady  that  is  fond  of  flowers,  if  I  don't  make  a  mis- 
take ;  this  is  somebody  I've  not  seen  before.  Is 
this  the  little  lady  little  Miss  h'Ellen  was  telling 
me  about  ?" 

"  I  presume  so,"  said  John ; — "  she  is  Miss  Ellen 
Montgomery,  a  sister  of  mine,  Mr.  Hutchinson,  and 
Mr.  Marshman's  guest " 

"  By  both  names  h' entitled  to  my  greatest  re- 
spect," said  the  old  man,  stepping  back  and  making 
a  very  low  bow  to  EUen  with  his  hand  upon  his 
heart,  at  which  she  could  not  help  laughing.  "  I 
am  very  glad  to  see  Miss  h'Ellen ;  what  can  I  do  to 
make  her  remember  old  'Utchinson  ?  "Would  Miss 
h'Ellen  like  a  bouquet  ?  " 

Ellen  did  not  venture  to  say  yes,  but  her  blush 
and  sparkling  eyes  answered  him.  The  old  gar- 
dener understood  her,  and  was  as  good  as  his  word. 
He  began  with  cutting  a  beautiful  sprig  of  a  large 
purple  geranium,  then  a  slip  of  lemon  mvrtle. 
Ellen  watched  him  as  the  bunch  grew  in  his  hand, 
and  could  hardly  believe  her  eyes  as  one  beauty 
after  another  was  added  to  what  became  a  most 
elegant  bouquet.  And  most  sweet  too  ;  to  her  joy 
the  delicious  daphne  and  fragrant  lemon  blossom 
went  to  make  part  of  it.  Her  thanks,  when  it  was 
given  her,  were  made  in  few  words  but  with  all  her 
face ;  the  old  gardener  smiled,  and  was  quite  satis- 
fied that  his  gift  was  not  thrown  away.  He  after- 
wards showed  them  his  hot-houses,   where  Ellen 
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was  astonished  and  very  mucli  interested  to  see 
ripe  oranges  and  lemons  in  abundance,  and  pines 
too,  such  as  she  had  been  eating  since  she  came  to 
Ventnor,  never  thinking  that  they  grew  so  near 
home.     The  grapes  had  all  been  cut. 

There  was  to  oe  quite  a  parhr  at  Ventnor  in  the 
evening  of  New  Year's  day.  Ellen  knew  this,  and 
destined  her  precious  flowers  for  Alice's  adornment. 
How  could  she  keep  them  in  the  meanwhile  ?  She 
consulted  Mr.  John,  and  according  to  his  advice 
took  them  to  Mrs.  Bland  the  housekeeper,  to  be 
put  in  water  and  kept  in  a  safe  place  for  her  till 
the  time.  She  knew  Mrs.  Bland,  for  Ellen  Chaun- 
cey  and  she  had  often  gone  to  her  room  to  work 
where  none  of  the  children  would  find  and  trouble 
them.  Mrs.  Bland  promised  to  take  famous  care 
of  the  flowers,  and  said  she  would  do  it  with  the 
greatest  pleasure.  Mr.  Marshman's  guests,  she 
added  smiling,  must  have  everything  they  wanted. 

"  What  does  that  mean,  Mrs.  Bland  ?"  said  EUen. 

"  Why,  you  see.  Miss  EUen,  there's  a  deal  of 
company  always  coming,  and  some  is  Mrs.  Gillespie's 
friends,  and  some  Mr.  Howard's,  and  some  to  see 
Miss  Sophia  more  particularly,  and  some  belong  to 
Mrs.  Marshman,  or  the  whole  family  maybe ;  but 
now  and  then  Mr.  Marshman  has  an  old  English 
friend  or  so,  that  he  sets  the  greatest  store  by  ;  and 
them  he  calls  his  guests  ;  and  the  best  in  the  house 
is  hardly  good  enough  for  them,  or  the  country 
either." 

"  And  so  I  am  one  of  Mr.  Marshman's  guests ! " 
said  EUen.     "  I  did  not  know  what  it  meant." 

She  saved  out  one  Uttle  piece  of  rose-geranium 
from  her  flowers  for  her  own  gratification;  and  skip- 
ped away  through  the  hall  to  rejoin  her  companions, 
very  light-hearted  indeed. 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 

This  life,  sae  ^r's  I  understand. 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy -land. 
Where  pleasure  is  tiie  magic  wand. 

That  wielded  right. 
Makes  hours  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand. 

Dance  hy  fu'  light. 

BuBNS. 

New  Ti jib's  moming  dawned. 

"How  I  wish  breakfast  was  over!"  thought 
EUen  as  she  was  dressing.  However,  there  is  no 
way  of  getting  oroer  this  life  but  by  going  through 
it ;  so  when  the  beU  rang  she  went  down  as  usual. 
Mr.  Marshman  had  decreed  that  he  would  not 
have  a  confiision  of  giffcs  at  the  breakfast  table ; 
other  people  might  make  presents  in  their  own 
way;  they  must  not  interfere  with  his.  Needle- 
cases,  bags,  and  so  forth,  must  therefore  wait  an- 
other opportunity  ;  and  Ellen  Chauncey  decided  it 
would  just  make  the  pleasure  so  much  longer,  and 
was  a  great  improvement  on  the  old  plan.  "  Happy 
New  Years"  and  pleasant  greetings  were  exchanged 
as  the  party  gathered  in  the  breakfast-room ;  plea- 
sure sat  on  all  faces,  except  EUen's,  and  many  a 
one  wore  a  broad  smile  as  they  sat  down  to  table. 
Eor  the  napkins  were  in  singular  disarrangement 
this  moming ;  instead  of  being  neatly  folded  up  on 
the  plates,  in  their  usual  fashion,  they  were  in  all 
sorts  of  disorder, — sticking  up  in  curious  angles, 
some  high,  some  low,  some  half  folded,  some  quite 
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unfolded,  according  to  the  size  and  shape  of  that 
which  they  covered.     It  was  worth  while  to  see 
that  long  tableful,  and  the  faces  of  the  company, 
before  yet  a  napkin  was  touched.     An  anxious 
glance  at  her  own  showed  EUen  that  it  lay  quite 
flat ;  Alice's,  which  was  next,  had  an  odd  little 
rising  in  the  middle,   as  if  there  were  a  smaU 
dumpling  under  it.     Ellen  was  in  an  agony  for 
this  pause  to  come  to  an  end.     It  was  broken  by 
some  of  the  older  persons,  and  then  in  a  trice  every 
plate  was  uncovered.     And  then  what  a  buzz ! — 
pleasure,  and  thanks,   and  admiration,   and  even 
laughter.     EUen  dreaded  at  first  to  look  at  her 
plate  ;  she  bethought  her,  however,  that  if  she  waited 
long  she  would  have  to  do  it  with  all  eyes  upon 
her;   she  lifted  the  napkin  slowly — yes — just  as 
she  feared — there  lay  a  clean  bank  note — of  what 
value  she  could  not  see,  for  confusion  covered  her ; 
the  blood  rushed  to  her  cheeks  and  the  tears  to  her 
eyes.     She  could  not  have  spoken,  and  happily  it 
was  no  time  then ;  everybody  else  was  speaking ; 
she  could  not  have  been  heard.     She  had  time  to 
cool  and  recoUect  herself;   but  she  sat  with  her 
eyes  cast  down,  fastened  upon  her  plate  and  the 
imfortunate  bank  note,  which  she  detested  with  all 
her  heart.     She  did  not  know  what  Alice  had  re- 
ceived ;  she  understood  nothing  that  was  going  on, 
till  Alice  touched  her  and  said  gently,  "  Mr.  Marsh- 
man  is  speaking  to  you,  Ellen.'* 

"  Sir ! "  said  Ellen,  starting. 

"  You  need  not  look  so  terrified,"  said  Mr. 
Marshman,  smiling, — "  I  only  asked  you  if  your 
note  was  a  counterfeit  —  something  seems  to  be 
wrong  about  it." 

Ellen  looked  at  her  plate  and  hesitated.  Her 
lip  trembled. 
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"What  is  it?"  contLQued  the  old  gentleman. 
"  Is  anythiQg  the  matter  ?" 

Ellen  desperately  took  up  the  note,  and  with 
bumiDg  cheeks  marched  to  his  end  of  the  table. 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  sir,  but  I  had 
very  much  rather  not ; — if  you  please — if  you  will 
please  to  be  so  good  as  to  let  me  give  it  back  to 
you — I  should  be  very  glad" — 

"Why,  hoity,  toity  !"  said  the  old  gentleman, — 
"  what  is  all  tnis  ?  what  is  the  matter  ?  do  you  not 
like  it  ?  I  thought  I  was  doing  the  very  thing  that 
would  please  you  best  of  all.'* 

"  I  am  very  sorry  you  should  think  so,  sir,"  said 
Ellen,  who  had  recovered  a  little  breath,  but  had 
the  greatest  difficulty  to  keep  back  her  tears ; — "I 
never  thought  of  such  a  thing  as  your  giving  me 
anything,  sir,  till  somebody  spoke  of  it ;  and  I  had 
rather  never  have  anything  in  the  world  than  that 
you  should  think  what  you  thought  about  me." 

"  What  did  I  think  about  you  ?" 

"  George  told  me  that  somebody  told  you,  sir,  I 
wanted  money  for  my  present." 

"  And  did  you  not  say  so  ?" 

"  Indeed  I  did  not,  sir  1 "  said  EUen,  with  sudden 
fire.     "  I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing  \  " 

"  What  did  you  say,  then  ?  " 

«  Margaret  was  showing  us  her  ear-rings,  and  she 
asked  me  if  I  would  not  like  to  have  some  like 
them  ;  and  I  could  not  help  thinking  I  would  very 
much  rather  have  the  money  they  would  cost  to 
buy  something  for  Alice;  and  just  when  I  said  so 
you  came  in,  sir,  and  she  said  what  she  did.  I  was 
very  much  ashamed,  I  was  not  thinking  of  you,  sir, 
at  all,  nor  of  New  Tear." 

"  Then  you  would  like  something  else  better  than 
money." 
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"  No  sir,  nothing  at  all  if  you  please.  If  you 
will  only  be  so  good  as  not  to  give  me  this  I  will 
be  very  much  obliged  to  you  indeed;  and  please  not 
to  think  I  could  be  so  shameful  as  you  thought  I 
was." 

EUen's  face  was  not  to  be  withstood.  The  old 
gentlemen  took  the  note  from  her  hand. 

"  I  will  never  think  anything  of  you,"  said  he, 
'*  but  what  is  the  essence  of  honourable  propriety. 
But  you  make  me  ashamed  now — what  am  i  going 
to  do  with  this  P  here  have  you  come  and  made 
me  a  present,  and  I  feel  very  awkward  indeed." 

"  I  do  not  care  what  you  do  with  it,  sir,"  said 
EUen,  laughing,  though  in  imminent  danger  of 
bursting  into  tears  ; — "  I  am  very  glad  it  is  out  of 
my  hands." 

"  But  you  need  not  think  I  am  going  to  let  you 
off  so,"  said  he  ; — "  you  must  give  me  half-a-dozen 
kisses  at  least  to  prove  that  you  have  forgiven  me 
for  making  so  great  a  blunder." 

"  Half-a-dozen  is  too  many  at  once,"  said  Ellen, 
gaily ; — **  three  now,  and  three  to-night." 

So  she  gave  the  old  gentleman  three  kisses,  but 
he  caught  her  in  his  arms  and  gave  her  a  dozen  at 
least ;  after  which  he  found  out  that  the  waiter  was 
holding  a  cup  of  coffee  at  his  elbow,  and  Ellen  went 
back  to  her  place  with  a  very  good  appetite  for  her 
breakfast. 

After  breakfast  the  needle-cases  were  delivered. 
Both  gave  the  most  entire  satisfaction.  Mrs. 
Chauncey  assured  her  daughter  that  she  would  quite 
as  soon  have  a  yellow  as  a  red  rose  on  the  cover, 
and  that  she  liked  the  inscription  extremely;  which 
the  little  girl  acknowledged  to  have  been  a  joint 
device  of  her  own  and  Ellen's.  Ellen's  bag  gave 
great  delight,  and  was  paraded  all  over  the  house. 
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After  the  bustle  of  thanks  and  rejoicing  was  at 
last  over,  and  when  she  had  a  minute  to  herself, 
which  Ellen  Chauncey  did  not  give  her  for  a  long 
time,  Ellen  bethought  her  of  her  flowers, — a  sweet 
gift  still  to  be  made.  Why  not  make  it  now  ?  why 
should  not  Alice  have  the  pleasure  of  them  aU  day  ? 
A  bright  thought!  Ellen  ran  forthwith  to  the 
housekeeper's  room,  and  after  a  long  admiring  look 
at  her  treasures,  carried  them  glass  and  aU  to  the 
library,  where  Alice  and  John  often  were  in  the 
morning  alone.  Alice  thanked  her  in  the  way  she 
liked  best,  and  then  the  flowers  were  smelled  and 
admired  f^resh. 

"  Nothing  could  have  been  pleasanter  to  me, 
Ellie,,  except  Mr.  Marshman's  gift.'* 

"  And  what  was  that,  Alice  ?  I  have  not  seen 
it  yet." 

.  AHce  puUed  out  of  her  pocket  a  small  round 
morocco  case,  the  very  thing  that  Ellen  had  thought 
looked  like  a  dumpling  under  the  napkin,  and 
opened  it. 

« It  is  Mr.  John ! "  exclaimed  Ellen.  "  O  how 
beautiful ! " 

Neither  of  her  hearers  could  help  laughing. 
.  "  It  is  very  fine,  ElHe,"  said  Alice  ;  "you  are  quite 
right.  Now  I  know  what  was  the  business  that 
took  John,  to  Bandolph  every  day,  and  kept  him 
there  so  long,  while  I  was  wondering  at  him  un- 
speakably.    Kind,  kind  Mr.  Marshman." 

"  Did  Mr.  John  get  anything  ?  " 

"  Ask  him,  EUie." 

"  Did  you  get  anything,  Mr.  John  ?  "  said  Ellen, 
going  up  to  him  where  he  was  reading  on  the  sofa. 

"I  had  this,"  said  John,  handing  her  a  little 
book  which  lay  beside  him. 

"What  is  this?      Wime's— Wiem's— Life   of 
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Washington — Washington  ?  he  was — May  I  look 
at  it?" 

"  Certainly  V 

She  opened  the  book,  and  presently  sat  down  on 
the  floor  where  she  was  by  the  side  of  the  sofa. 
Whatever  she  had  found  within  the  leaves  of  the 
book,  she  had  certainly  lost  herself.  An  hour 
passed.  Ellen  had  not  spoken  or  moved  except  to 
turn  over  leaves. 

"  EUen  ! "  said  John. 

She  looked  up,  her  cheeks  coloured  high. 

"  What  have  you  found  there  ?"  said  he,  smiling. 

"  O,  a  great  deal !  But — did  Mr.  Marshman  give 
you  this?'* 

"  No." 

"  Oh ! "  said  Ellen,  looking  puzzled, — "  I  thought 
you  said  you  got  this  this  morning." 

"  No,  I  had  it  last  night.  I  bought  it  for  you, 
ElUe." 

"Eor  me!"    said  EUen,  her  colour  deepening 
very  much, — "  for  me !  did  you  ?    Oh  thank  you ! — 
oh  I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you,  Mr.  John." 

"  It  is  only  an  answer  to  one  of  your  questions." . 

"  This !  is  it  ? — I  do  not  know  what  I  am  sure. 
Oh  I  wish  I  could  do  something  to  please  you,  Mr, 
John!" 

"  You  shall,  Ellie ;  you  shall  give  me  a  brother's 
right  again." 

Blushingly  Ellen  approached  her  lips  to  receive 
one  of  his  grave  kisses ;  and  then,  not  at  all  dis- 
pleased, went  dowTL  on  the  floor  and  was  lost  in 
her  book. 

Oh  the  long  joy  of  that  New  Tear's  day  ! — how 
shall  it  be  told  ?  The  pleasure  of  that  delightful 
book,  in  which  she  was  wrapped  the  whole  day ; 
oven  when  called  off,  as  she  often  was,  by  Ellen 
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Chauncey,  to  help  her  in  fifty  little  matters  of  busi- 
ness or  pleasure.  These  were  attended  to,  and 
faithfully  and  cheerfully,  but  the  hook  was  in  her 
head  all  the  while.  And  this  pleasure  was  mixed 
with  Alice's  pleasure,  the  flowers  and  the  miniature, 
and  Mr.  Marshman's  restored  kindness.  She  never 
met  John's  or  Alice's  eye  that  day  without  a  smile. 
Even  when  she  went  to  be  dressed,  her  book  went 
with  her,  and  was  laid  on  the  bed  within  sight, 
ready  to  be  taken  up  the  moment  she  was  at  liberty. 
EUen  Chauncey  lent  her  a  white  frock  which  was 
found  to  answer  very  well  with  a  tuck  let  out ;  and 
Alice  herself  dressed  her.  While  this  was  doing, 
Margaret  Dimscombe  put  her  head  in  at  the  door, 
to  ask  Anne,  Miss  Sophia's  maid,  if  she  was  almost 
ready  to  come  and  curl  her  hair. 

"  Indeed  I  can't  say  that  I  am.  Miss  Margaret," 
said  Anne.  "  I've  something  to  do  for  Miss  Hum- 
phreys, and  Miss  Sophia  hasn't  so  much  as  done 
the  first  thing  towards  beginning  to  get  ready  yet. 
It'U  be  a  good  hour  and  more." 

Margaret  went  away  exclaiming  impatiently  that 
she  could  get  nobody  to  help  her,  and  would  have 
to  wait  till  everybody  was  down-stairs. 

A  few  minutes  after  she  heard  EUen's  voice  at 
the  door  of  her  room  asking  if  she  might  come  in. 

"  Yes — ^who's  that  ? — what  do  you  want  ?" 

"  I  will  dress  your  hair  if  you  will  let  me,"  said 
EUen. 

"  You  ?     I  do  not  believe  you  can." 

"  Oh  yes  I  can ;  I  used  to  do  mamma's  very  often  ; 
I  am  not  afraid  if  you  will  trust  me." 

"  Well,  thank  you,  I  do  not  care  if  you  try  then," 
said  Margaret,  seating  herself, — "  it  will  not  do  any 
harm  at  any  rate ;  and  I  want  to  be  down-stairs 
before  anybody  gets  here ;  I  think  it  is  half  the  fun 
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to  see  them  come  in.     Bless  me !  you  are  dressed 
and  all  ready." 

Margaret's  hair  was  in  long  thick  curls ;  it  was 
not  a  trifling  matter  to  dress  them.  Ellen  plodded 
through  it  patiently  and  faithfully,  taking  great 
pains,  and  doing  the  work  well ;  and  then  went 
back  to  Alice.  Margaret's  thanks,  not  very  grace- 
fully given,  would  have  been  a  poor  reward  for  the 
loss  of  three-quarters  of  an  hour  of  pleasure.  But 
Ellen  was  very  happy  in  having  done  right.  It  was 
no  longer  a  tune  to  read ;  they  must  go  down-stairs. 

The  New  Year's  party  was  a  nondescript, — 
young  and  old  together ;  a  gdodly  number  of  both 
were  gathered  from  Bandolph  and  the  neighbour- 
ing country.  There  were  games  for  the  young, 
dancing  for  the  gay,  and  a  superb  supper  for  all ; 
and  the  large  bright  rooms  were  full  of  bright 
faces.  It  was  a  very  happy  evening  to  Ellen.  For 
a  good  part  of  it  Mr.  Marshman  took  possession 
of  her,  or  kept  her  near  him ;  and  his  extreme 
kindness  would  alone  have  made  the  evening  pass 
pleasantly;  she  was  sure  that  he  was  her  firm 
friend  again. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  Mrs.  Chauncey 
found  occasion  to  ask  her  about  her  journey  up 
the  river,  without  at  all  mentioning  Margaret,  or 
what  she  had  said.  Ellen  answered  that  she  had 
come  with  Mrs.  Dunscombe  and  her  daughter. 

"Did  you  have  a  pleasant  time?"  asked  Mrs. 
Chauncey. 

"  Why  no,  ma'am,"  said  Ellen, — "I  do  not  know 
— it  was  partly  pleasant  and  partly  impleasant." 

"  What  made  it  so,  love  ?  " 

'^  I  had  left  mamma  that  morning,   and  that 
made  me  unhappy." 
,    "  But  you  said  it  was  partly  pleasant  ?" 
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"  O  that  was  because  I  had  such  a  good  friend 
on  board,"  said  Ellen,  her  face  lighting  up,  as  his 
image  came  before  her. 

"Who  was  that?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  ma'am,  who  he  was." 

"A  stranger  to  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am — I  never  saw  him  before — I  wish  I 
could  see  him  again." 

"  Where  did  you  find  him  ?" 

"  I  did  not  find  him — he  found  me,  when  I  was 
sitting  on  the  highest  part  of  the  boat." 

"  And  your  friends  with  you  ?" 

** What  friends?" 

"  Mrs.  Dunscombe,  and  her  daughter." 

"No,  ma'am — they  were  down  in  the  cabin." 

"And  what  business  had  you  to  be  wandering 
about  the  boat  alone  ?"  said  Mr.  Marshman,  good- 
humouredly. 

"  They  were  strangers,  sir,"  said  EUen,  colouring 
a  little. 

"  Well,  so  was  this  man — ^your  friend — a  stranger 
too,  was  he  not?" 

"  O,  he  was  a  very  different  stranger,"  said  Ellen, 
smiling, — "and  he  was  not  a  stranger  long,  be- 
sides— " 

"Well,  you  must  tell  me  more  about  him, — 
come,  I  am  curious ; — ^what  sort  of  a  strange  friend 
was  this  ?" 

"  He  was  not  a  strange  friend,"  said  EUen,  laugh- 
ing ; — "  he  was  a  very,  very  good  friend ;  he  took 
care  of  me  the  whole  day ;  he  was  very  good  and 
very  kind." 

"  What  kind  of  a  man?"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey  ; 
— "  a  gentleman  ?" 

"  O  yes,  ma'am  !"  said  Ellen,  looking  surprised  at 
the  question.     "  I  am  sure  he  was." 

M  2 
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"What  did  he  look  like?" 

EUen  tried  to  tell,  but  the  portrait  was  not  very 
distinct. 

"  What  did  he  wear  ?     Coat  or  cloak  ?  " 

"  Coat-^dark  brown,  I  think." 

"  This  was  in  the  end  of  October,  was  it  not  ?" 

Ellen  thought  a  moment,  and  answered  "  yes." 

"  And  you  do  not  know  his  name  ?" 

"  No,  ma'am ;  I  wish  I  did." 

"  I  can  tell  you,"  said  Mrs.  Chauneey,  smiling ; 
— "  he  is  one  of  my  best  friends,  too,  Ellen ;  it  is 
my  brother,  Mr.  G-eorge  Marshman." 

How  Ellen's  face  crimsoned!  Mr.  Marshman 
asked  how  she  knew. 

"  It  was  then  that  he  came  up  the  river,  you 
know,  sir ;  and  do  you  not  remember  his  speaking 
of  a  little  girl,  on  board  the  boat,  who  was  travel- 
ling with  strangers,  and  whom  he  endeavoured  to 
befriend  ?  I  had  forgotten  it  entirely,  till  a  minute 
or  two  ago." 

"  Miss  Margaret  Dunscombe !"  cried  George 
Walsh,  "  what  kind  of  a  person  was  it,  that  you 
said,  Ellen  was  so  fond  of  when  you  came  up  the 
river  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  or  care,"  said  Margaret.  "  Some- 
body she  picked  up  somewhere." 

"  It  was  Mr.  G-eorge  Marshman?" 

"It  was  not!" 

"  Uncle  G-eorge ! "  exclaimed  Ellen  Chauneey, 
running  up  to  the  group  her  cousin  had  quitted; 
— "  My  uncle  George  ?  Do  you  know  uncle  George, 
EUen?" 

"  Very  much — I  mean — yes,"  said  Ellen. 

Ellen  Chauneey  was  delighted.  So  was  EUen 
Montgomery.  It  seemed  to  bring  the  whole  fa- 
mUy  nearer  to  her,  and  they  felt  it  too.     Mrs. 
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Marsbman  kissed  her  when  she  heard  it,  and  said 
she  remembered  very  well  her  son's  speaking  of 
her,  and  was  very  glad  to  find  who  it  was.  And 
now,  Ellen  thought,  she  would  surely  see  him  again 
some  time. 

The  next  day,  they  left  Yentnor.  Ellen  Chaun- 
cey  was  very  sorry  to  lose  her  new  friend,  and 
begged  she  would  come  again  "  as  soon  as  she 
could."  AM  the  family  said  the  same.  Mr.  Marsh- 
man  told  her,  she  must  give  him  a  large  place  in 
her  heart,  or  he  should  be  jealous  of  her  "  strange 
friend ;"  and  Alice  was  charged  to  bring  her  when- 
ever she  came  to  see  them. 

The  drive  back  to  Carra-carra  was  scarcely  less 
pleasant  than  the  drive  out  had  been ;  and  home, 
EUen  said,  looked  lovely.  That  is,  Alice's  home, 
which  she  began  to  think  more  her  own  than  any 
other.  The  pleasure  of  the  past  ten  days,  though 
great,  had  not  been  unmixed ;  the  week  that  fol- 
lowed was  one  of  perfect  enjoyment.  In  Mr.  Hum- 
phrey's household  there  was  an  atmosphere  of 
peace  aud  purity  that  even  a  child  could  feel ;  and 
in  which  such  a  child  as  Ellen  throve  exceedingly. 
The  drawing  lessons  went  on  with  great  success ; 
other  lessons  were  begun ;  there  were  fine  long 
walks,  and  charming  sleigh-rides,  and  more  than 
one  visit  to  Mrs.  Vawse ;  and  what  BUen,  perhaps, 
liked  best  of  all,  the  long  evenings  of  conversation 
and  reading  aloud,  and  bright  fire-lights,  and 
brighter  sympathy,  and  intelligence,  and  affection. 
That  week  did  them  all  good,  and  no  one  more 
than  Ellen. 

It  was  a  little  hard  to  go  back  to  Miss  Eortune's 
and  begin  her  old  life  there.  She  went  in  the  even- 
ing of  the  day  John  had  departed.  They  were  at 
supper. 
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"  Well ! "  said  Miss  Fortune,  as  Ellen  entered, — 
"have  you  got  enough  of  visiting?  I  should  be 
ashamea  to  go  where  I  was  not  wanted,  for  my 
part." 

"  I  have  not,  aunt  Fortune,*'  said  Ellen. 

"  She's  been  nowhere  but  what's  done  her  good,'* 
said  Mr.  Van  Brunt ;  "  she's  reely  gro wed  handsome 
since  she's  been  away." 

"  Grown  a  fiddlestick  ! "  said  Miss  Fortune. 

"  She  could  not  grow  handsomer  than  she  was 
before,"  said  the  old  grandmother,  hugging  and 
kissing  her  little  grauddaughter  with  great  de- 
light ; — "  the  sweetest  posy  in  the  garden  she  always 
was ! " 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  looked  as  if  he  entirely  agreed 
with  the  old  lady.  That,  while  it  made  some 
amends  for  Miss  Fortune's  dryness,  perhaps  in- 
creased it.  She  remarked,  that "  she  thanked  Heaven 
she  could  always  make  herself  contented  at  home;" 
which  EUen  could  not  help  thinking  was  a  happi- 
ness for  the  rest  of  the  world. 

In  the  matter  of  the  collar,  it  was  hard  to  say 
whether  the  giver  or  receiver  had  the  most  satis- 
faction. Ellen  had  begged  him  not  to  speak  of  it 
to  her  aunt ;  and  accordingly  one  Sunday  when  he 
came  there  with  it  on,  both  he  and  she  were  in  a 
state  of  exquisite  delight.  Miss  Fortune's  atten- 
tion was  at  last  aroused ;  she  made  a  particular  re- 
view of  him,  and  ended  it  by  declaring  that  "  he 
looked  uncommonly  dandified,  but  she  could  not 
make  out  what  he  had  done  to  himself;"  a  remark 
which  transported  Mr.  Van  Brunt  and  EUen  beyond 
aU  bounds  of  prudence. 

Nancy's  Bible,  which  had  been  purchased  for 
her  at  Bandolph,  was  given  to  her  the  first  op- 
portunity.    Ellen  anxiously  watched  her  as   she 
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slowly  turned  it  over,  her  face  showing  however 
very  decided  approbation  of  the  style  of  the  gift. 
She  shook  her  head  once  or  twice,  and  then  said, 

"  What  did  you  give  this  to  me  for,  Ellen  ?" 

"  Because  I  wanted  to  give  you  something  for 
New  Year,"  said  Ellen, — "  and  I  thought  that  would 
be  the  best  thing, — ^if  you  would  only  read  it, — it 
would  make  you  so  happy  and  good.*' 

"  You  are  good,  I  believe,"  said  Nancy,  "but  I 
do  not  expect  ever  to  be  so  myself — 1  do  not  think 
I  could  be.  You  might  as  well  teach  a  snake  not 
to  wriggle." 

"  I  am  not  good  at  all,"  said  Ellen, — "  we  are 
none  of  us  good," — and  the  tears  rose  to  her  eyes, 
— "  but  the  Bible  will  teach  us  how  to  be  so.  If  you 
will  only  read  it ! — please,  Nancy,  do  !  say  you  will 
read  a  httle  every  day." 

"  You  do  not  want  me  to  make  a  promise  I  should 
not  keep,  I  guess,  do  you  ?" 

«  No,"  said  EUen. 

"  "Well,  I  shoxQd  not  keep  that,  so  I  will  not  pro- 
mise it ;  but  I  tell  you  what  I  mil  do. — I  will  take 
precious  fine  care  of  it,  and  keep  it  always  for  your 
sake." 

"  "Well,"  said  Ellen,  sighing, — "I  am  glad  vou  will 
even  do  so  much  as  that.  But,  Nancy — befcre  you 
begin  to  read  the  Bible  you  may  have  to  go  where 
you  never  can  read  it,  or  be  happy  or  good  either." 

Nancy  made  no  answer,  but  walked  away,  EUen 
thought,  rather  more  soberly  than  usual. 

This  conversation  had  cost  Ellen  some  effort.  It 
had  not  been  made  without  a  good  deal  of  thought, 
and  some  prayer.  She  could  not  hope  she  had  done 
much  good,  but  she  had  done  her  duty.  And  it 
happened  that  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  standing  behind  the 
angle  of  the  wall,  had  heard  every  word. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

"  If  erst  he  wished,  now  he  longed  sore." 

Faiefax. 

Ellen's  life  had  nothdng  to  mark  it  for  many 
months.  The  rest  of  the  winter  passed  quietly 
away,  every  day  being  full  of  employment.  At 
home  the  state  of  matters  was  rather  improved. 
Either  Miss  Fortune  was  softened  by  Ellen's  gentle 
inoffensive  ways,  and  obedient  useftdness ;  or  she 
had  resolved  to  bear  what  could  not  be  helped,  and 
make  the  best  of  the  little  inmate  she  could  not  get 
rid  of.  She  was  certainly  resolved  to  make  the  most 
of  her.  Ellen  was  kept  on  the  move  much  of  the 
time ;  to  set  the  table  and  clear  it  was  only  a  trifle 
in  the  list  of  her  every-day  duties ;  and  they  were 
not  ended  till  the  last  supper  dish  was  put  away 
and  the  hearth  swept  up.  Miss  Fortmie  never 
spared  herself  and  never  spared  EUen,  so  long  as 
she  had  any  occasion  for  her. 

There  were  however  long  spaces  of  time  that 
were  left  free ;  these  Ellen  seized  for  her  studies, 
and  used  most  diligently.  Urged  on  by  a  three  or 
four-fold  motive.  For  the  love  of  them,  and  for 
her  own  sake, — that  John  might  think  she  had  done 
well, — that  she  might  presently  please  and  satisfy 
Alice, — above  all,  that  her  mother's  wishes  might 
be  answered.  This  thought,  whenever  it  came,  was 
a  spur  to  her  efforts ;  so  was  each  of  the  others ; 
and  Christian  feeling  added  another  and  kept  all 
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the  rest  in  force.  Without  this,  indolence  might 
have  weakened,  or  temptation  surprised  her  resolu- 
tion ;  little  Ellen  was  open  to  both ;  but  if  ever  she 
found  herself  growing  careless,  from  either  cause, 
conscience  was  sure  to  smite  her  ;  and  then  would 
rush  in  all  the  motives  that  called  upon  her  to  per- 
severe. Soon  faithfulness  began  to  bring  its  reward. 
With  delight  she  found  herself  getting  the  better 
of  diflSculties,  beginning  to  see  a  little  through  the 
mists  of  ignorance,  making  some  sensible  progress 
on  the  long  road  of  learning.  Study  grew  delight- 
fill;  her  lessons  with  Alice  one  of  her  greatest 
enjoyments.  And  as  they  were  a  labour  of  love  to 
both  teacher  and  scholar,  and  as  it  was  the  aim  of 
each  to  see  quite  to  the  bottom  of  every  matter, 
where  it  was  possible,  and  to  leave  no  difficulties 
behind  them  on  the  road,  not  cleared  away,  no  won- 
der EUen  went  forward  steadily  and  rapidly.  Read- 
ing also  became  a  wonderftd  pleasure.  The  Life  of 
Washington  was  read,  and  read,  and  read  over  again, 
till  she  almost  knew  it  by  heart ;  and  from  that  she 
went  to  Alice's  library,  and  ransacked  it  for  what 
would  suit  her.  Happily  it  was  weU  selected,  and 
EUen  could  not  light  upon  many  books  that  would 
do  her  mischief.  For  those,  Alice's  wish  was 
enough; — she  never  opened  them.  Furthermore, 
Alice  insisted  that  when  Ellen  had  once  fairly  begun 
a  book  she  should  go  through  with  it ;  not  capri- 
ciously leave  it  for  another,  nor  have  half-a-dozen 
about  at  a  time.  But  when  Ellen  had  read  it  once 
she  commonly  wanted  to  read  it  over  again,  and 
seldom  laid  it  aside  until  she  had  sucked  all  the 
sweetness  out  of  it. 

As  for  drawing,  it  could  not  go  on  very  fast  while 
the  cold  weather  lasted.  EUen  had  no  place  at 
home  where  she  could  spread  out  her  paper  and 
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copies  without  danger  of  being  disturbed.  Her 
only  chance  was  at  the  parsonage.  John  had  put 
all  her  pencils  in  order  before  he  went,  and  had  left 
her  an  abundance  of  copies,  marked  as  she  was  to 
take  them.  They,  or  some  of  them,  were  bestowed 
in  Alice's  desk ;  and  whenever  Ellen  had  a  spare 
hour  or  two,  in  a  fine  morning  or  afternoon,  she 
made  the  best  of  her  way  to  the  mountain ;  it  made 
no  difference  whether  Alice  was  at  home  or  not ; 
she  went  in,  coaxed  up  the  fire,  and  began  her  work. 
It  happened  many  a  time  that  Alice,  coming  home 
from  a  walk  in  the  woods,  saw  the  Httle  hood  and 
cloak  on  the  settee  before  she  opened  the  glass  door, 
and  knew  very  well  how  she  should  find  Ellen, 
bending  intently  over  her  desk.  These  runs  to  the 
mountain  were  very  frequent ;  sometimes  to  draw, 
sometimes  to  recite,  always  to  see  Alice  and  be 
happy.  Ellen  grew  rosy  and  hardy,  and  in  spite  of 
her  separation  from  her  mother,  she  was  very  happy 
too.  Her  extreme  and  varied  occupation  made  this 
possible.  She  had  no  time  to  indulge  useless  sorrow ; 
on  the  contrary,  her  thoughts  were  taken  up  with 
agreeable  matters,  either  doing  or  to  be  done ;  and 
at  night  she  was  far  too  tired  and  sleepy  to  lie 
awake  musing.  And  besides,  she  hoped  that  her 
mother  would  come  back  in  the  spring,  or  the  sum- 
mer at  farthest.  It  is  true  that  Ellen  did  not  at 
all  like  the  kind  of  business  her  aunt  gave  her ; 
it  was  oftentimes  a  trial  of  temper  and  patience. 
Miss  Eortune  was  not  the  'most  pleasant  work- 
mistress  in  the  world,  and  Ellen  was  apt  to  wish  to 
be  doing  something  else  ;  but  after  aU  this  was  not 
amiss.  Besides  the  discipline  of  character,  these 
trials  made  the  pleasant  things,  with  which  they 
were  mixed  up,  seem  doubly  pleasant ;  the  disagree- 
able parts  of  her  life  gave  a  relish  to  the  agreeable 
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vonderfidly.  After  spending  the  whole  morning 
with  Miss  Fortune  in  the  depths  of  housework,  how 
delightful  it  was  to  forget  all  in  drawing  some  nice 
little  cottage  with  a  piece  of  stone  wall  and  a  barrel 
in  front ;  or  to  go  with  Alice,  in  thought,  to  the 
south  of  France,  and  learn  how  the  peasants  ma- 
nage their  vines  and  make  the  wine  from  them  ;  or 
run  over  the  Bock  of  Gibraltar  with  the  monkeys ; 
or  at  another  time,  seated  on  a  little  bench  in  the 
chimney  comer,  when  the  fire  blazed  up  well,  before 
the  candles  were  lighted,  to  forget  the  kitchen  and 
the  supper  and  her  bustling  aunt,  and  sail  round 
the  world  with  Captain  Cook.  Yes — these  things 
were  aU  the  sweeter  for  being  tasted  by  morsels. 

Spring  brought  new  occupation;  household  la- 
bours began  to  increase  in  number  and  measure ; 
her  leisure  times  were  shortened.  But  pleasures 
also  were  increased.  When  the  snow  went  off,  and 
spring-like  days  came,  and  birds'  notes  were  heard 
again,  and  the  trees  put  out  their  young  leaves,  and 
the  brown  mountains  were  looking  soft  and  green, 
Ellen's  heart  bounded  at  the  sight.     The  springing 

frass  was  lovely  to  see ;  dandelions  were  marvels  of 
eauty  ;  to  her  each  wild  wood-flower  was  a  wonder 
never  to  be  enough  admired  and  loved.  She  used 
to  take  long  rambles  with  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  when 
business  led  him  to  the  woods,  sometimes  riding 
part  of  the  way  on  the  ox-sled.  Always  a  basket 
for  flowers  was  taken ;  and  when  the  sled  stopped, 
she  would  wander  all  round  seeking  among  the 
piled-up  dead  leaves  for  the  white  wind-flower,  and 
pretty  little  hang-head  XJvularia,  and  delicate  blood- 
root,  and  the  wild  geranium  and  coliunbine;  and 
many  others,  the  names  of  which  she  did  not  know. 
They  were  like  friends  to  Ellen ;  she  gathered  them 
affectionately  as  well  as  admiringly  into  her  little 
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basket.  Even  Mr.  Van  Briint  came  to  have  an  in- 
distinct notion  that  Ellen  and  flowers  were  made  to 
be  together.  After  he  found  what  a  pleasure  it  was 
to  her  to  go  on  these  expeditions,  he  made  it  a  point, 
whenever  he  was  bound  to  the  woods  on  a  fine  day, 
to  come  to  the  house  for  her.  Miss  Fortune  might 
object  as  she  pleased  ;  he  always  found  an  answer  ; 
and  at  last  EUen,  to  her  great  joy,  would  be  told, 
"  Well !  go  get  your  bonnet,  and  be  off  with  your- 
self." Once  under  the  shadow  of  the  large  trees, 
the  dried  leaves  crackling  beneath  her  feet,  and 
alone  with  her  kind  conductor, — and  Miss  Fortune 
and  all  in  the  world  that  was  disagreeable  was  for- 
gotten— forgotten,  no  more  to  be  remembered  till 
the  walk  should  come  to  an  end.  And  it  would  have 
surprised  any  one  to  hear  the  long  conversations 
she  and  Mr.  Van  Brunt  kept  up, — he,  the  silentest 
man  in  Thirlwall !  Their  talk  often  ran  upon  trees, 
among  which  Mr.  Van  Brunt  was  at  home ;  Ellen 
wanted  to  become  acquainted  with  them,  as  weU  as 
with  the  little  flowers  that  grew  at  their  feet ;  and 
he  tried  to  teach  her  how  to  know  each  separate 
kind  by  the  bark  and  leaf  and  manner  of  growth. 
The  pine,  and  hemlock,  and  fir  were  easily  leamt ; 
the  white  birch  too ;  beyond  those  at  first  she  was 
perpetually  confounding  one  with  another.  Mr. 
Van  Brunt  had  to  go  over  and  over  his  instruc- 
tions ;  never  weary,  always  vastly  amused.  Plea- 
sant lessons  these  were !  Ellen  thought  so,  and 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  thought  so  too. 

Then  there  were  walks  with  Alice,  pleasanter 
still,  if  that  could  be.  And  even  in  the  house, 
EUen  managed  to  keep  a  token  of  spring-time. 
On  her  toUet-table,  the  three  uncouth  legs  of  which 
were  now  hidden  by  a  neat  dimity  cover,  there 
always  stood  a  broken  tumbler  with  a  supply  of 
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flowers.  The  supply  was  very  varied,  it  is  true  ; 
sometimes  only  a  handful  of  dandelions,  sometimes 
a  huge  bunch  of  lilac  flowers,  which  could  not  be 
persuaded  to  stay  in  the  glass  without  the  help  of 
the  wall,  against  which  it  leaned  in  very  undigni- 
fied style  ;  sometimes  the  bouquet  was  oi  really  de- 
licate and  beautiful  wild  flowers.  All  were  charm- 
ing in  EUen's  eyes. 

As  the  days  grew  long  and  the  weather  warm, 
Alice  and  she  began  to  make  frequent  trips  to  the 
Cat's  Back,  and  French  came  very  much  into  fashion. 
They  generally  took  Sharp  to  ease  the  long  way, 
and  rested  themselves  with  a  good  stay  on  the 
mountain.  Their  coming  was  always  a  joy  to  the 
old  lady.  She  was  dearly  fond  of  them  both,  and 
delighted  to  hear  jfrom  their  lips  the  language  she 
loved  best.  After  a  time  they  spoke  nothing  else 
when  with  her.  She  was  well  qualified  to  teach 
them  ;  and,  indeed,  her  general  education  had  been 
&r  from  contemptible,  though  nature  had  done 
more  for.  her.  As  the  language  grew  familiar  to 
them,  she  loved  to  tell  and  they  to  hear  long  stories 
of  her  youth  and  native  country, — scenes  and  peo- 
ple so  very  different  from  all  that  Ellen  had  ever 
seen  or  heard  of ;  and  told  in  a  lively  simple  style, 
which  she  could  not  have  given  in  English,  and 
with  a  sweet  colouring  of  Christian  thought  and 
feeling.     Many  things  made  these  visits  good  and 

)leasant.  It  was  not  the  least  of  Alice's  and  EUen's 
loy  to  carry  their  old  friend  something  that  might 

)e  for  her  comfort  in  her  lonely  way  of  life.  For 
even  Miss  Fortune  now  and  then  told  Ellen  "  she 
might  take  a  piece  of  that  cheese  along  with  her ; " 
or,  "  she  wondered  if  the  old  lady  would  like  a  little 
fresh  meat? — she  guessed  she'd  cut  her  a  bit  of 
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that  nice  lamt);  she  wouldn't  want  but  a  little 
piece."  A  singular  testimony  this  was  to  the 
respect  and  esteem  Mrs.  Yawse  had  from  every- 
hodj.  Miss  Fortune  very,  very  seldom  was  known 
to  take  anything  from  her  own  comforts  to  add  to 
those  of  another.  The  ruling  passion  of  this  lady 
was  thrift ;  her  next,  good  housewifery.  First,  to 
gather  to  herself  and  heap  up  what  the  world  most 
esteems ;  after  that,  to  be  known  as  the  most  tho- 
rough housekeeper  and  the  smartest  woman  in 
ThirlwaU. 

Ellen  made  other  visits  she  did  not  like  so  well. 
In  the  course  of  the  winter  and  summer  she  be- 
came acquainted  with  most  of  the  neighbourhood. 
She  sometimes  went  with  her  aunt  to  a  formal  tea- 
drinking,  one,  two,  three,  or  four  miles  off,  as  the 
case  might  be.  They  were  not  very  pleasant.  To  some 
places  she  was  asked  by  herself;  and  though  the 
people  invariably  showed  themselves  very  kind,  and 
did  their  best  to  please  her,  EUen  seldom  cared  to 
go  a  second  time ;  liked  even  home  and  Miss  For- 
tune better.  There  were  a  few  exceptions  ;  Jenny 
Hitchcock  was  one  of  her  favourites,  and  Jane  Huff 
was  another ;  and  all  of  their  respective  families 
came  in,  with  good  reason,  for  a  share  of  her  re- 
gard— Mr.  Juniper,  indeed,  excepted.  Once  they 
went  to  a  quilting  at  Squire  Dennison's  ;  the  house 
was  spotlessly  neat  and  weU  ordered ;  the  people  all 
kind ;  but  Ellen  thought  they  did  not  seem  to  know 
how  to  be  pleasant.  Dan  Dennison  alone  had  no 
stiffness  about  him.  Miss  Fortune  remarked  with 
pride  that  even  in  this  family  of  pretension,  as  she 
thought  it,  the  refreshments  could  bear  no  compa- 
rison with  hers.  Once  they  were  invited  to  tea  at 
the  Lawsons' ;  but  EUen  told  AHce,  with  much  ap- 
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parent  disgust,  that  she  never  wanted  to  go  again. 
Mrs.  Van  Brunt  she  saw  often.  To  Thirlwall  Miss 
Fortune  never  went. 

Twice  iu  the  course  of  the  summer  Ellen  had  a 
very  great  pleasure  iu  the  company  of  little  EUen 
Chauncey.  Once  Miss  Sophia  brought  her,  and 
once  her  mother ;  and  the  last  time,  they  made  a 
visit  of  two  weeks.  On  both  occasions  EUen  was 
sent  for  to  the  parsonage  while  they  stayed ;  and 
the -pleasure  that  she  and  her  little  friend  had  to- 
gether cannot  be  told.  It  was  unmixed  now. 
Rambliag  about  through  the  woods  and  over  the 
fields,  no  matter  where,  it  was  all  enchanting ;  help- 
ing Alice  to  garden ;  helpiag  Thomas  to  make  hay, 
and  the  mischief  they  did  his  haycock*  by  tumbling 
upon  them,  and  the  patience  with  which  he  bore  it ; 
the  looking  for  eggs ;  the  helping  Margery  to  chum, 
and  the  helpiag  each  other  to^set  tables ;  the  pleasant 
mornings,  and  pleasant  evenings,  and  pleasant  mid- 
days,— cannot  be  told.  Long  to  be  remembered, 
sweet,  and  pure,  was  the  pleasure  of  those  summer 
days,  unclouded  by  a  shade  of  discontent  or  disa- 
greement on  either  brow.  EUen  loved  the  whole 
Marshman  famUy  now,  for  the  sake  of  one — the 
one  she  had  first  known ;  and  Httle  EUen  Chauncey 
repeatedly  told  her  mother  in  private,  that  Ellen 
Montgomery  was  the  very  nicest  girl  she  had  ever 
seen.  They  met  with  joy,  and  parted  with  sorrow 
— entreating  and  promising,  if  possible,  a  speedy 
meeting  again. 

Amidst  aU  the  improvement  and  enjoyment  of 
these  summer  months,  and  they  had  very  much  of 
both  for  EUen,  there  was  one  cause  of  sorrow  she 
could  not  help  feeUng,  and  it  began  to  press  more 
and  more.  Letters  came  slowly,  and  when  they 
came,  they  were  not  at  all  satisfactory.     Those  in 
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her  mother's  hand  dwindled  and  dwindled  till,  at 
last,  there  came  only  mere  scraps  of  letters  from 
her ;  and  sometimes,  after  a  long  interval,  one  from 
Captain  Montgomery  would  come  alone.  Ellen's 
heart  sickened  with  long-deferred  hope.  She  won- 
dered what  could  make  her  mother  neglect  a  matter 
so  necessary  for  her  happiness ;  sometimes,  she  fan- 
cied  they  were  travelling  about,  and  it  might  be 
inconvenient  to  write ;  sometimes  she  thought,  per- 
haps, they  were  coming  home  without  letting  her 
know,  and  would  suddenly  surprise  her  some  day, 
and  make  her  half  lose  her  senses  with  joy.  But 
they  did  not  come,  or  write ;  and  whatever  was  the 
reason,  Ellen  felt  it  was  very  sad,  and  sadder  and 
sadder  as  the  simmier  went  on.  Her  own  letters 
became  pitiful  in  their  supplications  for  letters  ; 
they  had  been  very  cheerful,  and  filled  with  en- 
couraging matter— aiid,  in  part,  they  were  still. 

For  a  while  her  mind  was  diverted  from  this  sad 
subject,  and  her  brow  cleared  up,  when  John  came 
home  in  August.  As  before,  Alice  gained  Miss 
Fortune's  leave  to  keep  her  at  the  parsonage  the 
whole  time  of  his  stay,  which  was  several  weeks. 
Ellen  wondered  that  it  was  so  easily  granted,  but 
she  was  much  too  happy  to  spend  time  in  thinking 
about  it.  Miss  Fortune  had  several  reasons.  She 
was  unwilling  to  displease  Miss  Humphreys,  and 
conscious  that  it  would  be  a  shame  to  her  to  stand 
openly  in  the  way  of  EUen's  good.  Besides,  though 
EUen's  services  were  lost  for  a  time,  yet  she  said 
she  got  tired  of  setting  her  to  work  ;  she  liked  to 
dash  round  the  house  alone,  without  thinking  what 
somebody  else  was  doing  or  ought  to  be  doing.  In 
short,  she  liked  to  have  her  out  of  the  way  for  a 
while.  Furthermore,  it  did  not  please  her  that  Mr. 
Van  Brunt  and  her  little  handmaid  were,  as  she 
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expressed  it,  "  so  thick/*  His  first  thought  and  his 
last  thought,  she  said,  she  believed  were  for  Ellen, 
whether  he  came  in  or  went  out ;  and  Miss  Fortune 
was  accustomed  to  be  chief,  not  only  in  her  own 
house,  but  in  the  regards  of  all  who  came  to  it.  At 
any  rate  the  leave  was  granted,  and  Ellen  went. 

And  now  was  repeated  the  pleasure  of  the  first 
week  in  January.  It  would  have  been  increased, 
but  increase  was  not  possible.  There  was  only 
the  diffierence  between  lovely  winter  and  lovely  sum- 
mer weather ;  it  was  seldom  very  hot  in  TlurlwaU. 
The  fields  and  hills  were  covered  with  green  instead 
of  white ;  fluttering  leaves  had  taken  the  place  of 
snow-covered  sprays  and  sparkling  icicles  ;  and  for 
the  keen  north  and  brisk  north-west,  soft  summer 
airs  were  blowing.  EUen  saw  no  other  difference, 
— except  that  perhaps,  if  it  could  be,  there  was 
something  more  of  tenderness  in  the  manner  of 
Alice  and  her  brother  towards  her.  No  little  sister 
could  have  been  more  cherished  and  cared  for.  If 
there  was  a  change,  Mr.  Humphreys  shared  it. 
It  is  true  he  seldom  took  much  part  in  the  conver- 
sation, and  seldomer  was  with  them  in  any  of  their 
pursuits  or  pleasures.  He  generally  shut  himself 
up  in  his  study.  But  whenever  he  did  speak  to 
EUen  his  tone  was  particularly  gentle  and  his  look 
kind.  He  sometimes  called  her,  "My  little 
daughter,"  which  always  gave  Ellen  great  pleasure ! 
she  would  jump  at  such  times  with  double  zeal  to 
do  anything  he  asked  her. 

Now  drawing  went  on  with  new  vigour  under  the 
eye  of  her  master.  And  many  things  beside.  John 
took  a  great  deal  of  pains  with  her  in  various  ways. 
He  made  her  read  to  him ;  he  helped  her  and  Alice 
with  their  French;  he  went  with  them  to  Mrs. 
Vawse's  ;    and  even  Mr.  Humphreys  went  there  too 
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one  afternoon  to  tea.  How  much  Ellen  enjoyed 
that  afternoon !  They  took  with  them  a  great  bas- 
ket of  provisions,  for  Mrs.  Vawse  could  not  be  ex- 
pected to  entertain  so  large. a  party  ;  and  borrowed 
Jenny  Hitchcock's  pony,  which,  with  old  John  and 
Sharp,  mounted  three  of  the  company ;  they  took 
turns  in  walking.  No  one  minded  that.  TTie  fine 
weather,  the  beautiful  mountain-top,  the  general 
pleasure,  Mr.  Humphreys'  uncommon  spirits  and 
talkableness,  the  oddity  of  their  way  of  travelling 
and  of  a  tea-party  on  the  "  Cat's  Back,"  and  fur- 
thermore, the  fact  that  Nancy  stayed  at  home  and 
behaved  very  well  the  whole  time,  all  together  fiUed 
Ellen's  cup  of  happiness,  for  the  time,  as  full  as  it 
could  hold.  She  never  forgot  that  afternoon.  And 
the  ride  home  was  the  best  of  aU.  The  sun  was  low 
by  the  time  they  reached  the  plain  ;  long  shadows  lay 
across  their  road ;  the  soft  air  just  stirred  the  leaves 
on  the  branches  ;  stillness  and  loveliness  were  over 
all  things  ;  and  down  Jhe  mountain  and  along  the 
roads  through  the  open  country,  the  whole  way, 
John  walked  at  her  bridle ;  so  kind  in  his  care  of 
her,  so  pleasant  in  his  conversation  with  her,  teach- 
ing her  how  to  sit  in  the  saddle,  and  hold  the  reins 
and  whip,  and  much  more  important  things  too, 
that  Ellen  thought  a  pleasanter  thing  could  not  be 
than  to  ride  so.  After  that  they  took  a  great  many 
rides,  borrowing  Jenny's  pony,  or  some  other,  and 
explored  the  beautiful  country  far  and  near.  And 
almost  daily  John  had  up  Sharp,  and  gave  Ellen  a 
regular  lesson.  She  often  thought,  and  sometimes 
looked,  what  she  had  once  said  to  him,  "  I  wish  I 
could  do  something  for  you,  Mr.  John ;" — ^but  he 
smiled  at  her  and  said  nothing. 

At  last  he  was  gone.     And  in  aU  the  weeks  he 
had  been  at  home,  and  in  many  weeks  before,  no 
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letter  had  come  for  Ellen.  The  thought  had  been 
kept  from  weighing  upon  her  by  the  thousand  plea- 
sures that  filled  up  every  moment  of  his  stay ;  she 
could  not  be  sad  then,  or  only  for  a  minute ;  hope 
threw  off  the  sorrow  as  soon  as  it  was  felt ;  and  she 
forgot  how  time  flew.  But  when  his  visit  was  over, 
and  she  went  back  to  her  old  place  and  her  old  life 
at  her  aunt's,  the  old  feeling  came  back  in  greater 
strength.  She  began  again  to  count  the  days  and 
the  weeks ;  to  feel  the  bitter  unsatisfied  longing. 
Tears  would  drop  upon  her  Bible ;  tears"  (streamed 
from  her  eyes  when  she  prayed  that  God  woidd 
make  her  mother  well,  and  bring  her  home  to  her 
quickly, — oh,  quickly  ! — and  little  EUen's  face  began 
to  wear  once  more  something  of  its  old  look. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

All  was  ended  now,  the  hope,  and  the  fear,  and  the  sorrow. 
All  the  aching  of  heart,  the  restless,  unsatisfied  longing. 
All  the  dull  deep  pain,  and  constant  anguish  of  patience ! 

Longfellow. 

One  day  in  the  early  part  of  September,  she  was 
standing  in  front  of  the  house,  at  the  little  wicket 
that  opened  on  the  road.  "With  her  back  against 
the  open  gate,  she  was  gently  moving  it  to  and  fro, 
half  enjoying  the  weather  and  the  scene,  half  indulg- 
ing the  melancholy  mood  which  drove  her  from  the 
presence  of  her  bustling  aunt.  The  gurgling  sound 
of  the  brook  a  few  steps  off  was  a  great  deal  more 
soothing  to  her  ear  than  Miss  Fortune's  sharp 
tones.  By-and-by,  a  horseman  came  iu  sight  at 
the  far  end  of  the  road,  and  the  brook  was  forgot- 
ten. What  made  Ellen  look  at  him  so  sharply  ? 
Poor  child !  she  was  always  expecting  news.  At 
first  she  could  only  see  that  the  man  rode  a  white 
horse ;  then,  as  he  came  nearer,  an  odd  looped-up 
hat  showed  itself — and  something  queer  m  his 
hand, — what  was  it  ?  who  is  it  ? — The  old  news- 
man !  EUen  was  sure.  Yes — she  could  now  see 
his  saddle-bags,  and  the  white  horse-tail  set  in  a 
handle  with  which  he  was  brushing  away  the  flies 
from  his  horse ;  the  tin  trumpet  was  in  his  other 
hand,  to  blow  withal.  He  was  a  venerable  old 
figure,  with  aU  his  oddities ;  clad  in  a  suit  of  snuff 
brown,  with  a  neat,  quiet  look  about  him,  he  and 
the  saddle-bags  and  the  white  horse  jogged  on  to- 
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gether  as  if  they  belonged  to  nothing  else  in  the 
world  but  each  other.  In  an  ecstacj  of  fear  and 
hope  Ellen  watched  the  pace  of  the  old  horse  to  see 
if  it  gave  any  sign  of  slackening  near  the  gate. 
Her  breath  came  short,  she  hardly  breathed  at  all, 
she  was  trembling  from  head  to  foot.  Would  he 
stop,  or  was  he  going  on  !  Oh,  the  long  agony  of 
two  minutes! — He  stopped.  Ellen  went  towards 
him. 

"  What  little  gal  is  this  ?"  said  he. 

"I  am  Ellen  Montgomery,  sir,"  said  Ellen  ea- 
gerly ; — "  Miss  Fortune's  niece — I  live  here." 

"  Stop  a  bit,"  said  the  old  man,  taking  up  his 
saddle-bags, — "  Miss  Fortune's  niece,  eh  ?  Well — 
I  believe — as  I've  got  somethin'  for  her — some- 
thin'  here — aunt  weU,  eh  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"That's  more  than  you  be,  aint  it?"  said  he, 
glancing  sideways  at  Ellen's  face.  "  How  do  you 
know  but  I've  got  a  letter  for  vou  here,  eh  ?" 

The  colour  rushed  to  that  mce,  and  she  clasped 
her  hands. 

"  No,  dear,  no,"  said  he, — "  I  ha'n't  got  any  for 
you — it's  for  the  old  lady — there,  run  in  with  it, 
dear." 

But  Ellen  knew  before  she  touched  it  that  it  was 
a  foreign  letter,  and  dashed  into  the  house  with  it. 
Miss  Fortune  coolly  sent  her  back  to  pay  the 
postage. 

When  she  came  in  again  her  aunt  was  still 
reading  the  letter.  But  her  look,  EUen  felt,  was 
unpromising.  She  did  not  venture  to  speak;  ex- 
pectation was  chiUed.  She  stood  till  Miss  Fortune 
began  to  fold  up  the  paper. 

"  Is  there  nothing  for  me  ? "  she  said  then 
timidly. 


\ 
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'•No. 

-0  whv  divs  she  not  writi'  tn  me!"  erieJ  Ellen, 

Mis'*  Fortune  ^talkell  alvnit  the  n>iiin  without 


'» 0  it'  *he  h:id  only  sent  nie  a  messagre !  I  shoultl 
rliiiik.  she  miirht ;  O  I  wish  >he  had  I — three  words! 
lioes  i»«ipi*  *A}  ^^^^^"  ^^^'^^^^  '^^'^^^'=^  "^'^  write  r" 

••  >o." 

■•  It  is  von-  stnunre  I"  n^peated  p«x^r  Ellen. 

■'  W'ur  father  talks  of  oi'iiiinir  home."  said  Miss 
Vrc::''e»  atler  a  few  minutes,  during  which  Ellen 
Kid  Nvti  'iilentlx  weepiui:. 

■•  llvwue!  Then  slie  must  be  better  I"  said  Ellen 
^!ih  tio^^  life  :  "d«.vs  papa  s:iy  tihe  is  better  r"' 

••  Ivii  what  divs  he  mean  :"  said  Ellen  uneasily: 
.  ••  I  Jv>  not  see  what  hv*  !!U aiis :  he  iloes  not  say 
i-Mi  luamma  is  wor^e.  and  he  d-ei  not  say  she  is 
tv*te»'.     what  dcf's  he  say  :*' 

••  Ue  \lv*u't  sav  miuvi  about  a*\vT".iu:j." 
••  l\vs  lie  sa\  wh.eu  iho\  art^  e*  u  i:!*:  home  ?'' 
Mi>s  Fortune  iiur.ubled sov.n: la:*, c about  "sprin*;," 
.-Mui  whisked  vMV  to  tb.e  butun  ;  E.lvU  thouirht  no 
i«oi\*  w:i<  to  be  lear'U  fiwu  [:er.  She  tV-lt  miser- 
.•»Mo  Her  tat  her  ai\d  iier  aim:  b.^th  seemed  to  at-t 
xh'«»u>;el\  :  atul  wheiv  to  ti:ui  eouitort  she  srareely 
i^he  had  \^ne  da}  been  tellinsr  her  doubts 
>^«i  lo  John,  lie  did  !iot  try  to  raise  her 
I  «iid.  "  ri\n:b"es  w  •■.'.  eome  in  this  world, 
I*  lv!«t  tb.itis;  is  to  trust  them  and  our- 
IHlf  dtvir  Sjwiour.  and  let  trials  drive  us  to 
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Him.  Seek  to  love  Him  more,  and  to  be  patient 
under  His  will ;  the  good  Shepherd  means  nothing 
but  kindness  to  any  lamb  in  His  flock, — jo\i  may 
be  sure  of  that,  Ellie." 

Ellen  remembered  his  words  and  tried  to  follow 
them  now,  but  she  could  not  be  "  patient  under 
His  will'*  yet, — not  quite.  It  was  very  hard  to  be 
patient  in  such  uncertainty.  With  swimming  eyes 
she  turned  over  her  Bible  in  search  of  comfort,  and 
found  it.  Her  eye  lit  upon  words  she  knew  very 
well,  but  that  were  like  the  fresh  sight  of  a  friend's 
face  for  all  that, — "  Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled ; 
ye  believe  in  God,  believe  also  in  me.  In  my  Fa- 
ther's house  are  many  mansions."  There  is  no 
parting  there,  thought  little  Ellen.  She  cried  a 
long  time;  but  she  was  comforted  nevertheless. 
The  heart  that  rests  on  the  blessed  One  who  said 
those  words  can  never  be  quite  desolate. 

For  several  days  things  went  on  in  the  old  train, 
only  her  aunt,  she  thought,  was  sometimes  rather 
queer, — not  quite  as  usual  in  her  manner  towards 
her.  Mr.  Van  Brunt  was  not  rather  but  verj/ 
queer ;  he  scarce  spoke  or  looked  at  Ellen ;  bolted 
down  his  food,  and  was  off  without  a  word;  and 
even  stayed  away  entirely  from  two  or  three  meals. 
She  saw  no  one  else.  Weather  and  other  circum- 
stances prevented  her  going  to  the  mountain. 

One  afternoon  she  was  giving  her  best  attention 
to  a  French  lesson,  when  she  heard  herself  called. 
Miss  Fortune  was  in  the  lower  kitchen  dipping 
candles.     Ellen  ran  down. 

"  I  don't  know  what's  got  into  these  candles,"- 
said  Miss  Fortune, — "  I  can't  make  'em  hang  to- 
gether ;  the  tallow  aint  good,  I  guess.  Where's 
the  nearest  place  they  keep  bees  ?" 

VOL.  II.  o 
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'^They  bsre  bees  at  Mn.  HitchcockV'  8ud 
Men. 

"  So  they  liave  in  Egypt,  for  anything  I  know,'* 
said  her  aunt ; — '^  one  would  be  about  as  much  good 
now  as  t'other.  Mrs.  Lowndes ! — that  aint  £Eir  off. 
Put  on  your  bonnet,  Ellen,  and  run  over  there,  and 
ask  her  to  let  me  have  a  little  bees-wax.  I'll  pay 
her  in  something  she  likes  best." 

''Does  Mrs.  Lowndes  keep  bee-hiyes?"  sud 
EUen  doubtfully. 

"  No — she  makes  the  bees-wax  herself^"  said 
Miss  Fortune,  in  the  tone  she  always  took  when 
anybody  presumed  to  suppose  she  might  be  mis* 
taken  in  anything. 

"  How  much  shall  I  ask  her  for  ?"  said  EUen. 

"01  don't  know — ^a  pretty  good  piece." 

Ellen  was  not  very  clear  what  quantity  this  might 
mean.  However  she  wisely  asked  no  more  ques- 
tions, and  set  out  upon  her  walk.  It  was  hot  and 
disagreeable ;  just  that  time  of  the  day  when  the 
sun  had  most  power,  and  Mrs.  Lowndes'  house  was 
about  half  way  on  the  road  to  Alice's.  It  was  not 
a  place  where  Ellen  liked  to  go,  though  the  people 
always  made  much  of  her ;  she  did  not  fancy  them, 
and  systematically  kept  out  of  their  way,  when  she 
could.  Miss  Maiy  Lawson  was  sitting  with  Mrs. 
Lowndes  and  her  daughter  when  Ellen  came  in  and 
briefly  gave  her  aunt's  message. 

"  Bees- wax,"  said  Mrs.  Lowndes, — "  weU,  I  don't 
know — How  much  does  she  want  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  ma'am,  exactly ;  she  said  a. 
pretty  good  piece." 

"  What  is  it  for  ?  do  you  know,  honey  ?" 

"  I  believe  it  is  to  put  in  some  taUow  for  can- 
dles," said  Ellen ; — "  the  tallow  was  too  soft,  she 
said." 
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"  I  didn't  know  Miss  Eoitune's  tallow  was  ever 
anything  but  the  hardest,"  said  Sarah  Lowndes. 

"  You  had  better  not  let  your  aunt  know  you 
have  told  on  her,  EUen,"  remarked  Mary  Lawson; 
"  she  will  not  thank  you.'* 

"  Had  she  a  good  lot  of  taller  to  make  up  ?'* 
inquired  the  mother,  preparing  to  cut  her  bees- wax. 

"  I  do  not  know,  ma'am  ;  she  had  a  large  kettle, 
but  I  do  not  know  how  fuU  it  was." 

"  You  may  as  well  send  a  good  piece,  ma,  while 
you  are  about  it,"  said  the  daughter ; — "  and  ask 
fier  to  let  us  have  a  piece  of  her  sage  cheese,  will 
you?" 

"  Is  it  worth  while  to  weigh  it  P"  whispered  Mrs. 
Lowndes. 

Her  daughter  answered  in  the  same  tone,  and 
Miss  Mary  joining  them,  a  conversation  of  some 
length  went  on  over  the  bees-wax  which  Ellen  could 
not  hear.  The  tones  of  the  speakers  became  lower 
and  lower ;  till  at  length  her  own  name  and  an  in- 
cautious sentence  were  spoken  more  distinctly,  and 
reached  her. 

"  Should  not  you  tlunk  Miss  "Fortune  might  put  a 
black  ribbon  at  least  on  her  bonnet  ?" 

"  Anybody  but  she  would." 

"Hush! "      They  whispered    again    under 

breath. 

The  words  entered  EUen's  heart  like  cold  iron. 
She  did  not  move,  hand  or  foot ;  she  sat  motionless 
with  pain  and  fear,  yet  what  she  feared  she  dared 
not  think.  When  the  bees-wax  was  given  her  she 
rose  up  from  her  chair  and  stood  gazing  into  Mrs. 
Lowndes'  face  as  if  she  had  lost  her  senses. 

" My  goodness,  child,  how  you  look!"  said  that 
lady.     "  What  ails  you,  honey  ?" 


148         THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WORLD. 

"  Ma'am,"  said  Ellen, — "  what  was  that  you  said, 
about — " 

"  About  what,  dear  ?*'  said  Mrs.  Lowndes,  with  a 
startled  look  at  the  others. 

"About — a  riband — "  said  EUen,  struggling  to 
get  the  words  out  of  her  lips. 

"  My  goodness  !"  said  the  other ; — "  did  you  ever 
hear  anything  like  that  ? — I  didn't  say  nothing 
about  a  riband,  dear." 

"  Do  you  suppose  her  aunt  ha'n't  told  her  ?"  said 
Miss  Mary,  in  an  under  tone. 

"Told  me  what?"  cried  Ellen.— "  Oh  what ?— 
what?" 

"  I  wish  I  was  a  thousand  miles  off!"  said  Mrs. 
Lowndes ; — "  I  don't  know,  dear — I  don't  know  what 
it  is — Miss  Alice  knows." 

"Yes,  ask  Miss  Alice,"  said  Mary  Lawson;  — 
"  she  knows  better  than  we  do." 

EUen  looked  doubtfully  from  one  to  the  other ; 
then  as  "  Go  ask  Miss  Alice  "  was  repeated  on  all 
sides,  she  caught  up  her  bonnet,  and  flinging  the 
bees-wax  from  her  hand,  darted  out  of  the  house. 
They  looked  at  each  other  a  minute  in  silence. 

"  Aint  that  too  bad,  now !  "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Lowndes,  crossing  the  room  to  shut  the  door.  "  But 
what  could  I  say  ?  " 

"  Which  way  did  she  go  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I  am  sure — I  had  no  head  to 
look,  or  anything  else.  I  wonder  if  I  had  ought  to 
ha'  told  her. — But  I  couldn't  ha'  done  it." 

"  Just  look  at  her  bees-wax ! "  said  Sarah  Lowndes. 

"  She  wiU  kiU  herself  if  she  runs  up  the  moun- 
tain at  that  rate,"  said  Mary  Lawson. 

They  all  made  a  rush  to  the  door,  to  look  after 
her. 
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"  She  aint  in  sight,"  said  Mrs.  Lowndes  ; — "  if 
she's  gone  the  way  to  the  Nose,  she's  got  as  far  as 
them  big  poplars  abeady,  or  she'd  be  somewhere 
this  side  oi 'em,  where  we  could  see  her." 

"  You  hadn't  ought  to  ha'  let  her  go,  ma,  in  all 
this  sun,"  said  Miss  Lowndes. 

"  I  declare,"  said  Mrs.  Lowndes,  "she  scared  me 
so,  I  hadn't  three  idees  left  in  my  head.  I  wish  I 
knew  where  she  was,  though,  poor  little  soul ! " 

Ellen  was  far  on  her  way  to  the  mountain,  pressed 
forward  by  a  fear  that  knew  no  stay  of  heat  or 
£%tigue ;  they  were  trifling  to  her  that  day.  She 
saw  nothing  on  her  way ;  all  within  and  without 
was  swallowed  up  in  that  one  feeling;  yet  she 
dared  not  think  what  it  was  that  she  feared.  She 
put  that  fix)m  her.  Alice  knew,  Alice  would  tell 
her ;  on  that  goal  her  heart  was  fixed,  to  that  she 
pressed  on ;  but,  oh,  the  while,  what  a  cloud  was 
gathering  over  her  spirit,  aud  growing  darker  and 
darker.  Her  hurry  of  mind  and  hurry  of  body 
made  each  other  worse ;  it  must  be  so  ;  and  when 
she  at  last  ran  round  the  comer  of  the  house  and 
burst  in  at  the  glass  door,  she  was  in  a  frightful 
state. 

Alice  started  up,  and  faced  her  as  she  came  in, 
but  with  a  look  that  stopped  Ellen  short.  She 
stood  stiU ;  the  colour  in  her  cheeks,  as  her  eyes 
read  Alice's,  faded  quite  away;  words  and  the 
power  to  speak  them  were  gone  altogether.  Alas  ! 
the  need  to  utter  them  was  gone  too.  Alice  burst 
into  tears,  and  held  out  her  arms,  saying  only, 
"My  poor  child!  "  EUen  reached  her  arms,  and 
strength  and  spirit  seemed  to  fail  there.  Alice 
thought  she  had  fainted ;  she  laid  her  on  the  sofa, 
called  Margery,  and  tried  the  usual  remedies,  weep- 
ing bitterly  as  she  did  so.     It  was  not  fainting, 

o  2 
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however ;  Ellen's  senses  soon  came  back ;  but  she 
seemed  like  a  person  stunned  with  a  great  blow, 
and  Alice  wished  grief  had  had  any  other  effect 
upon  her.  It  lasted  for  days.  A  kind  of  stupor 
hung  over  her ;  tears  did  not  come ;  the  violent 
strain  of  every  nerve  and  feeling  seemed  to  have 
left  her  benumbed.  She  would  sleep  long  heavy 
sleeps  the  greater  part  of  the  time,  and  seemed  to 
have  no  power  to  do  anything  else. 

Her  adopted  sister  watched  her  constantly,  and 
for  those  days  lived  but  to  watch  her.  She  had 
heard  aU  Ellen's  story  from  Mary  Lawson  and  Mr. 
Yan  Brunt ;  who  had  both  been  to  the  parsonage, 
one  on  Mrs.  Lowndes'  part,  the  other  on  his  own, 
to  ask  about  her ;  and  she  dreaded  that  a  violent 
fit  of  iUness  might  be  brought  on  by  aU  Ellen  had 
undergone.  She  was  mistaken,  however.  Ellen 
was  not  ill ;  but  her  whole  mind  and  body  bowed 
under  the  weight  of  the  blow  that  had  come  upon 
her.  As  the  first  stupor  wore  off  there  were, 
indeed,  more  lively  signs  of  grief;  she  would  weep 
till  she  wept  her  eyes  out,  and  that  often,  but  it  was 
very  quietly  ;  no  passionate  sobbing,  no  noisy  cry- 
ing ;  sorrow  had  taken  too  strong  hold  to  be  strug- 
gled with,  and  Ellen  meekly  bowed  her  head  to  it. 
Alice  saw  this  with  the  greatest  alarm.  She  had 
refused  to  let  her  go  back  to  her  aunt's;  it  was  im- 
possible to  do  otherwise ;  yet  it  may  be  that  Ellen 
would  have  been  better  there.  The  busy  industry 
to  which  she  would  have  been  forced  at  home 
might  have  roused  her ;  as  it  was,  nothing  drew 
her,  and  nothing  could  be  found  to  draw  her,  from 
her  o^n  thoughts.  Her  iaterest  in  everything 
seemed  to  be  gone.  Books  had  lost  their  charms. 
Walks  and  drives  and  staying  at  home  were  all 
one,  except,  indeed,  that  she  rather  liked  the  latter 
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best.  Appetite  failed ;  her  cheek  grew  colourleBs ; 
and  Alice  began  to  fear  that  if  a  stop  were  not 
soon  put  to  this  gradual  sinking,  it  would  at  last 
end  with  her  life.  But  aU  her  efforts  were  without 
fruit ;  and  the  winter  was  a  sorrowful  one,  not  to 
Ellen  alone. 

As  it  wore  on,  there  came  to  be  one  thing  in 
which  Ellen  again  took  pleasure,  and  that  was  her 
Bible.  She  used  to  get  by  herself,  or  in  a  comer 
with  it,  and  turn  the  leaves  over  and  over ;  looking 
out  its  gentle  promises  and  sweet  comforting  words 
to  the  weak  and  sorrowing.  She  loved  to  read 
about  Christ, — aU  He  said  and  did ;  aU  His  kind- 
ness to  His  people,  and  tender  care  of  them ;  the 
love  shown  them  here,  and  the  joys  prepared  for 
them  hereafter.  She  began  to  cHng  more  to  that 
unchangeable  Eriend  from  whose  love  neither  life 
nor  death  can  sever  those  that  believe  in  Him ; 
and  her  heart,  tossed  and  shaken  as  it  had  been, 
began  to  take  rest  again  in  that  happy  resting- 
place,  with  stronger  affection,  and  even  with  greater 
jov,  than  ever  before.  Yet,  for  all  that,  this  joy 
often  kept  company  with  bitter  weeping ;  the  stir- 
ring of  anything  like  pleasure  roused  sorrow  up 
afresh ;  and  though  EUen's  look  of  sadness  grew 
less  dark,  Alice  could  not  see  that  her  face  was  at 
all  less  white  and  thin.  She  never  spoke  of  her 
mother,  after  once  hearing  when  ana  where  she 
had  died ;  she  never  hinted  at  her  loss,  except 
exclaiming  in  agony,  "  I  shall  get  no  more  letters !  *' 
and  Alice  dared  not  touch  upon  what  the  child 
seemed  to  avoid  so  carefully ;  though  Ellen  some- 
times wept  on  her  bosom,  and  often  sat  for  hours 
still  and  silent  with  her  head  in  her  lap. 

The  time  drew  nigh  when  John  was  expected 
home  for  the  holidays.     In  the  mean  while  they 
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had  had  many  visits  from  other  friends.  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  had  come  several  times,  enough  to  set  the 
whole  neighbourhood  wondering  if  they  had  only 
known  it ;  his  good  old  mother  oftener  still.  Mrs. 
Vawse  as  often  as  possible.  Miss  Fortune  once ; 
and  that  because,  as  she  said  to  herself, "  Everybody 
would  be  talking  about  what  was  none  of  their 
business  if  she  did  not."  As  neither  she  nor  EUen 
knew  in  the  least  what  to  say  to  each  other,  the 
visit  was  rather  a  duU  one,  in  spite  of  all  Alice 
could  do.  Jenny  Hitchcock  and  the  HufFs  and  the 
Dennisons,  and  others,  came  now  and  then;  but 
Ellen  did  not  like  to  see  any  of  them  but  Mrs. 
Vawse.     Alice  longed  for  her  brother. 

He  came  at  last,  just  before  New  Year's  Day. 
It  was  the  middle  of  a  fine  afbemoon,  and  Alice  and 
her  fiither  had  gone  in  the  sleigh  to  Carra-carra. 
EUen  had  chosen  to  stay  behind,  but  Margery  did 
not  know  this,  and  of  course  did  not  teU  John. 
After  paying  a  visit  to  her  in  the  kitchen  he  had 
come  back  to  the  empty  sitting-room,  and  was 
thoughtfully  walking  up  and  down  the  floor,  when 
the  door  oi  Alice's  room  slowly  opened  and  EUen 
appeared.  It  was  never  her  habit,  when  she  could 
help  it,  to  show  violent  feeling  before  other  people ; 
so  she  had  been  trying  to  steel  herself  to  meet 
John  without  crying,  and  now  came  in  with  her 
little  grave  face  prepared  not  to  give  way.  His  first 
look  nearly  overset  it  aU. 

"EUie!"  said  he; — "I  thought  everybody  was 
gone.     My  dear  EUie ! — " 

EUen  could  hardly  stand  the  tone  of  these  three 
words,  and  she  bore  with  the  greatest  difficulty  the 
kiss  that  foUowed  them  ;  it  took  but  a  word  or  two 
more,  and  a  glance  at  the  old  look  and  smile,  to 
break  down  entirely  aU  her  guard.     According  to 
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her  usual  fashion  she  was  rushing  away ;  but  John 
held  her  fast,  and  gently  drew  her  close  to  him. 

"  I  will  not  let  you  forget  that  I  am  your  brother, 
Ellie,"  said  he. 

Ellen  hid  her  face  on  his  shoulder  and  cried  as  if 
she  had  never  cried  before. 

"  EUie,"  said  he  after  a  while,  speaking  low  and 
tenderly,  "the  Bible  says,  *We  have  knovni  and 
believed  the  love  that  God  hath  toward  us  ;' — have 
you  remembered  and  believed  this  lately  ?" 

Ellen  did  not  answer. 

"Have  you  remembered  that  God  loves  every 
sinner  that  has  believed  in  His  dear  Son  ? — and 
loves  them  so  well  that  He  will  let  nothing  come 
near  them  to  harm  them  ? — and  loves  them  never 
better  than  when  He  sends  bitter  trouble  on  them  ? 
It  is  wonderftd !  but  it  is  true.  Have  you  thought 
of  this,Ellie?" 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  It  is  not  in  anger  He  does  it ; — it  is  not  that 
He  has  forgotten  you ; — it  is  not  that  He  is  careless 
of  your  trembling  little  heart, — never,  never !  If 
you  are  His  child,  all  is  done  in  love  and  shall  work 
good  for  you ;  and  if  we  often  cannot  see  how,  it 
is  because  we  are  weak  and  foolish,  and  can  see  but 
a  very  little  way." 

EUen  listened,  with  her  face  hid  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Do  you  love  Christ,  Ellen  ?*' 

She  nodded,  weeping  afresh. 

"  Do  you  love  Him  less  since  He  has  brought 
you  into  this  great  sorrow  ?" 

"  No,"  sobbed  EUen—"  morer 

He  drew  her  closer  to  himself,  and  was  silent  a 
little  while. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  you  say  that ! — then  all 
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will  be  well.  And  have  you  not  the  best  reason  to 
think  that  all  is  well  with  your  dear  mother  ?  " 

Ellen  almost  shrieked.  Her  mother's  name  had 
not  been  spoken  before  her  in  a  great  while,  and  she 
cjould  hardly  bear  to  hear  it  now.  Her  whole  frame 
quivered  with  hysterical  sobs. 

"  Hush,  Ellie ! "  said  John,  in  a  tone  that,  low  as 
it  was,  somehow  found  its  way  through  all  her  agi- 
tation, and  calmed  her  like  a  speU ; — "  have  you  not 
good  reason  to  believe  that  all  is  well  with  her  ?  ** 

"  O  yes !— oh  yes ! " 

"  She  loved  and  trusted  Him  too ;  and  now  she  is 
with  Him — she  has  reached  that  bright  home  where 
there  is  no  more  sin,  nor  sorrow,  nor  death." 

"  Nor  parting  either,"  sobbed  EUen,  whose  agita- 
tion was  excessive. 

"  Nor  parting ; — and  though  we  are  parted  from 
them,  it  is  but  for  a  little  ;  let  us  watch  and  keep 
our  garments  clean,  and  soon  we  shall  be  all  toge- 
ther, and  have  done  with  tears  for  ever.  She  has  done 
with  them  now. — Did  you  hear  from  her  again  ?  " 

"  Oh  no !— not  a  word ! " 

"  That  is  a  hard  trial. — But  in  it  all  believe,  dear 
Ellie,  the  love  that  God  hath  towards  us  ; — remem- 
ber  that  our  dear  Saviour  is  near  us,  and  feels  for 
us,  and  is  the  same  at  all  times. — And  do  not  cry 
80,  EUie." 

He  kissed  her  once  or  twice,  and  begged  her  to 
calm  herself.  Eor  it  seemed  as  if  EUen's  very  heart 
was  flowing  away  in  her  tears ;  yet  they  were  gen- 
tler and  softer  far  than  at  the  beginning.  The  con- 
versation had  been  a  great  reliet.  The  silence  be- 
tween her  and  Alice  on  the  subject  always  in  her 
mind,  a  silence  neither  of  them  dared  to  break,  had 
grown  painful.   The  spell  was  taken  off ;  and  though 
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at  first  Ellen's  tears  knew  no  measure,  she  was  re- 
lieved even  then ;  as  John  soothed  her,  and  went  on 
with  his  kind  words,  gradually  leading  it  away  from 
their  first  subject  to  other  thiiags,  she  grew  not  only 
cahn  but  more  peaceful  at  heart  than  months  had 
seen  her.  She  was  quite  herself  again  before  Alice 
came  home. 

"  Y"ou  have  done  her  good  already,"  exclaimed 
Alice,  as  soon  as  Ellen  was  out  of  the  room ; — "I 
knew  jou.  would ;  I  saw  it  in  her  face  as  soon  as  I 
came  m." 

"  It  is  time,"  said  her  brother.  "  She  is  a  dear 
little  thing." 

The  next  day,  in  the  middle  of  the  morning, 
EUen,  to  her  great  surprise,  saw  Sharp  brought  be- 
fore the  door  with  the  side-saddle  on,  and  Mr.  John 
carefully  looking  to  the  girth,  and  shortening  the 
stirrup. 

"Why,  Alice,"  she  exclaimed, — "what  is  Mr. 
John  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,  Ellie,  I  am  sure ;  he  does  queer 
things  sometimes.     What  makes  you  ask  ?  " 

Before  she  could  answer  he  opened  the  door. 

"  Come  Ellen — go  and  get  ready.  Cloak  up  well, 
for  it  is  rather  frosty.  Alice,  nas  she  a  pair  of 
gloves  that  are  warm  enough?  Lend  her  yours, 
and  I  will  see  if  I  can  find  some  at  ThirlwaU." 

Ellen  thought  she  would  rather  not  go  ;  to  any- 
body else  she  would  have  said  so.  H^  a  minute 
she  stood  stiU — then  went  to  dress  herself. 

"Alice,  you  will  be  ready  by  the  time  we  get 
back  ? — ^in  half  an  hour." 

Ellen  had  an  excellent  lesson,  and  her  master 
took  care  it  should  not  be  an  easy  one.  She  came 
back  looking  as  she  had  not  done  aU  winter. 
Alice  was  not  quite  ready ;  while  waiting  for  her, 
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John  went  to  the  bookcase,  and  took  down  the  first 
volume  of  "Rollin's  Ancient  History;"  and  giving 
it  to  Ellen,  said  he  would  talk  with  her  to-morrow 
about  the  first  twenty  pap;es.  The  consequence 
was,  the  hour  and  a  half  of  their  absence,  instead 
of  being  moped  away,  was  spent  in  hard  study.  A 
pair  of  gloves  was  bought  at  Thirlwall ;  Jenny 
Hitchcock's  pony  was  sent  for;  and  after  that, 
every  day  when  the  weather  would  permit,  they 
took  a  long  ride.  By  degrees,  reading  and  draw- 
ing, and  all  her  studies,  were  added  to  the  history, 
till  Ellen's  time  was  well  filled  with  business  again. 
Alice  had  endeavoured  to  bring  this  about  before, 
but  fruitlessly.  What  she  asked  of  her,  Ellen,  in- 
deed, tried  to  do ;  what  John  told  her  was  dime. 
She  became  a  different  creature.  Appetite  came 
back ;  the  colour  sprang  again  to  her  cheek ;  hope, 
— ^meek  and  sober  as  it  was, — relighted  her  eye.  In 
her  eagerness  to  please  and  satisfy  her  teacher,  her 
whole  soul  was  given  to  the  performance  of  what- 
ever he  wished  her  to  do.  The  effect  was  all  that 
he  looked  for. 

The  second  evening  after  he  came  John  called 
EUen  to  his  side,  saying  he  had  something  he  wanted 
to  read  to  her.  It  was  before  candles  were  brought, 
but  the  room  was  full  of  light  from  the  blazing 
wood  fire.  EUen  glanced  at  his  book  as  she  came 
to  the  sofa ;  it  was  a  rather  large  volume  in  a  black 
leather  cover  a  good  deal  worn  ;  it  did  not  look  at 
all  interesting. 

"What  is  it?"  she  asked. 

"It  is  caHed,"  said  John,  "  '  The  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress from  this  world  to  a  better.'  " 

Ellen  thought  it  did  not  sound  at  all  interesting. 
She  had  never  been  more  mistaken  in  her  life,  and 
that  she  found  almost  as  soon  as  he  began.     Her 
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attention  was  nailed ;  the  listless,  careless  mood  in 
which  she  sat  down  was  changed  for  one  of  rapt 
delight ;  she  devoured  every  word  that  fell  from  the 
reader's  lips ;  indeed  they  were  given  their  fullest 
effect  by  a  very  fine  voice  and  singularly  fine  read- 
ing. Whenever  anything  might  not  be  quite  clear 
to  EUen,  John  stopped  to  make  it  so ;  and  vdth  his 
help,  and  vrithout  it,  many  a  lesson  went  home. 
Next  day  she  looked  a  long  time  for  the  book ;  it 
could  not  be  found ;  she  was  forced  to  wait  until 
evening.  Then,  to  her  great  joy,  it  was  brought 
out  again,  and  John  asked  if  she  wished  to  hear 
some  more  of  it.  After  that,  every  evening  while 
he  was  at  home  they  spent  an  hour  with  the  "  Pil- 
grim." Alice  would  leave  her  work  and  come  to 
the  sofa  too ;  and  with  her  head  on  her  brother's 
shoulder,  her  hand  in  his,  and  Ellen's  face  leaning 
against  his  other  arm,  they  generally  placed  them- 
selves to  read  and  hear.  No  words  can  tell  EUen's 
enjoyment  of  those  readings.  They  made  her 
sometimes  laugh  and  sometimes  cry ;  they  had 
much  to  do  in  carrying  on  the  cure  which  John's 
wisdom  and  kindness  had  begun. 

They  came  to  the  place  where  Christian  loses  his 
burden  at  the  cross  ;  and  as  he  stood  looking  and 
weeping,  three  shining  ones  came  to  him.  The 
first  said  to  him,  "  Thy  sins  be  forgiven  thee ;  the 
second  stripped  him  of  his  rags  and  clothed  him 
with  a  change  of  raiment;  the  third  also  set  a 
mark  on  his  forehead." 

John  explained  what  was  meant  by  the  rags  and 
the  change  of  raiment. 

"  And  the  mark  in  his  forehead  ?  "  said  Ellen. 
.   "  That  is  the  mark  of  G-od's  children — the  change 
wrought  in  them  by  the  Holy  Spirit, — the  change 
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tbat  makes  them  different  from  others,  and  different 
firom  their  old  selves.'* 

«  Do  all  Christians  have  it  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  None  can  be  a  Christian  without  it.'* 

''But  how  can  one  tell  whether  he  has  it  or 
no  ?"  said  EUen,  very  gravely. 

"  Carry  your  heart  and  life  to  the  Bible,  and  see 
how  they  agree.  The  Bible  gives  a  great  many  signs 
and  descriptions  by  which  Christians  may  know 
themselves, — ^know  both  what  they  are  and  what  they 
ought  to  be.  If  you  find  your  own  feelings  and  man- 
ner of  life  at  one  with  these  Bible  words,  you  may 
hope  that  the  Holy  Spirit  has  changed  you  and  set 
His  mark  upon  you." 

"  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  of  one  of  those  places," 
said  EUen. 

"  The  Bible  is  fuH  of  them.  '  To  them  that  be- 
Heve  Christ  is  precious,^ — there  is  one.  *  If  ye  love 
me,  keep  my  commandments  /' — '  He  that  saith  he 
abideth  in  him  ought  himself  also  so  to  walk  even 
&s  He  walked;^ — *  Oh  how  love  I  thy  law^  The 
Bible  is  fuU  of  them,  EUie ;  but  you  have  need  to 
ask  for  great  help  when  you  try  yourself  by  them  •; 
the  heart  is  deceitful." 

Ellen  looked  sober  all  the  rest  of  the  evening, 
aud  the  next  day  she  pondered  the  matter  a  good 
deal. 

"I  think  I  am  changed,"  she  said  to  herself  at 
last.  ''  I  used  not  to  like  to  read  the  Bible,  and 
now  I  do  very  much  ; — I  never  liked  praying  in  old 
times,  and  now,  O  what  should  I  do  without  it ! — 
I  did  not  love  Jesus  at  all,  but  I  am  sure  I  do  now. 
I  do  not  keep  His  commandments,  but  I  do  try  to 
keep  them ; — I  must  be  changed  a  little.  O,  I  wish 
mamma  had  known  it  before ." 
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Weeping  with  mixed  sorrow  and  thankftd  joy, 
Ellen  bent  her  head  upon  her  little  Bible  to  pray- 
that  she  might  be  more  changed ;  and  then,  as  she 
(^iben  did,  raised  the  cover  to  look  at  the  texts  in 
the  belored  handwriting. 

"  I  love  them  that  love  me,  and  those  that  seek 
me  early  shall  find  me." 

Ellen's  tears  were  blinding  her.  "That  has 
turned  out  true,"  she  tiiought. 

"  I  will  be  a  God  to  thee,  and  to  thy  seed  after 
thee." 

"  That  has,  also !"  she  said,  almost  in  surprise, — 
"  and  mamma  believed  it  would." — And  then,  as  by 
a  flash,  came  back  to  her  mind  the  time  it  was  writ- 
ten; she  remembered  how  her  mother's  head  had 
sunk  upon  the  open  page ;  she  seemed  to  see  again 
the  thin  fingers  tightly  clasped ; — she  had  not  un- 
derstood it  then ;  she  aid  now !  "  She  was  praying 
for  me,"  thought  Ellen ; — "  she  was  praying  for  me ! 
she  believed  that  would  turn  out  true." 

The  book  was  dashed  down,  and  Ellen  fell  upon 
her  knees  in  a  perfect  agony  of  weeping. 

Even  this,  when  she  was  calm  again,  served  to 
steady  her  mind.  There  seemed  to  be  a  link  of 
communion  between  her  mother  and  her  that  was 
wanting  before.  The  promise,  written  and  be- 
lieved in  by  the  one,  realized  and  rejoiced  in  by  the 
other,  was  a  dear  something  in  common,  though 
one  had  in  the  meanwhile  been  removed  to  heaven, 
and  the  other  was  still  a  lingerer  on  the  earth. 
Ellen  bound  the  words  upon  her  heart. 

Another  time,  when  they  came  to  the  last  scene 
of  Christian's  journey,  EUen's  tears  ran  very  fast. 
John  asked  if  he  should  pass  it  over  ?  if  it  dis- 
tressed her  ?  She  said,  "  Oh  no,*'  it  did  not  distress 
her ;    she   wanted  him  to  go  on ; — and  he  went 
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on,  though  himself  much  distressed,  and  AHce  was 
nearly  as  bad  as  Ellen.  But  the  next  evening,  to 
his  surprise,  Ellen  begged  that  before  he  went  on 
to  the  second  part  he  would  read  that  piece  over 
again.  And  when  he  lent  her  the  book,  with  only 
the  charge  that  she  should  not  go  further  than  he 
had  been,  she  pored  over  that  scene  with  untiring 
pleasure  till  she  almost  had  it  by  heart.  In  short, 
never  was  a  child  more  comforted  and  contented 
with  a  book  than  Ellen  was  with  the  "  Pilgrim's 
Progress."  That  was  a  blessed  visit  of  John's. 
Alice  said  he  had  come  like  a  sunbeam  into  the 
house ;  she  dreaded  to  think  what  would  happen 
when  he  went  away. 

She  wrote  to  him,  however,  when  he  had  been 
gone  a  few  weeks,  that  his  will  seemed  to  carry 
all  before  it,  present  or  absent.  Ellen  went  on 
steadily  mending ;  at  least,  she  did  not  go  back 
any.  They  were  keeping  up  their  rides,  also  their 
studies,  most  diligently  ;  Ellen  was  untiring  in  her 
efforts  to  do  whatever  he  had  wished  her,  and  was 
springing  forward,  Alice  said,  in  her  improvement. 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

1  keep  his  house,  and  I  wash,  wring,  brew,  bake,  scour,  dress 
meat,  and  make  the  beds,  and  do  all  myself. — Shakspeabe. 

The  spring  had  come ;  and  Alice  and  Ellen  were 
looking  forward  to  pleasanter  rides  and  walks  after 
the  sun  should  have  gained  a  little  power,  and  the 
snow  should  be  gone ;  when  one  morning,  in  the 
early  part  of  March,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  made  his  ap- 
pearance. Miss  Fortune  was  not  well,  and  had 
sent  him  to  beg  that  Ellen  would  come  back  to 
her.  He  was  sorry,  he  said ; — he  knew  EUen  was 
in  the  best  place ;  but  her  aunt  wanted  her,  and 
"  he  s'posed  she'd  have  to  go."  He  did  not  know 
what  was  the  matter  with  Miss  Fortune ;  it  was  a 
little  of  one  thing  and  a  little  of  another;  "he 
s'posed  she  overdSd,  and  it  was  a  wonder,  for  he 
didn't  know  she  could  do  it.  She  thought  she  was 
as  tough  as  a  piece  of  shoe-leather,  but  even  that 
could  be  wore  out." 

Ellen  looked  blank.  However  she  hurriedly  set 
herself  to  get  her  things  together,  and  with  Alice's 
help  in  half-an-hour  she  was  ready  to  go.  The 
parting  was  hard.  They  held  each  other  fast  a 
good  while,  and  kissed  each  other  many  times  with- 
out speaking. 

"  Good-bye,  dear  EUie,"  whispered  Alice,  at  last, 
' — "  I  will  come  and  see  you  soon.  Bemember  what 
John  said  when  he  went  away." 

EUen  did  not  trust  herself  to  speak.     She  pulled 
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herself  away  from  Alice,  and  turned  to  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  saying,  by  her  manner,  that  she  was  ready ; 
he  took  her  parcel,  and  they  went  out  of  the  house 
together. 

Ellen  made  a  manful  effort  all  the  way  down  the 
hill  to  stifle  the  tears  that  were  choking  her.  She 
knew  they  would  greatly  disturb  her  companion, 
and  she  did  succeed,  though  with  great  difficulty, 
in  keeping  them  back.  Luckily  for  her,  he  said 
hardly  anything  during  the  whole  walk  ;  she  could 
not  have  borne  to  answer  a  question.  It  was  no 
fault  of  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  that  he  was  so  silent ;  he 
was  beating  his  brains  the  whole  way  to  think  of 
something  it  would  do  to  say,  and  could  not  suit 
himself.  His  single  remark  was,  "  that  it  was  like 
to  be  a  fine  spring  for  the  maple,  and  he  guessed 
they'd  make  a  heap  of  sugar." 

when  they  reached  the  door,  he  told  her  she 
would  find  her  aunt  up-stairs,  and  himself  tamed 
off  to  the  bam.  EUen  stopped  a  minute  upon  the 
threshhold  to  remember  the  last  time  she  had 
crossed  it, — and  t\iG  first  time  ;  how  changed  every- 
thing now ! — and  the  thought  came,  was  this  now 
to  be  her  home  for  ever  ?  She  needed  again  to  re- 
member John's  words.  When  bidding  her  good- 
bye, he  had  said,  "  My  little  pilgrim,  I  hope  you 
will  keep  the  straight  road,  and  win  the  praise  of 
the  servant  who  was  faithfiil  over  a  few  things." 
"I  will  try!"  thought  poor  Ellen;  and  then  she 
passed  through  the  kitchen  and  went  up  to  her  own 
room.  Here,  without  stopping  to  think,  she  took 
off  her  things,  gave  one  strange  look  at  the  old  fa- 
miliar place  and  her  trunk  in  the  corner,  feU  on 
her  knees  for  one  minute,  and  then  went  to  her 
aunt's  room. 

"Come  in!"  cried  Miss  Fortune,  when  Ellen 
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had  knocked.  "  Well,  -Ellen,  there  you  are.  I  am 
thankful  it  is  you  ;  I  was  afraid  it  might  be  Mirny. 
Lawson  or  Sarah  Lowndes,  or  some  of  the  rest  of 
the  set ;  I  know  they  will  all  come  scampering  here 
as  soon  as  they  hear  I  am  laid  up." 

^  Are  you  very  ill,  aunt  Fortune  ?"  said  Ellen. 

"  La !  no,  child ;  I  shall  be  up  again  to-morrow ; 
but  I  felt  queer  this  morning  somehow,  and  I 
thought  I  would  try  lying  down.  I  expect  I  have 
caught  some  cold." 

There  was  no  doubt  of  this ;  but  this  was  not  all. 
Besides  catching  cold,  and  doing  her  best  to  bring 
it  about,  Miss  Fortune  had  overtasked  her  strength ; 
and  by  dint  of  economy,  housewifery,  and  smartness^ 
had  brought  on  herself  the  severe  punishment  of 
lying  idle  and  helpless  for  a  much  longer  time  than 
she  at  first  reckoned  on. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you,  aunt  Fortune  ?"  said 
EUen. 

"  O  nothing,  as  I  know,*'  said  Miss  Fortune, — 
"  only  let  me  alone  and  do  not  ask  me  anything,  and 
keep  people  out  of  the  house.  Mercy !  my  head 
feels  as  if  it  would  go  crazy !  EUen,  look  here,"  said 
she,  raising  herself  on  her  elbow, — "  I  wont  have 
anybody  come  into  this  house, — if  I  lie  here  till 
doomsctay,  I  wont !  Now  you  mind  me.  I  aint 
a-going  to  have  Mimy  Lawson,  nor  nobody  else, 
poking  all  round  into  every  hole  and  comer,  and 
turning  every  cheese  upside  down  to  see  what  is 
under  it.  There  aint  one  of  them  too  good  for 
it,  and  they  shan't  have  a  chance.  They  will  be 
streaking  here,  a  dozen  of  them,  to  help  take  care 
of  the  house ;  but  I  don't  care  what  becomes  of 
the  house — I  wont  have  anybody  in  it.  Promise 
me  you  wont  let  Mr.  Van  Brunt  bring  any  one  here 
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to  help  ;  I  know  I  can  trust  you  to  do  what  I  tell 
you;  promise  me!" 

Ellen  promised,  a  good  deal  gratified  at  her  aunt*s 
last  words ;  and  once  more  asked  if  she  could  do 
any  thing  for  her. 

"  O,  I  don't  know !"  said  Miss  Fortune,  flinging 
herself  back  on  her  pillow ; — "  I  don't  care  what 
you  do,  if  you  only  keep  the  house  clear.  There 
are  the  clothes  in  the  basket  under  the  table  down- 
stairs— you  might  begin  to  iron  them ;  they  are 
only  rough  dry.  But  do  not  come  asking  me  about 
anything ;  I  cannot  bear  it. — Ellen,  do  not  let  a 
soul  go  into  the  buttery  except  yourself. — ^And 
Ellen  I  I  don't  care  if  you  make  me  a  little  catnip 
tea ; — the  catnip's  up  in  the  store-room, — the  fur- 
thest door  in  the  back  attic — here  are  the  keys. 
Don't  go  to  fussing  with  anything  else  there." 

EUen  thought  the  prospect  before  her  rather 
doleful  when  she  reached  the  kitchen.  It  was  in 
order,  to  be  sure,  and  clean ;  but  it  looked  as  if  the 
mistress  was  away.  The  fire  had  gone  out,  the 
room  was  cold ;  even  so  little  a  matter  as  catnip 
tea  seemed  a  thing  far  ofF  and  hard  to  come  by. 
While  she  stood  looking  at  the  great  logs  in  the 
fireplace,  which  she  could  hardly  move,  and  think- 
ing it  was  rather  a  dismal  state  of  things,  in  came 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  with  his  good-natured  face,  and 
wanted  to  know  if  he  could  do  anything  for  her. 
The  very  room  seemed  more  comfortable  as  soon  as 
his  neat  figure  was  in  it.  He  set  about  kindling 
the  fire  forthwith,  while  Ellen  went  up  to  the  store- 
room. A  well-fiUed  storeroom!  Among  other 
things,  there  hung  at  least  a  dozen  bunches  of 
dried  herbs  from  one  of  the  rafters.  EUen  thought 
she  knew  catnip,  but  after  smelling  two  or  three 
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she  became  utterly  puzzled,  and  was  fain  to  cany 
a  leaf  of  several  kinds  down  to  Mr.  Van  Brunt  to 
find  out  which  was  which.  When  she  came  down 
again  she  found  he  had  hung  on  the  kettle  for  her, 
and  swept  up  the  hearth ;  so  Ellen,  wisely  thinking 
it  best  to  keep  busy,  put  the  ironing  blanket^on  the 
table,  and  folded  the  clothes,  and  set  the  irons  to 
the  ire.  By  this  time  the  kettle  boiled.  How  to 
make  catnip  tea  Ellen  did  not  exactly  know,  but 
supposed  it  must  follow  the  same  rules  as  black 
tea,  in  the  making  of  which  she  felt  herself  very 
much  at  home.  So  she  put  a  pinch  or  two  of  catnip 
leaves  into  the  pot,  poured  a  little  water  on  them, 
and  left  it  to  draw.  Meanwhile  came  in  kind  Mr. 
Van  Brunt  with  an  armfull  or  two  of  small  short 
sticks  for  the  fire,  which  Ellen  could  manage. 

"  I  wish  I  could  stay  here  and  take  care  of  you 
all  the  while,'*  said  he  ;  "but  I  will  be  round.  If 
vou  want  anything  you  must  come  to  the  door  and 
toUer.'* 

Ellen  began  to  thank  him. 

"  Just  don't  say  anything  about  that,'*  said  he, 
moving  his  hands  as  if  he  were  shaking  her  thanks 
out  of  them  ;  I  would  back  all  the  wood  you  could 
bum  eve^  day  for  the  pleasure  of  having  you  hum 
again,  if  I  did  not  know  you  was  better  where  you 
was ;  but  I  cannot  help  that.  Now,  who  am  I 
going  to  get  to  stay  with  you  ?  Who  would  you 
like  to  have  ?" 

"  Nobody,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Van  Brunt,"  said 
EUen ;  "  aunt  Fortune  did  not  wish  it,  and  I  had 
rather  not,  indeed." 

He  stood  up  and  looked  at  her  in  amazement. 

"Why  you  do  not  mean  to  say,"  said  he,  "that 
you  are  thinking,  or  she  is  thinking,  you  can  get 
along  here  alone  without  help  ?" 
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"  I  shall  manage  somehow,**  said  EUen.  "  Never 
mind,  please  let  me,  Mr.  Van  Brunt ;  it  would 
worry  aunt  Fortune  very  much  to  have  anybody ; 
do  not  say  anything  about  it." 

"  Worry  her  I"  said  he ;  and  he  mutt^ed  some- 
thing Ellen  did  not  quite  understand,  about "  bring- 
ing the  old  woman  to  reason.** 

However  he  went  off  for  the  present ;  and  Ellen 
fiHed  up  her  teapot  and  carried  it  up-stairs.  Her 
old  grandmother  was  awake ;  before,  when  Ellen 
was  in  the  room,  she  had  been'  napping  ;  now  she 
showed  the  greatest  delight  at  seeing  her ;  fondled 
her,  kissed  her,  cried  over  her,  and  finally  insisted 
on  getting  up  directly  and  going  down-stairs.  Ellen 
received  and  returned  her  caresses  with  great  tender- 
ness, and  then  began  to  help  her  to  rise  and  dress. 

"  Yes,  do,*'  said  Miss  Fortune ;  "  I  shall  have  a 
little  better  chance  of  sleeping.  My  stars !  EUen, 
what  do  you  call  this  ?" 

"  Is  it  not  catnip  ?"  said  Ellen,  alarmed. 

"  Catnip  !  it  tastes  of  nothing  but  the  teakettle. 
It's  as  weak  as  dishwater.  Take  it  down  and  make 
some  more.  How  much  did  you  put  in  ?  you  want 
a  good  double  handful,  stalks  and  all;  make  it 
strong.  I  can't  drink  such  stuff  as  that.  I  think 
if  I  could  get  into  a  heat  I  should  be  better." 

Ellen  went  down,  established  her  grandmother  in 
her  old  comer,  and  made  some  more  tea.  Then,  her 
irons  being  hot,  she  began  to  iron ;  doing  double 
duty  at  the  same  time,  for  Mrs.  Montgomery  had 
one  of  her  talking  fits  on,  and  it  was  necessary  to 
hear  and  answer  a  great  many  things.  Presently 
the  first  visitor  appeared  in  the  shape  of  Nancy. 

"  WeU,  Ellen!"  said  she;  "so  Miss  Fortune  is 
really  iD  for  once,  and  you  are  keeping  house.  Aint 
you  grand !  '* 
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••  I  do  not  feel  very  grand/'  said  Ellen.  "  I  do 
not  know  what  is  the  matter  with  these  clothes ;  I 
cannot  make  them  look  smooth." 

"  Irons  aint  hot,"  said  Nancy. 

"  Yes  they  are,  too  hot.  I  have  scorched  a  towel 
already." 

"  My  goodness,  EUen !  I  guess  you  have.  If 
Miss  Fortune  was  down  you'd  get  it.  WTiy  they're 
bone  dry!"  said  Nancy,  plunging  her  hand  mto 
the  basket ; — "  you  haven't   sprinkled   'em,  have 

you?" 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  EUen,  with  an  awakened  face, 
"I  forgot  it!" 

"  Here,  get  out  of  the  way,  Fll  do  it  for  you," 
BtAd  Nancy,  rolling  up  her  sleeves  and  pushing  EUen 
from  the  table ;  "  you  just  get  me  a  bowl  of  water, 
wiU  you,  and  we'U  have  'em  done  in  no  time.  Who's 
a-coming  to  help  you?" 

"  Nobody." 

"  Nobody  t — ^you  poor  chicken ;  do  you  think 
you're  a-going  to  do  aU  the  work  of  the  house  your- 
self?" 

"  No,'*  said  EUen,  "  but  I  can  do  a  good  deal,  and 
the  rest  wiU  have  to  wait." 

"  You  aint  going  to  do  no  such  a  thing ;  I'U  stay 
myself." 

"  No  you  cannot,  Nancy,"  said  EUen  quietly. 

"  I  guess  I  wiU  if  I  Ve  a  miud  to.  I  should  like  to 
know  how  you  would  help  it ;  Miss  Fortune's  abed." 

"  I  could  help  it  though,"  said  EUen ;  "  but  I  am 
sure  you  wUl  not  when  I  ask  you  not." 

"  I'U  do  anything  you  please,"  said  Nancy,  "  if 
you'U  get  Miss  Fortune  to  let  me  stay.  Come  do, 
JBiUen !  It  wUl  be  splendid ;  and  I'U  help  you  finely, 
and  I  wont  bother  you  neither.  Come !  go  ask  her ; 
if  you  don't  I  wUl." 
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"  I  cannot,  Nancy  ;  she  does  not  want  anybody ; 
and  it  worries  her  to  talk  to  her.  I  cannot  go  and 
ask  her." 

Nancy  impatiently  flung  down  the  cloth  she  was 
sprinkling  and  ran  up-stairs.  In  a  few  minutes 
she  came  down  with  a  triumphant  fjEice  and  bade 
EUen  go  up  to  her  aunt. 

"  EUen,*'  said  Miss  Fortune,  "  if  I  let  Nancy  stay, 
will  you  take  care  of  the  keys,  and  keep  her  out  of 
the  buttery  ? '' 

"  I  will  try,  ma'am,  as  well  as  I  can." 

"  I'd  as  lief  have  her  as  anybody,*'  said  Miss  For- 
tune, "  if  she'd  behave ; — she  was  with  me  a  little  in 
the  winter  j  she  is  smart  and  knows  the  ways ; — if 
I  was  sure  she  would  behave  herself,  but  I  am 
a&aid  she  will  go  rampanging  about  the  house  like 
a  wild  cat.*' 

"  I  think  I  could  prevent  that,"  said  Ellen,  who 
to  say  truth  was  willing  to  have  anybody  come  to 
share  what  she  felt  would  be  a  very  great  burden. 
"  She  knows  I  could  teU  Mr.  Yan  Brunt  if  she  did 
not  do  right,  and  she  would  be  afraid  of  that." 

"  WeU,"  said  Miss  Fortune,  disconsolately,  "  let 
her  stay  then.  Oh  dear,  to  lie  here !  but  tell  her 
if  she  don't  do  just  what  you  tell  her,  I'U  have  Mr. 
Van  Brunt  turn  her  out  by  the  ears.  And  don't 
let  her  come  near  me,  for  she  drives  me  mad.  And, 
EUen !  put  the  keys  in  your  pocket.  Have  you  got 
a  pocket  in  that  dress." 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  Put  'em  in  there  and  don't  take  'em  out.  Now 
go." 

Nancy  agreed  to  the  conditions  with  great  glee  ; 
and  the  Httle  housekeeper  felt  her  mind  a  good  deal 
easier ;  for  though  Nancy  herself  was  somewhat  of  a 
charge,  she  was  strong  and  willing  and  ready,  and  if 
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she  liked  anybody  it  was  Ellen.  Mr.  Van  Brunt 
privately  asked  Ellen  if  she  chose  to  have  Nancy 
stay;  and  told  her,  if  she  gave  her  any  trouble, 
to  let  him  know,  and  he  would  make  short  work 
with  her.  The  young  lady  herself  also  had  a  hint 
on  the  subject. 

"  m  teU  you  what,"  said  Nancy,  when  this  busi- 
ness was  settled, — "we'll  let  the  men  go  off  to 
3iiss  Van  Brunt's  to  meals ;  we'll  have  enough  to 
do  without  'em.  That's  how  Miss  Fortune  has 
fixed  herself, — she  would  have  Sam  and  Johnny  in 
.to  board ;  they  never  used  to,  you  know,  afore  this 
winter." 

"  The  men  may  go,"  said  Ellen,  "  but  I  had  a 
great  deal  rather  Mr.  Van  Brunt  would  stay  than 
not, — if  we  can  only  manage  to  cook  things  for 
him ;  we  should  have  to  do  it  at  any  rate  for  our- 
selves, and  for  grandma.*' 

"Well — Jaint  as  fond  of  him  as  all  that,"  said 
Nancy  ; — "  but  it'U  have  to  be  as  you  like,  I  sup- 
pose.    We'll  feed  him  somehow." 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  came  in  to  ask  if  they  had  any- 
thing in  the  house  for  supper.  EUen  told  him 
"plenty,"  and  would  have  nim  come  in  just  as 
usual.  There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  make  tea ; 
cold  meat,  and  bread,  and  butter,  and  cheese  were 
lUl  in  the  buttery ;  so  that  evening  went  off  very 
quietly. 

When  she  came  down  the  next  morning  the  fire 
was  burning  nicely,  and  the  kettle  on  and  singing. 
This  was  not  Nancy's  work ;  Mr.  Van  Brunt  had 
slept  in  the  kitchen,  whether  on  the  table,  the 
floor,  or  the  chairs,  was  best  known  to  himself; 
and  before  going  to  his  work  had  left  everything 
he  could  think  of  ready  done  to  her  hand ;  wood 
for  the  fire,  pails  of  water  brought  from  the  spout. 
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and  some  matters  in  the  lower  kitchen  got  out  of 
the  way.  Ellen  stood  warming  herself  at  the  blaze, 
when  it  suddenly  darted  into  her  head  that  it  was 
milking  time.  In  another  minute  she  had  thrown 
open  the  door  and  was  running  across  the  chip- 
yard  to  the  bam.  There,  in  the  old  place,  were 
all  her  old  friends,  both  four-legged  and  two-legged ; 
and  with  great  delight  she  found  Dolly  had  a  fine 
calf,  and  Streaky  another  superb  one,  brindled  iust 
like  herself.  Ellen  longed  to  get  near  enough  to 
touch  their  innocent  little  heads,  but  it  was  impos- 
sible ;  and  recoUectiag  the  business  on  her  hands 
she  too  danced  away. 

"  Whew  !"  said  Nancy,  when  Ellen  told  her  of 
the  new  inmates  of  the  barnyard  ; — "  there' U  be 
work  to  do  !  G-et  your  milk-pans  ready,  Ellen ; 
— in  a  couple  of  weeks  we'll  be  making  butter." 

"  Aunt  Fortime  will  be  well  by  that  time,  I 
hope,"  said  Ellen. 

"  She  wont  then,  so  you  may  just  make  up  your 
mind  to  it.  Dr.  Qibson  was  to  see  her  yesterday 
forenoon,  and  he  stopped  at  Miss  Lowndes  on  his 
way  back  ;  and  he  said  it  was  a  chance  if  she  got 
up  again  in  a  month  and  more.  So  that's  what  it  is, 
you  see." 

"  A  month  and  more."  It  was  all  that.  Miss  For- 
tune was  not  dangerously  ill ;  but  part  of  the  time  in 
a  low  nervous  fever,  part  of  the  time  encumbered 
with  other  ailments,  she  lay  from  week  to  week ; 
bearing  her  confinement  as  ill  as  possible,  and  making 
it  as  disagreeable  and  burdensome  as  possible  for 
Ellen  to  attend  upon  her.  Those  were  weeks  of  trial. 
Ellen's  patience  and  principle  and  temper  were 
all  put  to  the  proof.  She  had  no  love,  in  the  first 
place,  for  household  work,  and  now  her  whole  time 
was  filled  up  with  it.  Studies  could  not  be  thought 
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of.  Beading  was  only  to  be  had  by  mere  snatches. 
Walks  and  rides  were  at  an  end.  Often,  when 
abeady  very  tired,  she  had  to  run  up  and  down 
stairs  for  her  aunt,  or  stand  and  bathe  her  face  and 
hands  with  vinegar,  or  read  the  paper  to  her  when 
Miss  Fortune  declared  she  was  so  nervous  she 
should  fly  out  of  her  skin  if  she  did  not  hear  some- 
thing besides  the  wind.  And  very  often,  when  she 
was  not  wanted  up-stairs,  her  old  grandmother 
would  beg  her  to  come  and  read  to  her, — ^perhaps 
at  the  very  moment  when  EUen  was  busiest.  Ellen 
did  her  best.  Miss  Fortune  never  could  be  put  off; 
her  old  mother  sometimes  could,  with  a  kiss  and  a 
promise ;  but  not  always ;  and  then,  rather  than 
she  should  fret,  Ellen  would  leave  everything  and 
give  half  an  hour  to  soothing  and  satisfying  her. 
She  loved  to  do  this  at  other  times ;  now  it  was  some- 
times burdensome.  Nancy  could  not  help  her  at 
aU  in  these  matters,  for  neither  Miss  Fortune  nor 
the  old  lady  would  let  her  come  near  them.  Be- 
sides all  this,  there  was  a  measure  of  care  con- 
stantly upon  Ellen's  mind ;  she  felt  charged  with 
the  welfare  of  all  about  the  house  ;  and  under  the 
effort  to  meet  the  charge,  joined  to  the  unceasing 
bodily  exertion,  she  grew  thin  and  pale.  She  was 
tired  with  Nancy's  talking ;  she  longed  to  be  read- 
ing and  studying  again ;  she  longed,  oh  how  she 
longed !  for  Alice's  and  John's  company  again ;  and 
it  was  no  wonder  if  she  sometimes  cast  very  sad 
longing  looks  further  back  still.  Now  and  then  an 
old  fit  of  weeping  would  come.  But  Ellen  remem- 
bered John's  words  ;  and  often,  in  the  midst  of  her 
work,  stopping  short  with  a  sort  of  pang  of  sorrow 
and  weariness,  and  the  difficulty  of  doing  right, 
she  would  press  her  hands  together  and  say  to  her- 
self, "  I  win  try  to  be  a  good  pilgrim  ! "  Her  mom- 
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ing  hour  of  prayer  was  very  precious  now ;  and  her 
Bible  grew  more  and  more  dear.  Little  EUen  found 
its  words  a  mighty  refreshment ;  and  often  when 
reading  it  she  loved  to  recall  what  Alice  had  said 
at  this  and  the  other  place,  and  John,  and  Mr. 
Marshman,  and  before  them  her  mother.  The 
passages  about  heaven,  which  she  well  remembered 
reading  to  her  one  particular  morning,  became 
great  favourites  ;  they  were  joined  with  her  mother 
in  Ellen's  thoughts ;  and  she  used  to  go  over  and 
over  them  tiU  she  nearly  knew  them  by  heart. 

"  What  do  you  keep  reading  that  for,  the  whole 
time  ?*'  said  Nancy,  one  day. 

"  Because  I  like,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Well,  if  you  do,  you're  the  first  one  ever  I  saw 
that  did." 

"  O  Nancy ! "  said  EUen ; — "  your  grandma  ?" 

"Well,  she  does,  I  believe,"  said  Nancy, — "for 
she's  always  at  it ;  but  all  the  rest  of  the  folks  that 
ever  I  saw  are  happy  to  get  it  out  of  their  hands,  1 
know.  They  think  they  must  read  a  little,  and  so 
they  do,  and  they  are  too  glad  if  something  hap- 
pens to  break  'em  off.  Tou  needn't  tell  me ;  I've 
seen  'em." 

"I  wish  ymi  loved  it,  Nancy,"  said  EUen. 

"  WeU,  what  do  you  love  it  for  ?  Come,  let's 
hear;  maybe  you'U  convert  me." 

"  I  love  it  K)r  a  great  many  reasons,"  said  EUen, 
who  had  some  difficulty  in  speaking  of  what  she 
felt  Nancy  could  not  understand. 

"WeU — I  aint  any  wiser  yet." 

"  I  like  to  read  it  because  I  want  to  go  to  hea- 
ven, and  it  teUs  me  how." 

"  But  what's  the  use  ?"  said  Nancy ; — "  you  aint 
going  to  die  yet ;  you  are  too  young ;  you've  time 
enough." 
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**  O  Nancy! — little  John  Dolan,  and  Eleanor 
Parsons,  and  Mary  Huff, — all  younger  than  you 
and  I ;  tow  can  you  say  so  ?" 

"  Well,"  said  Nancy, — "  at  any  rate,  that  aint 
reading  it  because  you  love  it ; — ^it's  because  you 
must,  like  other  folks.'* 

**  That's  only  one  of  my  reasons,"  said  Ellen, 
hesitating  and  speaking  gravely ; — "  I  like  to  read 
about  the  Saviour,  and  what  He  has  done  for  me, 
and  what  a  friend  He  will  be  to  me,  and  how  He 
forgives  me.  I  had  rather  have  the  Bible,  Nancy, 
than  all  the  other  books  in  the  world," 

"That  aint  saying  much,"  said  Nancy; — "but 
how  come  you  to  be  so  sure  you  are  forgiven  ?" 

"  Because  the  Bible  says,  *  He  that  believeth  on 
Him  shaU  not  be  ashamed,'  and  I  believe  in  Him  ; 
— and  that  He  will  not  cast  out  any  one  that  comes 
to  Him,  and  I  have  come  to  Him ; — and  that  He 
loves  those  that  love  Him,  and  I  love  Him.  If  it 
did  not  speak  so  very  plainly  I  should  be  afraid, 
but  it  makes  me  happy  to  read  such  verses  as 
these.  I  wish  you  knew,  Nancy,  how  happy  it 
makes  me." 

This  profession  of  fiiith  was  not  spoken  without 
starting  tears.     Nancy  made  no  reply. 

As  Miss  ^Fortune  had  foretold,  plenty  of  people 
came  to  the  house  with  proffers  of  service.  As 
Nancy  was  there  it  was  easy  for  EUen  to  get  rid  of 
them  all.  Many  were  the  marvels  that  Miss  For- 
tune should  trust  her  house  to  "  two  girls  like  that," 
and  many  the  guesses  that  she  would  rue  it  when 
she  got  up  again.  People  were  wrong.  Things 
went  on  very  steadily  and  in  an  orderly  manner ; 
and  Naney  kept  the  peace  as  she  would  have  done 
in  few  houses.  Bold  and  insolent  as  she  sometimes 
was  to  others,  she  regarded  Ellen  with  a  mixed  no^ 
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tion  of  respect  and  protection,  which  led  her  at  once 
to  shun  doing  anything  that  would  grieve  her,  and 
to  thrust  her  aside  from  every  heavy  or  difficult 
work,  bearing  the  brunt  herself.  Nancy  might  well 
do  this,  for  she  was  at  least  twice  as  strong  as  Ellen ; 
but  she  would  not  have  done  it  for  everybody.* 

There  were  visits  of  kindness  as  well  as  oi  offici- 
ousness.  Alice  and  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  and  Margery, 
one  or  the  other  every  day.  Margery  would  come 
in  and  mix  up  a  batch  of  bread ;  Alice  would 
bring  a  bowl  of  butter,  or  a  basket  of  cake ;  and 
Mrs.  Van  Brunt  sent  whole  dinners.  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  was  there  always  at  night,  and  about  the 
place  as  much  as  possible  during  the  day;  when 
obliged  to  be  absent,  he  stationed  Sam  Larkins  to 
guard  the  house,  also  to  bring  wood  and  water  and 
do  whatever  he  was  bid.  All  the  help  however  that 
was  given  from  abroad  could  not  make  Ellen's  life 
an  easy  one ;  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  wishes  that  Miss 
Fortune  would  get  up  again  began  to  come  very 
often.  The  history  of  one  day  may  serve  as  a 
history  of  all  those  weeks. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  April.  EUen  came  down 
stairs  early,  but  she  always  found  the  fire  made  and 
the  kettle  on.  Ellen  felt  a  little  as  if  she  had  not 
quite  slept  off  the  remembrance  of  yesterday's  fa- 
tigue ;  however,  that  was  no  matter ;  she  set  to 
work.  She  swept  up  the  kitchen,  got  her  mHk 
strainer  and  pans  ready  upon  the  buttery  shelf,  and 
began  to  set  the  table,  fiy  the  time  this  was  half 
done,  in  came  Sam  Larkens  with  two  great  pails  of 
milk,  and  Johnny  Low  followed  with  another.  They 
were  much  too  heavy  for  Ellen  to  lift ;  but,  true  to 
her  charge,  she  let  no  one  come  into  the  buttery 
but  herself:  she  brought  the  pans  to  the  door, 
where  Sam  filled  them  for  her,  and  as  each  was  done 
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she  set  it  in  its  place  on  the  shelf.  This  took  some 
time,  for  there  were  eight  of  them.  She  had  scarce 
wiped  up  the  milk  that  was  spilled,  and  finished 
setting  the  table,  when  Mr.  Yan  Brunt  came  in. 

"  Q-ood  morning ! "  said  he.  "  How  do  you  do,  to- 
day?" 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Yan  Brunt." 

"  I  wish  you  would  look  a  little  redder  in  the  face. 
Don't  you  be  too  busy  ?     Where  is  Nancy  ?  " 

"  O,  she  is  busy,  out  with  the  clothes." 

"  Same  as  ever,  up-stairs  ? — What  are  you  going 
to  do  for  breakfast,  EUen  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,  Mr.  Yan  Brunt;  there  is  not 
anything  cooked  in  the  house ;  we  have  eaten  every^ 
thing  up." 

"  Cleaned  out,  eh  ?     Bread  and  all  ?  " 

"  O  nO;  not  bread ;  there  is  plenty  of  that,  but 
there  is  nothing  else." 

"  Well,  never  mind  ; — you  bring  me  a  ham  and  a 
dozen  of  eggs,  and  I  will  make  you  a  first-rate 
breakfast." 

Ellen  laughed,  for  this  was  not  the  first  time  Mr. 
Yan  Brunt  had  acted  as  cook  for  the  family.  While 
she  got  what  he  had  asked  for,  and  bared  a  place  on 
the  table  for  his  operations,  he  went  to  the  spout 
and  washed  his  hands. 

"  Now  a  sharp  knife,  Ellen,  and  the  fiying-pan, 
and  a  dish, — and  that  is  all  I  want  of  you." 

Ellen  brought  them,  and  while  he  was  busy  with 
the  ham,  she  made  the  coffee,  and  set  it  by  the  side 
of  the  fire  to  boil ;  got  the  cream  and  butter,  and 
set  the  bread  on  the  table;  and  then  set  herself 
down  to  rest,  and  amuse  herself  with  Mr.  Yan 
Brunt's  cookery.  He  was  no  mean  hand ;  his  slices 
of  ham  were  very  artist-like,  and  frying  away  in  the 
most  unexceptionable  manner.    EUen  watched  him 
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and  laughed  at  him,  till  the  ham  was  taken  out  and 
all  the  eggs  broken  in ;  then,  after  seeing  that  the 
coffee  was  right,  she  went  up-stairs  to  dress  her 
grandmother — always  the  last  thing  before  breaik- 
mst. 

"Who  is  frying  ham  and  eggs  down-stairs?*' 
inquired  Miss  Fortune. 

"  Mr.  Van  Brunt,"  said  Ellen. 

This  answer  was  unexpected.  Miss  Fortune 
tossed  her  head  over  in  a  dissatisfied  kind  of  way, 
and  told  EUen  to  "  tell  him  to  be  careful." 

"  Of  what  ?  '*  thought  Ellen ;  and  wisely  con- 
eluded  with  herself  not  to  deliver  the  message ;  very 
certain  she  should  laugh  if  she  did,  and  she  had 
running  in  her  head  an  indistinct  notion  of  the 
command,  "  Honour  thy  fether  and  thy  mother." 

Breakfast  was  ready,  but  no  one  there  when  she 
came  down-stairs.  She  placed  her  grandmother  ai? 
table,  and  called  Nancy,  who  all  this  time  had  been 
getting  the  clothes  out  of  the  rinsing  water,  and 
hanging  them  out  on  the  line  to  dry;  the  said 
clothes  having  been  washed  the  day  before  by  Miss 
Sarah  Lowndes,  who  came  there  for  the  purpose. 
EUen  poured  out  the  coflfee,  and  then  in  came  Mr. 
Van  Prunt  with  a  head  of  early  lettuce,  which  he 
had  pulled  in  the  garden  and  washed  at  the  spout, 
^en  had  to  jump  again  to  get  the  salt,  and  pepper, 
and  vinegar ;  but  she  always  did  so  willingly  for 
Mr,  Van  Brunt.  The  meals  were  more  pleasant 
during  those  weeks  than  in  all  the  time  Ellen  had 
been  in  Thirlwall  before ;  or  she  thought  so.  That 
sharp  eye  at  the  head  of  the  table  was  pleasantly 
missed.  They  with  one  accord  sat  longer  at  meals ; 
more  talking  and  laughing  went  on ;  nobody  felt 
afraid  of  being  snapped  up.  Mr.  Van  Brunt  praised 
Ellen's  coffee,  (he  nad  taught  her  how  to  make  it,) 
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and  she  praised  his  ham  and  eggs.  Old  Mrs.  Mont- 
gomery praised  everything,  and  seemed  to  be  in 
particular  comfort;  talked  as  much  as  she  liked, 
and  was  respectfully  attended  to.  Nancy  was  in 
high  feather ;  and  the  clatter  of  knives  and  forks, 
and  tea  cups,  went  on  very  pleasantly.  But  at  last 
chairs  were  pushed  from  the  table,  and  work  began 
again. 

Nancy  went  back  to  her  tubs.  EUen  supplied  her 
grandmother  with  her  knitting  and  filled  her  snuff- 
box ;  cleared  the  table  and  put  up  the  dishes  ready 
for  washing.  Then  she  went  into  the  buttery  to 
skim  the  cream.  This  was  part  of  the  work  she 
liked.  It  was  heavy  work  to  lifb  the  pans  of  milk 
to  the  skimming  shelf  before  the  window,  but  as 
Ellen  drew  her  spoon  round  the  edge  of  the  cream 
she  liked  to  see  it  wrinkle  up  in  thick  yellow 
leathery  folds,  showing  how  deep  and  rich  it  was  ; 
it  looked  half  butter  already.  She  knew  how  to 
take  it  off  now  very  nicely.  The  cream  was  set 
by  in  a  vessel  for  future  churning,  and  the  milk,  as 
each  pan  was  skimmed,  was  poured  down  the  wooden 
trough  at  the  left  of  the  window,  through  which 
it  went  into  a  great  hogshead  at  the  lower  kitchen 
door. 

This  done,  Ellen  went  up-stairs  to  her  aunt. 
Dr.  Qibson  always  came  early,  and  she  and  her 
room  must  be  put  in  apple-pie  order  first.  It  was 
a  long  wearisome  job.  "When  Miss  Fortune  was 
made  comfortable,  Ellen  had  to  go  through  a  la- 
borious dusting  of  the  room  and  all  the  things 
in  it,  lest  any  speck  of  dust  or  crumbs  could  be 
seen  in  the  room.  Every  part  of  every  chair  must 
be  gone  over,  though  never  so  clean  ;  every  ai-ticle 
put  up  or  put  out  of  the  way ;  Miss  Fortune  made 
the   most  of  the  little  province  of  housekeeping 
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tkat  was  lefb  her ;  and  a  fluttering  tape  escaping 
through  the  crack  of  the  door  would  have  put  her 
whole  spirit  topsy-turvy.  When  all  was  to  her 
mind,  and  not  before,  she  would  have  her  break- 
fast. Only  gruel  and  biscuit,  or  toast  and  tea,  or 
some  such  trifle ;  but  Ellen  must  prepare  it,  and 
bring  it  up-stairs,  and  wait  tiU  it  was  eaten.  And 
very  particularly  it  must  be  prepared,  and  very 
faultlessly  it  must  be  served,  or  with  an  impatient 
expression  of  disgust  Miss  Fortune  would  send  it 
down  again.  On  the  whole,  Ellen  always  thought 
herself  happy  when  this  part  of  her  day  was  well 
over. 

When  she  got  down  this  morning,  she  found  the 
kitchen  in  nice  order,  and  Nancy  standing  by  the 
fire  in  a  little  sort  of  pause,  haviog  just  done  the 
breakfast  dishes. 

"  Well ! "  said  Nancy,—**  what  are  you  going  to 
do  now  ?  " 

"  Put  away  these  dishes,  and  then  churn,"  said 
Ellen. 

"  My  goodness  i  so  you  are.  What  is  to  be  for 
dinner,  EUen  P  " 

"  That  is  more  than  I  know,"  said  Ellen,  laugh- 
ing. "  We  have  eaten  up  Mrs.  Van  Brunt's  pie, 
and  washed  the  dish  ; — there  is  nothing  but  some 
cold  potatoes." 

"  That  wont  do,"  said  Nancy.  "  I  tell  you  what, 
Ellen, — we'll  just  boil  pot  for  to-day ;  somebody 
else  will  send  us  something  by  to-morrow,  most 
likely." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean  by  *  boil  pot,'  " 
said  Ellen. 

"  O,  you  don't  know  everything  yet  by  half. 
/  know — I'U  fix  it.  You  just  give  me  the  things. 
Miss  Housekeeper,  that's  all  you've  got  to  do; 
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I  want  a  piece  of  pork  and  a  piece  of  beef,  and  all 
tlie  vegetables  you've  got." 

"  AU  ?  "  said  EUen. 

**  Every  soul  on  'era.  Don't  be  scared,  Ellen  ; 
you  shall  see  what  I  can  do  in  the  way  of  cookery  ; 
if  you  don't  like  it  you  needn't  eat  it.  What  have 
you  got  in  the  cellar  ?  " 

"  Come  and  see,  and  take  what  you  want,  Nancy ; 
there  is  plenty  of  potatoes  and  carrots  and  onions, 
and  beets,  I  believe  ;  the  turnips  are  all  gone." 

"  Parsnips  out  in  the  yard,  amt  thev  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  but  you  will  have  to  do  with  a  piece  of 
pork,  Nancy.  I  do  not  know  anything  about  beef." 

While  Nancy  went  round  the  cellar,  gathering 
in  her  apron  the  various  roots  she  wanted,  Ellen 
uncovered  the  pork  barrel,  and,  after  looking  a 
minute  at  the  dark  pickle  she  never  loved  to 
plunge  into,  bravely  fished  up  a  piece  of  pork. 

"  Now,  Nancy,  just  help  me  with  this  chum  out 
of  the  cellar,  will  you  ?  and  then  you  may  go." 

"  My  goodness!  it  is  heavy,"  said  Nancy.  "You'll 
have  a  time  of  it,  Ellen ;  but  I  can't  help  you." 

She  went  off  to  the  garden  for  parsnips,  and 
Ellen  quietly  put  in  the  dasher  and  the  cover,  and 
began  to  chum.  It  was  tiresome  work.  The  chum 
was  pretty  fuU,  as  Nancy  had  said ;  the  cream  was 
rich  and  cold,  and  at  the  end  of  half  an  hour  grew 
very  stiff.  It  spattered  and  sputtered  up  on  EUen's 
fiice  and  hands  and  &ock  and  apron,  and  over  the 
floor ;  legs  and  arms  were  both  weary ;  but  still 
that  pitiless  dasher  must  ^o  up  and  down,  hard  as 
it  might  be  to  force  it  either  way ;  she  must  not 
stop.  In  this  state  of  matters  she  heard  a  pair  of 
thick  shoes  come  clumping  down  stairs,  and  be- 
held Mr.  Van  Brunt. 
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"  Here  you  are  !'*  said  he.  "  Churning ! — Been 
long  at  it  ?'' 

**  A  good  while,"  said  Ellen,  with  a  sigh. 

"Coming?" 

"  I  do  not  know  when." 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  stepped  to  the  door,  and  shouted 
for  Sam  Larkens.  He  was  ordered  to  take  the 
chum  and  bring  the  butter ;  and  Ellen,  very  glad 
of  a  rest,  went  out  to  amuse  herself  with  feeding 
the  chickens,  and  then  went  up-stairs  to  see  wha£ 
Nancy  was  doing. 

"  Butter  come  ?"  said  Nancy. 

"  No,  Sam  has  taken  it.  How  are  you  getting 
on?     0,1  am  tired!" 

"  I  am  getting  on  first-rate ;  I  have  got  all  the 
things  in." 

"In  what!" 

"  Why  iQ  the  pot ! — in  a  pot  of  water,  boiling 
away  as  fast  as  they  can ;  we  wiU  have  dinner  di- 
rectly.   Hurra !  who  comes  there  ?" 

She  jumped  to  the  door.  It  was  Thomas,  bring- 
ing Margery's  respects,  and  a  custard  pie,  for  Miss 
Ellen. 

"I  declare,"  said  Nancy,  "it  is  a  good  thing  to 
have  friends ;  is  it  not  ?  I  will  try  and  get  some. 
— Hollo!  what  is  wanting? — Mr.  Van  Brunt  is 
calling  you,  EUen." 

Ellen  ran  down. 

"  The  butter  is  come,"  said  he.  "  Now,  do  you 
know  what  to  do  with  it  ?" 

"  O,  yes,"  said  EUen,  smiling ;  "  Margery  showed 
me  nicely." 

He  brought  her  a  pail  of  water  from  the  spout, 
and  stood  by  with  a  pleased  kind  of  look,  while  she 
carefully  lifted  the  cover  and  rinsed  down  the  little 
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bite  of  butter  which  stuck  to  it  and  the  dasher ; 
took  out  the  butter  with  her  ladle  into  a  large 
wooden  bowl,  washed  it,  and  finally  salted  it. 

"Do  not  take  too  much  pains,"  said  he; — "the 
less  of  the  hand  it  gets  the  better.  That  will  do 
very  well." 

"  Npw,  are  you  ready?"  said  Nancy,  coming 
down  stairs,  "  'cause  dinner  is.  My  goodness  ! 
aint  that  a  fine  lot  of  butter  ?  there's  four  pounds, 
aint  there?" 

"  Five,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

"  Aiid  as  sweet  as  it  can  be,"  said  EUen.  "  Beau- 
tiful, is  it  not  ?  Yes,  I  am  ready,  as  soon  as  I  set 
this  in  the  cellar  and  cover  it  up." 

Nancy's  dish, — the  pork,  potatoes,  carrots,  beets, 
and  cabbage,  all  boiled  in  the  same  pot  together, — 
was  found  very  much  to  everybody's  taste,  except 
Ellen's.  She  made  her  dinner  off"  potatoes  and 
bread,  the  former  of  which  she  declared,  laughing, 
were  very  porky  and  cabbagy ;  her  meal  would  have 
been  an  extremely  light  one  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  custard  pie. 

After  dinner  new  labours  began.  Nancy  had 
forgotten  to  put  on  water  for  the  dishes ;  so  after 
putting  away  the  eatables  in  the  buttery,  while  the 
water  was  heating,  Ellen  warmed  some  gruel  and 
carried  it  with  a  plate  of  biscuits  up-stairs  to  her 
aunt.  But  Miss  Fortune  said  she  was  tired  of 
gruel  and  could  not  eat  it;  she  must  have  some 
milk  porridge ;  and  she  gave  Ellen  very  particular 
directions  how  to  make  it.  Ellen  sighed  only  once 
as  she  went  down  with  her  despised  dish  of  gruel, 
and  set  about  doing  her  best  to  fulfil  her  aunt's 
wishes.  The  first  dish  of  milk  she  burnt ; — another 
sigh  and  another  trial ; — better  care  this  time  had 

VOL.  II.  R 
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better  success,  and  Ellen  had  the  satisfaction  to  see 
her  aunt  perfectly  suited  with  her  dinner. 

When  she  came  down  with  the  empty  bowl 
Nancy  had  a  pile  of  dishes  ready  washed,  and  Ellen 
took  the  towel  to  dry  them.  Mrs.  Montgomery, 
who  had  been  in  an  uncommonly  quiet  fit  all  day, 
now  laid  down  her  knitting  and  asked  if  EUen 
would  not  come  and  read  to  her. 

«  Presently,  grandma,— as  soon  aa  I  have  done 
here." 

"I  know  somebody  that's  tired,"  said  Nancy. 
"  I  tell  you  what,  Ellen, — you  had  better  take  to 
liking  pork ;  you  can't  work  on  potatoes.  I  aint 
tired  a  bit.  There's  somebody  coming  to  the  door 
again !  Do  run  and  open  it,  wiU  you  ?  my  hands 
are  wet.  I  wonder  why  folks  can't  come  m  with- 
out giving  so  much  trouble." 

It  was  Thomas  again,  with  a  package  for  EUen 
which  had  just  come,  he  said,  and  Miss  Alice 
thought  she  would  like  to  have  it  directly.  EUen 
thanked  her,  and  thanked  him,  with  a  face  from 
which  aU  signs  of  weariness  had  fled  away.  The 
parcel  was  sealed  up,  and  directed  in  a  hand  she 
was  pretty  sure  she  knew.  Her  fingers  burned  to 
break  the  seals ;  but  she  would  not  open  it  there, 
neither  leave  her  work  unfinished ;  she  went  on 
wiping  the  dishes  with  trembling  hands  and  a  beat- 
ing heart. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  said  Nancy  ;  "  what  did  Tho- 
mas Grimes  want  ?  what  have  you  got  there  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  EUen,  smiling ; — "  some- 
thing good,  I  guess." 

"  Something  good  ?  is  it  something  to  eat  ?" 

"  No,"  said  EUen, — "  I  did  not  mean  anything 
to  eat  when  I  said  something  good  ;  I  do  not  think 
those  are  the  best  things." 
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To  Ellen's  delight,  she  saw  that  her  grandmo- 
ther had  forgotten  about  the  reading,  and  was 
quietly  taking  short  naps  with  her  head  against 
the  chimney.  So  she  put  away  the  last  dish,  and 
then  seized  her  package  and  flew  up-stairs.  She 
was  sure  it  had  come  from  Doncaster ;  she  was 
right.  It  was  a  beautiful  copy  of  the  "  Pilgrim's 
Progress" — on  the  first  leaf  written, "  To  my  little 
sister,  Ellen  Montgomery,  from  J.  H. ;"  and  within 
the  cover  lay  a  letter.  This  letter  EUen  read  in 
the  course  of  the  next  six  days  at  least  twice  as 
many  times  ;  and  never  without  crying  over  it. 

"Alice  has  told  me"  (said  John)  "  about  your 
new  troubles.  There  is  said  to  be  a  time  *  when 
the  clouds  return  after  the  rain.'  I  am  sorry,  my 
little  sister,  this  time  should  come  to  you  so  early. 
I  often  think  of  you,  and  wish  I  could  be  near  you. 
Still,  dear  Ellie,  the  good  Husbandman  knows  what 
His  plants  want ;  do  you  believe  that,  and  can  you 
trust  Him  ?  They  should  have  nothing  but  sun- 
shine, if  that  was  good  for  them.  He  knows  it  is 
not ;  so  there  come  clouds  and  rains,  and  *  stormy 
wind  fulfilling  His  wiU.'    And  what  is  it  all  for  ? — 

*  Herein  is  my  Father  glorified,  that  ye  hear  much 
fruit ;  do  riot  disappoint  His  purpose,  Ellie.  We 
shall  have  sunshine  enough  by-and-by, — but  I  know 
it  is  hard  for  so  young  a  one  as  my  little  sister  to 
look  much  forward  ;  so  do  not  look  forward,  Ellie  ; 
look  up  !  look  off*  unto  Jesus, — from  aU  your  du- 
ties, troubles,  and  wants ;  He  will  help  you  in  them 
all.  The  more  you  look  up  to  Him  the  more  He 
will  look   down  to  you;   and  He  especially  said, 

*  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,'  you  see  you 
are  particularly  invited." 

Ellen  was  a  long  time  up-stairs,  and  when  she 
came  down  it  was  with  red  eyes. 
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Mrs.  Montgoraery  was  now  awake,  and  asked  for 
the  reading  again ;  and  for  three  quarters  of  an 
hour  Ellen  and  she  were  quietly  busy  with  the  Bi- 
ble. Nancy  meanwhile  was  down-stairs  washing 
the  dairy  things.  When  her  grandmother  released 
her,  Ellen  had  to  go  up  to  wait  upon  her  aunt ; 
after  which  she  went  into  the  buttery,  and  skimmed 
the  cream,  and  got  the  pans  ready  K)r  the  evening 
milk.  By  this  time  it  was  five  o'clock,  and  Nancy 
came  in  with  the  basket  of  dry  clothes  ;  at  which 
Ellen  looked  with  the  sorrowful  consciousness  that 
they  must  be  sprinkled  and  folded  by-and-by,  and 
ironed  to-morrow.  It  happened  however  that  Jane 
Huff  came  in  just  then  with  a  quantity  of  hot  short- 
cake for  tea ;  and  seeing  the  basket  sne  very  kindly 
took  the  business  of  sprinkling  and  folding  upon 
herself.  This  gave  Ellen  spirits  to  carry  out  a  plan 
she  had  long  had,  to  delight  the  whole  family  with 
some  eggs  scrambled  in  Margery's  fashion ;  after 
the  milk  was  strained  and  put  away  she  went  about 
it,  while  Nancy  set  the  table.  A  nice  bed  of  coals 
was  prepared ;  the  spider  set  over  them ;  the  eggs 
broken  in,  peppered,  and  salted ;  and  she  began 
carefully  to  stu*  them,  as  she  had  seen  Margery  do. 
But  instead  of  acting  right,  the  eggs  maliciously 
stuck  fast  to  the  spider  and  burned.  EUen  was 
confounded. 

"  How  much  butter  did  you  put  in  ?"  said  Mr. 
Van  Brunt,  w  ho  had  come  in,  and  stood  looking 
on. 

"  Butter !"  said  EUen,  looking  up,—"  O  I  forgot 
all  about  it ! — I  ought  to  have  put  that  in,  ought  I 
not  ? — I  am  sorry !" 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt, — "  't  aint 
worth  your  being  sorry  about.  Here,  Nancy — 
clean  us  off  this  spider,  and  we'll  try  again," 
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At  this  moment  Miss  Fortune  was  heard  scream- 
ing ;  Ellen  ran  up. 

"What  did  she  want  ?"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt, 
when  she  came  down  again. 

"  She  wanted  to  know  what  was  burning." 

"Did  you  teU  her?" 

"  Yes." 

«  Weil,  what  did  she  say  ?" 

"  Said  I  must  not  use  any  more  eggs  without 
aaking  her." 

"  That  aint  fair  play,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt ; — 
**  you  and  I  are  the  head  of  the  house  now,  I  take 
it.  Tou  just  use  as  many  on  *em  as  you've  a 
mind  ;  and  all  you  spile  I  will  fetch  you  again  from 
hum.  That's  you,  Nancy!  Now  EUen,  here's  the 
spider ;  try  again ;  let  us  have  plenty  of  butter 
in  this  time,  and  plenty  of  eggs  too." 

This  time  the  eggs  were  scrambled  to  a  nicety, 
and  the  supper  met  with  great  favour  from  all 
parties. 

Ellen's  day  was  done  when  the  dishes  were.  The 
whole  family  went  early  to  bed.  She  was  weary ; — 
but  she  could  rest  well.  She  had  made  her  old 
grandmother  comfortable ;  she  had  kept  the  peace 
with  Nancy  ;  she  had  pleased  Mr.  Van  Brunt ;  she 
had  faithfully  served  her  aunt.  Her  sleep  was 
uncrossed  by  a  dream,  untroubled  by  a  single  jar  of 
conscience.  And  her  awaking  to  another  day  of 
labour,  though  by  no  means  joyful,  was  yet  not  un- 
hopeful or  unhappy. 

She  had  a  hard  trial  a  day  or  two  after.  It  was 
in  the  end  of  the  afternoon,  she  had  her  big  apron 
on,  and  was  in  the  buttery  skimming  the  milk,  when 
she  heard  the  kitchen  door  open,  and  footsteps  enter 
the  kitchen.  Out  went  little  Ellen  to  see  who  it 
was,  and  there  stood  Alice  and  old  Mr.  Marshman  ! 

B  2 
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He  was  going  to  take  Alice  home  with  him  the 
next  morning,  and  wanted  Ellen  to  go  too ;  and 
they  had  come  to  ask  her.  EUen  knew  it  was  im- 
possible, that  is,  that  it  would  not  be  right,  and  she 
said  so ;  and  in  spite  of  Alice's  wistful  look,  and 
Mr.  Marshman's  insisting,  she  stood  her  ground. 
Not  without  some  difficulty,  and  some  glistening 
of  the  eyes.  They  had  to  give  it  up.  Mr.  Marshman 
then  wanted  to  know  what  she  meant  by  swallow- 
ing herself  up  in  an  apron  in  that  sort  of  a  way  ?  so 
EUen  had  hun  into  the  buttery  and  showed  him 
what  she  had  been  about.  He  would  see  her  skim 
several  pans,  and  laughed  at  her  prodigiously; 
though  there  was  a  queer  look  about  his  eyes,  too, 
aU  the  time.  And  when  he  went  away,  he  held  her 
in  his  arms,  and  kissed  her  again  and  again ;  and 
said  that  "  some  of  these  days  he  would  take  her 
away  from  her  aunt,  and  she  should  have  her  no 
more."  EUen  stood  and  looked  after  them  till 
they  were  out  of  sight,  and  then  went  up-stairs 
and  had  a  good  cry. 

The  butter-making  soon  became  quite  too  much 
for  EUen  to  manage;  so  Jane  Huff  and  Jenny 
Hitchcock  were  engaged  to  come  by  turns  and  do 
the  heavy  part  of  it ;  aU  within  the  buttery  being 
stiU  left  to  EUen,  for  Miss  Fortune  would  have  no 
one  else  go  there.  It  was  a  great  help  to  have  them 
take  even  so  much  off  her  hands ;  and  they  often 
did  some  other  little  odd  jobs  for  her.  The  milk 
however  seemed  to  increase  as  fast  as  the  days  grew 
longer,  and  EUen  could  not  find  that  she  was  much 
less  busy.  The  days  were  growing  pleasant  too ; 
soft  airs  began  to  come  ;  the  grass  was  of  a  beautiful 
green ;  the  buds  on  the  branches  began  to  sweU, 
and  on  some  trees  to  come  out.  When  Ellen  had 
a  moment  of  time  she  used  to  run  across  the  chip- 
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yatd  to  the  bam,  or  round  the  garden,  or  down  to 
the  brook,  and  drink  in  the  sweet  air  and  the  lovely 
eights  which  never  had  seemed  quite  so  lovely  be- 
fore. If  once  in  a  while  she  could  contrive  half  an 
hour  before  tea,  she  used  to  take  her  book  and  sit 
down  on  the  threshold  of  the  front  door,  or  on  the 
great  log  under  the  apple-tree  in  the  chip-yard.  In 
those  miQutes  the  reading  was  doubly  sweet ;  or 
else  the  loveliaess  of  earth  and  sky  was  such  that 
Ellen  could  not  take  her  eyes  from  them ;  till  she 
saw  Sam  or  Johnny  coming  out  of  the  cow-house 
door  with  the  pails  of  milk,  or  heard  their  heavy 
tramp  over  the  chips ; — then  she  had  to  jump  and 
run.  Those  were  sweet  half-hours.  Ellen  did  not 
at  first  know  how  much  reason  she  had  to  be  de- 
lighted with  her  "  Pilgrim's  Progress ;"  she  saw,  to 
be  sure,  that  it  was  a  fine  copy,  well  bound,  with 
beautiful  illustrations.  But  when  she  came  to  look 
further,  she  found  aU  through  the  book,  on  the 
inargia  or  at  the  bottom  of  the  leaves,  in  John's 
beautifiil  handwriting,  a  great  many  notes ;  simple, 
short,  plaiii,  exactly  what  was  needed  to  open  the 
whole  book  to  her  and  make  it  of  the  greatest  pos- 
sible use  and  pleasure.  Many  things  she  remem- 
bered hearing  from  his  lips  when  they  were  reading 
it  together ;  there  was  a  large  part  of  the  book  new 
to  her ;  the  part  he  had  not  had  time  to  finish.  How 
Ellen  loved  the  book  and  the  giver  when  she  found 
these  beautiful  notes,  it  is  impossible  to  tell.  She 
counted  it  her  greatest  treasure  next  to  her  little 
red  Bible. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

"  O  what  will  I  do  wi'  him,  quo'  he. 
What  will  I  do  wi' him? 
What  will  I  do  wi'  him,  quo*  he. 
What  will  I  do  wi' him?" 

Old  Song. 

In  the  course  of  time  Miss  Fortune  showed  signs 
of  recovery ;  and,  at  last,  towards  the  latter  end  of 
April,  she  was  able  to  come  down-stairs.  All  parties 
hailed  this  event  for  different  reasons  ;  even  Nancy- 
was  grown  tired  of  her  regular  life,  and  willing  to 
have  a  change.  Ellen's  joy  was,  however,  soon 
diminished  by  the  terrible  rummaging  which  took 
place.  Miss  Fortune's  hands  were  yet  obliged  to 
lie  still,  but  her  eyes  did  double  duty ;  t?iey  were 
never  known  to  be  idle  in  the  best  of  times,  and  it 
seemed  to  Ellen  now  as  if  they  were  taking  amends 
for  all  their  weeks  of  forced  rest.  Oh,  those  eyes  ! 
Dust  was  found  where  EUen  never  dreamed  of  look- 
ing for  any ;  things  were  said  to  be  dreadfuUy  "  in 
the  way  "  where  she  had  never  found  it  out ;  dis- 
order and  dirt  were  groaned  over,  where  EUen  did 
not  know  the  fact  or  was  utterly  ignorant  how  to 
help  it ;  waste  was  suspected  where  none  had  been, 
and  carelessness  charged  where  rather  praise  was 
due.  Impatient  to  have  things  according  to  her 
mind,  ana  as  yet  unable  to  do  anything  herself. 
Miss  Fortune  kept  Nancy  and  EUen  running  till 
both  wished  her  back  in  bed ;  and  even  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  grumbled  that   "to  pay  EUen  for  having 
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grown  wliite  and  poor,  her  aunt  was  going  to  work 
the  little  flesh  she  had  left  off  her  bones.'*  It  was 
rather  hard  to  bear,  just  when  she  was  looking  for 
ease  too ;  her  patience  and  temper  were  more  tried 
than  in  all  those  weeks  before.  But  if  there  was 
small  pleasure  in  pleasiug  her  aunt,  Ellen  did  ear- 
nestly wish  to  please  God ;  she  struggled  against 
ill-temper,  prayed  agaiust  it ;  and  though  she  often 
blamed  herself  in  secret,  she  did  so  go  through  that 
week  as  to  caU  forth  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  admiration, 
and  even  to  stir  a  little  the  conscience  of  her  aunt. 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  comforted  her  with  the  remark  that 
"  it  is  darkest  just  before  day,"  and  so  it  proved. 
Before  the  week  was  at  an  end  Miss  Fortune  began, 
as  she  expressed  it,  to  "take  hold ;"  Jenny  Hitch- 
cock and  Jane  Huff  were  excused  from  anymore 
butter-makiug ;  Nancy  was  sent  away;  Ellen's 
labours  were  much  lightened ;  and  the  house  was 
itself  again. 

The  third  of  M^  came.  For  the  first  time  in 
near  two  months  lalen  found  iu  the  afternoon  she 
could  be  spared  awhile ;  there  was  no  need  to  think 
twice  what  to  do  with  her  leisure.  Perhaps  Mar- 
gery could  teU  her  something  of  Alice !  Hastily 
and  joyfuUy  she  exchanged  her  workiug  frock  for  a 
merino,  put  on  nice  shoes  and  stockings  and  ruffle 
again,  and  taking  her  bonnet  and  gloves  to  put  on 
out  of  doors,  away  she  ran.  Who  can  tell  how 
pleasant  it  seemed,  after  so  many  weeks,  to  be  able 
to  walk  abroad  again,  and  to  walk  to  the  mountain ! 
Ellen  snuffed  the  sweet  air,  skipped  on  the  green- 
sward, picked  nosegays  of  grass  and  dandelions,  and 
at  last,  unable  to  contain  herself,  set  off  running. 
Fatigue  soon  brought  this  to  an  end;  then  she 
walked  more  leisurely  on,  enjoying.  It  was  a  lovely 
irpring  day.     Ellen's  eyes  were  gladdened  by  it ; 
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she  felt  thankful  in  her  heart  that  God  had  made 
everything  so  beautiful ;  she  thought  it  was  plea- 
sant to  tlunk  that  He  had  made  them  ;  pleasant  to 
see  in  them  everywhere  so  much  of  the  wisdom  and 
power  and  goodness  of  Him  she  looked  up  to  with 
joy  as  her  best  friend.  She  felt  quietly  happy,  and 
sure  He  would  take  care  of  her.  Then  a  thought 
of  Alice  came  into  her  head ;  she  set  off  to  run 
again,  and  kept  it  up  this  time  tiU  she  got  to  the 
old  house  and  ran  round  the  comer.  She  stopped 
at  the  shed  door  and  went  through  into  the  lower 
kitchen. 

"  Why,  Miss  EUen  dear !"  exclaimed  Margery, — 
"  if  that  isn't  you !  Am't  you  come  in  the  very 
nick  of  time !  How  do  you  do  ?  I  am  very  glad 
to  see  you — uncommon  glad  to  be  sure.  What 
witch  told  you  to  come  here  just  now  ?  Run  in, 
run  into  the  parlour,  and  see  what  you'll  find 
there." 

"Has  Alice  come  back?"  cried  EUen.  But 
Margeiy  only  laughed  and  said  "  Run  in !" 

TJpthe  steps,  through  the  kitchen,  and  across  the 
hall,  EUen  ran, — ^burst  open  the  parlour  door, — and 
was  in  Alice's  arms.  There  were  others  in  the 
room ;  but  EUen  did  not  seem  to  know  it,  clinging 
to  her  and  holding  her  in  a  fast  glad  embrace,  till 
AUce  bade  her  look  up  and  attend  to  somebody  else. 
And  then  she  was  seized  round  the  neck  by  little 
EUen  Chauncey ! — and  then  came  her  mother,  and 
then  Miss  Sophia.  The  two  chUdren  were  over- 
joyed to  see  each  other,  while  their  joy  was  touch- 
ing to  see,  from  the  shade  of  sorrow  in  the  one,  and 
of  sympathy  in  the  other.  EUen  was  scarcely  less 
glad  to  see  kind  Mrs.  Chauncey;  Miss  Sophia's 
greeting  too  was  very  affectionate.  But  EUen  re- 
turned to  Alice,  and  rested  herself  in  her  lap  with 
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one  arm  round  her  neck,  the  other  hand  being  in 
little  EUen's  grasp. 

"  And  now  you  are  happy,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Miss 
Sophia  when  they  were  thus  placed. 

"Very,''  said  EUen  smiling. 

"Ah,  but  you  will  be  happier  by-and-by,"  said 
Ellen  Chauncey. 

"Hush,  Ellen!"  said  Miss  Sophia ;—"  what  cu- 
rious thiQgs  children  are  ! — You  did  not  expect  to 
find  us  all  here,  did  you,  Ellen  Montgomery  ?" 

"  No  indeed,  ma'am,"  said  EUen,  drawing  Alice's 
cheek  nearer  for  another  kiss. 

"  We  have  but  just  come,  EUie,"  said  her  sister. 
**  I  should  not  have  been  long  in  finding  you  out. 
My  child,  how  thiQ  you  have  become ! " 

"01  shall  grow  fat  again  now,"  said  Ellen. 

"  How  is  Miss  Fortune  ?" 

"  O  she  is  up  agaia  and  well." 

"Have  you  any  reason  to  expect  your  father 
home,  Ellen  ?"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"Tes,  ma'am; — aunt  Portune  says  perhaps  he 
wiU  be  here  in  a  week." 

"  Then  you  are  very  happy  in  looking  forward, 
are  you  not  ?"  said  Miss  Sophia,  not  noticing  the 
cloud  that  had  come  over  Ellen's  brow. 

"Ellen  hesitated,— coloured, — coloured  more, — 
and  finally  with  a  sudden  motion  hid  her  face  against 
Alice. 

"  When  did  he  sail,  Ellie  ?"  said  Alice  gravely. 

"  In  the  Due  d' Orleans— he  said  he  would — " 

"rA(?n.^" 

''  The  fifth  of  April.-  O  I  cannot  help  it !"  ex- 
claimed Ellen,  failmg  in  the  effort  to  control  her- 
self ;  she  clasped  Alice  as  if  she  feared  even  then 
the  separating  hand.  Alice  bent  her  head  down, 
and  whispered  words  of  comfort. 
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"  Mamma ! "  said  little  Ellen  Chauncey  under  her 
breath,  and  looking  solemn  to  the  last  degree, — 
"  does  not  Ellen  want  to  see  her  father  ?" 

"  She  is  afraid  that  he  may  take  her  away  where 
she  will  not  be  with  Alice  any  more ;  and  you  know 
she  has  no  mother  to  go  to.'* 

Oh!"  said  Ellen,  with  a  very  enlightened  face; 
— "  but  he  will  not,  wiU  he  ?" 

"  1  hope  not ;  I  think  not." 

Cheered  again,  the  little  girl  drew  near  and 
silently  took  one  of  EUen's  hands. 

"  "We  shall  not  be  parted,  EUie,"  said  Alice, — 
"  you  need  not  fear.  If  your  father  takes  you  away 
from  your  aunt  Fortune,  I  think  it  will  be  only  to 
give  you  to  me.  '  You  need  not  fear  yet." 

"Mamma  says  so  too,EUen,"  said  her  little  friend. 

This  was  strong  consolation.  EUen  looked  up 
and  smiled. 

"Now,  come  with  me,"  said  EUen  Chauncey, 
pulling  her  hand, — "  I  want  you  to  show  me  some- 
thing ;  let  us  go  down  to  the  garden, — come  !  exer- 
cise is  good  for  you." 

"  No,  no,"  said  her  mother,  smiling, — "  EUen  has 
had  exercise  enough  lately ;  you  must  not  take  her 
down  to  the  garden  now ;  you  would  find  nothing 
there.     Come  here ! '  * 

A  long  whisper  foUowed,  which  seemed  to  satisfy 
little  EUen,  and  she  ran  out  of  the  room.  Some 
time  passed  in  pleasant  conversation,  and  telling 
aU  that  had  happened  since  they  had  seen  each 
other ;  then  Uttle  EUen  came  back  and  caUed 
Ellen  Montgomery  to  the  glass  door,  saying  she 
wanted  her  to  look  at  something 

"  It  is  only  a  horse  we  brought  with  us,"  said 
Miss  Sophia.  "  Ellen  thinks  it  is  a  great  beauty, 
and  cannot  rest  till  you  have  seen  it." 
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Ellen  went  accordingly  to  the  door.  There  to  he 
sure  was  Thomas  hefore  it,  holding  a  pony  hridled 
and  saddled.  He  was  certainly  a  very  pretty  Uttle 
creature ;  brown  all  over  except  one  white  forefoot ; 
his  coat  shone,  it  was  so  glossy ;  his  limbs  were 
fine ;  his  eye  gentle  and  bright ;  his  tail  long 
enough  to  please  the  children.  He  stood  as  quiet 
as  a  lamb,  whether  Thomas  held  him  or  not. 

'*  O  what  a  beauty  ! "  said  EUen ; — "  what  a  lovely 
little  horse  I" 

"  Is  he  not  ?"  said  Ellen  Chauncey ; — "  and  he 
goes  so  beautifully  besides,  and  never  starts  or  any- 
thing ;  and  he  is  as  good-natured  as  a  little  dog." 

"  As  a  good-natured  little  dog,  she  means,  Ellen,** 
said  Miss  Sophia, — "  there  are  little  dogs  of  very 
YariouB  character." 

"Well,  he  looks  good-natured,*'  said  Ellen. 
"  What  a  pretty  head !  —and  what  a  beautiM  new 
side-saddle,  ana  all.  I  never  saw  such  a  dear  little 
horse  in  my  life.     Is  it  yours,  Alice  ?" 

"  No,*'  said  Alice,  "  it  is  a  present  to  a  friend  of 
Mr.  Marshman's." 

"She  will  be  a  very  happy  friend,  I  should 
think,"  said  Ellen. 

"That  is  what  I  said,"  said  EUen  Chauncey, 
dancing  up  and  down, — "  that  is  what  I  said.  I 
said  you  would  be  happier  by-and-by,  did  I  not  ?" 

"I  ?'*  said  EUen,  colouring. 

"  Yes,  you, — you  are  the  friend  it  is  for ;  it  is  for 
you,  it  is  for  you !  you  are  grandpa's  friend,  are  you 
not?**  she  repeated,  springing  upon  EUen,  and 
hugging  her  up  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight. 

"But  it  is  not  reaUy  for  me,  is  it  ?'*  said  EUen, 
now  looking  almost  pale  ; — "  Oh,  AHce ! — " 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Miss  Sophia, — "  what  wUl 
papa  say  if  I  tell  him  you  received  his  present  so  ? 

s 
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Come,  hold  up  your  head !     Put  on  your  bonnet 
and  try  him  ;-~come,  Ellen !  let  us  see  you." 

Ellen  did  not  know  whether  to  cry  or  laugh, — 
till  she  mounted  the  pretty  pony ;  that  settled  the 
matter.  Not  EUen  Chauncey's  unspeakable  delight 
was  as  great  as  her  own.  She  rode  slowly  up  and 
down  before  the  house,  and  after  once  starting 
would  not  have  known  how  to  stop,  if  she  had  not 
recollected  that  the  pony  had  travelled  thirty  miles 
that  day,  and  must  be  tired.  Ellen  took  not  an- 
other turn  after  that.  She  jumped  down,  and  begged 
Thomas  to  take  the  tenderest  care  of  him ;  patted 
his  neck ;  ran  into  the  kitchen  to  beg  of  Margery  a 
piece  of  bread  to  give  him  from  her  hand ;  examined 
the  new  stirrup  and  housings,  and  the  pony  all 
over  a  dozen  times;  and  after  watching  him  as 
Thomas  led  him  off,  till  he  was  out  of  sight,  finally 
came  back  into  the  house  with  a  face  of  marvellous 
contentment.  She  tried  to  fashion  some  message 
of  thanks  for  the  kind  giver  of  the  pony  ;  but  she 
wanted  to  express  so  much  that  no  words  would 
do.  Mrs.  Chauncey  however  smiled  and  assured 
her  she  knew  exactly  what  to  say. 

"  That  pony  has  been  destined  for  you,  EUen," 
she  said,  "this  year  and  more;  but  my  father 
waited  to  have  him  thoroughly  well  broken.  You 
need  not  be  afraid  of  him ;  he  is  perfectly  gentle 
and  well-trained ;  if  he  had  not  been  sure  of  that 
my  father  would  never  have  sent  him ; — ^though  Mr. 
John  is  making  such  a  horsewoman  of  you." 

"  I  wish  I  could  thank  him,"  said  Ellen ; — "  but 
I  do  not  know  how." 

"  What  will  vou  call  him,  EUen  ?"  said  Miss  So- 
phia. "  My  father  has  dubbed  him  '  George  Marsh- 
man  ;* — he  says,  you  wUl  Hke  that,  as  my  brother  is 
such  a  favourite  of  yours." 
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"  He  did  not  really,  did  he  ?"  said  Ellen,  looking 
from  Sophia  to  Alice.  "  I  need  not  call  him  that, 
need  I?" 

"  Not  unless  you  like,"  said  Miss  Sophia,  laugh- 
ing,— "  you  may  change  it ;  but  what  will  you  «all 
him?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  Ellen,  very  gravely, — "  he 
must  have  a  name  to  be  sure." 

"  But  why  do  not  you  call  him  that  ?"  said  Ellen 
Chauncey ; — "  George  is  a  very  pretty  name  ! — I 
like  that ;  I  should  call  him  *  Uncle  George.*  " 

"01  could  not !"  said  Ellen,—"  I  could  not  call 
him  so ;  I  should  not  like  it  at  all." 

"  George  Washington?"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"No,  indeed!"  said  EUen.  "I  guess  I  would 
not!" 

**  Why  is  it  too  good,  or  not  good  enough  ?"  said 
Miss  Sophia. 

"  Too  good !  A  great  deal  too  good  for  a  horse  ! 
I  would  not  for  anything." 

"  How  would  Brandywine  do  then,  siQce  you  are 
so  patriotic  ?"  said  Miss  Sophia,  looking  amused. 

"  What  is  *  patriotic  ? '  "  said  EUen. 

"A  patriot,  Ellen,"  said  Alice,  smiling,  "is 
one  who  has  a  strong  and  true  love  for  his  coun- 
try." 

"I  do  not  know  whether  I  am  patriotic,"  said 
EUen,  "  but  I  wUl  not  caU  him  Brandywine.  Why, 
Miss  Sophia!" 

"  No,  I  would  not  either,"  said  EUen  Chauncey ; 
— "  it  is  not  a  pretty  name.  Call  him  Seraphine ! — 
like  Miss  AngeU's  pony — that  is  pretty." 

"No,  no, — *  Seraphine!'  nonsense!"  said  Miss 
Sophia ; — "  caU  him  Benedict  Arnold,  EUen ;  and 
then  it  wUl  be  a  reUef  toyour  mind  to  whip  him." 

"Whip  him!"  said  EUen,— "I  do  not  want  to 
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whip  him,  I  am  sure ;  and  I  should  be  afraid  be- 
sides." 

"Has  not  John  taught  you  that  lesson  yet?'* 
said  the  young  lady ; — "  he  is  perfect  in  it  himself. 
Do  you  remember,  Alice,  the  chastising  he  gave 
that  fine  black  horse  of  ours  we  called  the  *  Black 
Prince  ?' — a  beautiful  creature  he  was, — more  than 
a  year  ago  ? — My  conscience !  he  frightened  me 
to  death." 

"  I  remember,"  said  Alice ;  "  I  remember  I  could 
not  look  on." 

"  What  did  he  do  that  for  ?"  said  EUen. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Ellen  Montgomery  ?"  said 
Miss  Sophia,  laughing, — "  where  did  you  get  that 
long  face  ?  Are  you  thinking  of  John  or  the 
horse  ?" 

EUen's  eye  turned  to  Alice. 

"  My  dear  Ellen,"  said  Alice  smiling,  though  she 
spoke  seriously, — "  it  was  necessary ;  it  sometimes  is 
necessary  to  do  such  things.  You  do  not  suppose 
John  would  do  it  cruelly  or  unnecessarily  ?" 

EUen's  face  shortened  considerably. 

"  But  what  had  the  horse  been  doing  ?" 

"  He  had  not  been  doing  anything ;  he  would  not 
do, — that  was  the  trouble  ;  he  was  as  obstinate  as 
a  mule." 

"  My  dear  Ellen,"  said  Alice,  "  it  was  no  such 
terrible  matter  as  Sophia's  words  have  made  you 
believe.  It  was  a  clear  case  of  obstinacy.  The 
horse  was  resolved  to  have  his  own  way,  and  not 
do  what  his  rider  required  of  him ;  it  was  necessary 
that  either  the  horse  or  the  man  should  give  up ; 
and  as  John  had  no  fancy  for  giving  up,  he  carried 
his  point, — partly  by  management,  partly,  I  confess, 
by  a  judicious  use  of  the  whip  and  spur ;  but  there 
was  no  such  Amous  flagellation  as  Sophia  seems  to 
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mean,  and  which  a  good  horseman  would  scarcely 
be  gitilty  of." 

"  A  very  determined  *  use,' "  said  Miss  Sophia. 
**  I  advise  you,  EUen,  not  to  trust  your  pony  with 
Mr.  John ;  he  will  have  no  mercy  on  him." 

"  Sophia  is  laughiiig,  EUen,"  said  Alice.  "  Ton 
and  I  know  John,  do  we  not  ?" 

"  Then  he  did  right  ?  "  said  EUen. 

"  Perfectly  right—except  in  mounting  the  horse 
at  all,  which  I  never  wished  him  to  do.  No  one  on 
the  place  would  ride  him." 

"  He  carried  John  beautifuUy  aU  the  day  after 
that,"  said  Miss  Sophia,  '^  and  I  dare  say  he  might 
have  ridden  him  to  the  end  of  the  chapter  if  you 
would  have  let  papa  give  him  to  him.  But  he  was 
of  no  use  to  anybody  else.  Howard  could  not 
manage  him — I  suppose  he  was  too  lazy.  Papa 
was  deUghted  enough  that  day  to  have  given  John 
anything.  And  I  can  teU  you  Black  Prince  the 
second  is  spirited  enough ;  I  am  afraid  you  wiU  not 
like  him." 

"  John  has  a  present  of  a  horse  too,  EUen,"  said 
AHce. 

"  Has  he  ? — from  Mr.  Marshman  F" 

"Yes." 

"  I  am  verv  glad !  O  what  rides  we  can  take  now, 
cannot  we,  Alice  ?  We  shaU  not  want  to  borrow 
Jenny's  pony  any  more.  "What  kind  of  a  horse  is 
Mr.  John's  ?" 

"  Black, — perfectly  black." 

"  Is  he  handsome  ?" 

"  Very." 

"  Is  lus  name  Black  Prince  ?" 

"Yes." 

EUen  began  to  consider  the  possibiUty  of  calling 
h»  pony  the  Brown  Princess,  or  by  some  similar 

s  2 
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title — ^the  name  of  Jolin's  two  chargers  seeming  the 
very  most  striking  by  whicli  a  horse  could  be 
known. 

"  Do  not  forget,  Alice,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey,  "to 
teU  John  to  atop  for  him  on  his  way  home.  It  wiU 
give  us  a  chance  of  seeing  him,  which  is  not  a  com- 
mon pleasure,  in  any  sense  of  the  term." 

They  went  back  to  the  subject  of  the  name,  which 
EUen  pondered  with  uneasy  visions  of  John  and 
her  poor  pony  flitting  through  her  head.  The  little 
horse  suited,  or  else  EUen's  taste  was  very  hard  to 
suit ;  a  great  many  names  were  proposed,  none  of 
which  were  to  her  mind.  Charley,  and  Cherry,  and 
Brown,  and  Dash,  and  Jumper, — but  she  said  they 
had  "John'*  and  "Jenny"  already  in  Thirlwall, 
and  she  did  not  want  a  "  Charley ;"  "  Brown"  was 
not  pretty,  and  she  hoped  he  would  not  "  dash"  at 
anythiQg,  nor  be  a  "jumper"  when  she  was  on  his 
back.  Cherry  she  mused  awhile  about,  but  it  would 
not  do. 

"  Call  him  Fairy,"  said  EUen  Chauncey  ; — "  that 
is  a  pretty  name.  Mamma  says  she  used  to  have  a 
horse  called  Famr.     Do,  EUen !  caU  him  Fairy." 

"No,"  said  EUen;  "he  cannot  have  a  lady's 
name — ^that  is  the  trouble." 

"  I  have  it,  EUen !"  said  AUce ; — "  I  have  a  name 
for  you, — caU  him  The  Brownie." 

"  The  *  Brownie  ?'  "  said  EUen. 

"  Yes — ^brownies  are  male  fairies  ;  and  brown  is 
his  colour ;  so  how  wiU  that  do  ?" 

It  was  soon  decided  that  it  would  do  very  weU. 
It  was  simple,  descriptive,  and  not  common ;  Ellen 
made  up  her  mind  that  "  The  Brownie  "  should  be 
his  name.  No  sooner  given,  it  began  to  grow  dear. 
EUen' 8  face  quitted  its  look  of  anxious  gravity,  and 
came  out  into  the  broadest  and  fuUest  satisfaction. 


THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WOBLD.  199 

•She  never  showed  joy  "boisterously ;  but  there  was  a 
light  in  her  eye  which  brought  many  a  smile  into 
those  of  her  friends  as  they  sat  round  the  tea-table. 

After  tea,  it  was  necessary  to  go  home,  much  to 
the  sorrow  of  all  parties.  Mien  knew,  however,  it 
would  not  do  to  stay  ;  Miss  Fortune  was  but  just 
become  well,  and  perhaps  already  thinking  herself 
ill-used.     She  put  on  her  things. 

"Are  you  going  to  take  your  pony  home  with 
you?"  said  Miss  Sophia. 

"  O  no,  ma'am,  not  to-night.  I  must  see  about 
a  place  for  him ;  and  besides,  poor  fellow,  he  is 
tired,  I  dare  say." 

"  I  do  believe  you  would  take  more  care  of  his 
legs  than  of  your  own,"  said  Miss  Sophia. 

"  But  you  will  be  here  to-morrow  early,  Ellie  ?" 

"  O,  wont  I !"  exclaimed  Ellen,  as  she  sprang  to 
Alice's  neck  ; — "  as  early  as  I  can,  at  least ;  I  do 
not  know  when  aunt  Fortune  will  have  done  with 
me. 

The  way  home  seemed  as  nothing.  If  she  was 
tired  she  did  not  know  it.  The  Brownie !  the 
Brownie;  —  the  thought  of  him  carried  her  as 
cleverly  over  the  ground  as  his  very  back  would 
have  done.     She  came  running  into  the  chip-yard. 

"  HoUo  ! "  cried  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  who  was  stand- 
ing under  the  apple-tree  cutting  a  piece  of  wood 
for  the  tongue  of  the  ox-cart,  which  had  been 
broken, — "I'm  glad  to  see  you  can  run.  I  was 
afeard  you'd  hardly  be  able  to  stand  by  this  time ; 
but  there  you  come  like  a  young  deer !" 

"  O  Mr.  Van  Brunt,"  said  EUen,  coming  close 
up  to  him,  and  speaking  in  an  under  tone, — "  you 
don't  know  what  a  present  I  have  had !  What  do 
you  think  Mr.  Marshman  has  sent  me  from  Vent- 
nor?" 
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^*  Couldn't  guess,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  resting 
the  end  of  his  pole  on  the  log,  and  chipping  at  it 
with  his  hatchet ; — ^**  never  guessed  anythmg  in  my 
life  ; — ^what  is  it  ?" 

''  He  has  sent  me  the  most  beautiful  little  horse 
you  ever  saw  ! — ^for  my  own — for  me  to  ride ;  and  a 
new  beautiful  saddle  and  bridle;  you  never  saw 
anything  so  beautiful,  Mr.  Van  Brunt;  he  is  all 
brown,  with  one  white  fore-foot,  and  I  have  named 
him  *  The  Brownie ;'  and  O,  Mr.  Van  Brunt !  do  you 
think  aunt  Portune  wOl  let  him  come  here  ?" 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  chipped  away  at  his  pole,  looldng 
very  good-humoured. 

"  Because  you  know  I  could  not  have  half  the 
good  of  him  if  he  had  to  stay  away  &om  me  up  on 
the  mountain.  I  shaD.  want  to  ride  him  every  day. 
Do  you  think  aunt  Fortune  will  let  him  be  kept 
here,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?" 

"I  guess  she  will,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  soberly, 
and  his  tone  said  to  EUen,  "  /  wiU  if  she  does  not." 

"  Then,  will  you  ask  her  and  see  about  it  ? — ^if 
you  please,  Mr.  Van  Brunt!  I  had  rather  you 
would.  And  you  will  not  have  him  put  to  plough 
or  anything,  will  you  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?  Miss  So- 
phia says  it  would  spoil  him." 

"  I'U  plough  myself  first,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt, 
with  his  half  smile ; — "  there  sha'n't  be  a  hair  of  his 
coat  turned  the  wrong  way.  Pll  see  to  him — as  if 
he  was  a  prince." 

"  O  thank  you,  dear  Mr.  Van  Brunt !  How  good 
you  are.  Then  I  shall  not  speak  about  him  at  aU 
till  you  do,  remember.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to 
you,  Mr.  Van  Brunt !" 

EUen  ran  in.  She  got  a  chiding  for  her  long 
stay,  but  it  fell  upon  ears  that  could  not  hear.  The 
Brownie  came  like  a  shield  between  her  and  all 
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trouble.  She  smiled  at  her  aunt's  hard  words  as  if 
they  had  been  sugar-plums.  And  her  sleep  that 
night  might  have  been  prairie  land,  for  the  multi- 
tude of  horses  of  all  sorts  that  chased  through  it. 

"Have  you  heerd  the  news?"  said  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  when  he  had  got  his  second  cup  of  coffee  at 
breakfast  next  morning. 

"  ISTo,"  said  Miss  Fortune.     «  What  news  ?" 

"  There  aint  as  much  news  as  there  used  to  be 
when  I  was  young,"  said  the  old  lady ; — "  'seems 
to  me  I  don't  hear  nothing  now-a-days." 

"  You  might,  if  you'd  keep  your  ears  open,  mo- 
ther.   .  What  news,  Mr,  Van  Brunt  ?  " 

"  Why,  EUen  here  has  got  a  splendid  little  horse 
sent  her,  a  present  from  some  of  her  great  Mends, 
— Mr.  Marshchalk, — " 

"  Mr.  Marshman,"  said  EUen. 

"  Mr.  Marshman.  There  aint  the  like  in  the 
country,  as  I've  heerd  tell;  and  I  expect  next 
thing  she'U  be  flying  over  all  the  fields  and  fences 
like  smoke." 

There  was  a  meaning  silence.  EUen's  heart 
beat. 

"  What  is  going  to  be  done  with  him,  do  you 
suppose  ?  "  said  Miss  Fortune.  Her  look  said, 
"  If^  you  think  I  am  coming  round,  you  are  mis- 
taken." 

"  Humph !  "  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  slowly,  —  "I 
s'pose  he'n  eat  grass  in  the  meadow, — and  there'll 
be  a  place  fixed  for  him  in  the  stables." 

"  Not  in  my  stables,"  said  the  lady,  shortly. 

"  No,  —  in  mine,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  half 
smiling  ; — "  and  I'U  settle  with  you  about  it  by-and- 
by, — when  we  square  our  accounts." 

Miss  Fortune  was  very  much  vexed ;  EUen  could 
see  that ;  but  she  said  no  more,  good  or  bad,  about 
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the  matter ;  so  the  Brownie  was  allowed  to  take 
quiet  possession  of  meadow  and  stables,  to  his 
mistress's  unbounded  joy. 

Anybody  that  knew  Mr.  Van  Brunt  would  have 
been  surprised  to  hear  what  he  said  that  morning ; 
for  he  was  thought  to  be  quite  as  keen  a  looker 
after  the  main  chance  as  Miss  Fortune  herself, 
only  somehow  it  was  never  laid  against  him  as  it 
was  against  her.  However  that  might  be,  it  was 
plain  he  took  pleasure  in  keeping  his  word  about 
the  pony.  EUen  herself  could  not  have  asked  more 
careful  kindness  for  her  favourite  than  the  Brownie 
had  from  every  man  and  boy  about  the  farm. 


CHAPTEE  XTTT. 

"  Thou  must  run  to  him,  for  thou  hast  stayed  so  long  that 
going  ^vill  scarce  serve  the  turn." — Shakspeabe. 

Captain  Montgomery  did  not  come  the  next 
week,  nor  the  week  aSber ;  and  what  is  more,  the 
Duck  Dorleens,  as  his  sister  called  the  ship  in 
which  he  had  taken  passage,  was  never  heard  of 
from  that  time.  She  sailed  duly  on  the  fifth  of 
April,  as  they  learnt  from  the  papers ;  but,  what- 
ever became  of  her,  she  never  reached  port.  It 
remained  a  doubt  whether  Captain  Montgomery 
had  actually  gone  in  her ;  and  Ellen  had  many 
weeks  of  anxious  watching,  first  for  himself,  and 
then  for  news  of  him  in  case  he  were  stiD.  in 
France.  None  ever  came.  Anxiety  gradually  faded 
into  certainty ;  and  by  midsummer  no  doubt  of  the 
truth  remained  in  any  mind.  If  Captain  Mont- 
gomery had  been  alive,  he  would  certainly  have 
written,  if  not  before,  on  learning  the  fate  of  the 
vessel  in  which  he  had  told  his  friends  to  expect 
him  home. 

EUen  rather  felt  that  she  was  an  orphan  than 
that  she  had  lost  her  father.  She  had  never  learned 
to  love  him,  he  had  never  given  her  much  cause. 
Comparatively  a  small  portion  of  her  life  had  been 
possed  in  his  society,  and  she  looked  back  to  it  as 
the  least  agreeable  of  aU;  and  it  had  not  been 
possible  for  her  to  expect  with  pleasure  his  return 
to  America  and  visit  to  Thirlwsil ;  she  dreaded  it. 
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Life  bad  nothing  now  worse  for  her  than  a  separa- 
tion from  Alice  and  John  Humphreys  ;  she  feared 
her  father  might  take  her  away  and  put  her  in 
some  dreadful  boarding-school,  or  carry  her  about 
the  world  wherever  he  went,  a  wretched  wanderer 
from  everything  good  and  pleasant.  The  know- 
ledge of  his  death  had  less  pain  for  her  than  the 
removal  of  this  fear  brought  of  relief. 

EUen  felt  sometimes,  soberly  and  sadly,  that  she 
was  thrown  upon  the  wide  world  now.  To  all  in- 
tents and  purposes  so  she  had  been  a  year  and 
three  quarters  before ;  but  it  was  something  to  have 
a  father  and  a  mother  living,  even  on  the  other  side 
of  the  world.  Now,  Miss  Fortune  was  her  sole 
guardian  and  owner.  However,  she  could  hardly 
realize  that,  with  Alice  and  John  so  near  at  hand. 
Without  reasoning  much  about  it,  she  felt  tolerably 
secure  that  they  would  take  care  of  her  interests, 
and  make  good  their  claim  to  interfere  if  ever  need 
were. 

Ellen  and  her  little  horse  grew  more  and  more 
fond  of  each  other.  This  friendship,  no  doubt,  was 
a  comfort  to  the  Brownie ;  but  to  his  mistress  it 
made  a  large  part  of  the  pleasure  of  her  every-day 
life.  To  visit  him  was  her  delight,  at  all  hours, 
early  and  late;  and  it  is  to  the  Brownie's  credit 
that  he  always  seemed  as  glad  to  see  her  as  she  was 
to  see  him.  At  any  time  EUen's  voice  would  bring 
him  from  the  farther  end  of  the  meadow  where  he 
was  allowed  to  run.  He  would  come  trotting  up 
at  her  call,  and  stand  to  have  her  scratch  his  fore- 
head or  pat  him  and  talk  to  him;  and  though  the 
Brownie  could  not  answer  her  speeches  he  certainly 
seemed  to  hear  them  with  pleasure.  Then  throwing 
up  his  head  he  would  bound  oif,  take  a  turn  in  the 
field,  and  come  back  again  to  stand  as  still  as  a 
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lamb  BO  long  as  she  stayed  there  herself.  Now  and 
then,  when  she  had  a  little  more  time,  she  would 
cross  the  fence  and  take  a  walk  with  him;  and 
there,  with  his  nose  just  at  her  elbow,  wherever  she 
went  the  Brownie  went  after  her.  After  a  while 
there  was  no  need  that  she  should  call  him ;  if  he 
saw  or  heard  her  at  a  distance  it  was  enough ;  he 
would  come  running  up  directly.  Ellen  loved  him 
dearly. 

She  gave  him  more  proof  of  it  than  words  and 
caresses.      Many  were  the  apples  and  scraps  of 
bread  hoarded  up  for  him;  and n  these  failed,  Ellen 
sometimes  took  him  a  little  salt  to  show  that  he 
was  not  forgotten.     There  were  not  certainly  many 
scraps  left  at  Miss  Fortune's  table ;  nor  apples  to 
be  had  at  home  for  such  a  purpose,  except  what  she 
gathered  up  from  the  poor  ones  that  were  left  under 
the  trees  for  the  hogs ;  but  Ellen  had  other  sources 
of  supply.    Once  she  had  begged  from  Jenny  Hitch- 
cock a  waste  bit  that  she  was  going  to  throw  away ; 
Jenny  found  what  she  wanted  to  do  with  it,  and 
after  that  many  a  basket  of  apples  and  many  a 
piece  of  cold  shortcake  was  set  by  for  her.    Margery 
too  remembered  the  Brownie  when  disposing  of  her 
odds  and  ends;  likewise  did  Mrs.  Van  Brunt;  so 
that  among  them  all  Ellen  seldom  wanted  something 
to  give  him.     Mr.  Marshman  did  not  know  what 
happiness  he  was  bestowing  when  he   sent  her 
that  little  horse.     Many,  many,  were  the  hours  of 
enjovment   she  had  upon  his  back.      Ellen  went 
nowhere  but  upon  the  Brownie.     Alice  made  her  a 
riding-dress  of  dark  gingham !  and  it  was  the  ad- 
miration  of  the  country  to   see  her  trotting  or 
cantering  by,  all  alone,  and  always  looking  happy. 
Ellen  soon  found  that  if  the  Brownie  was  to  do  her 
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mucli  good  she  muBt  learn  to  saddle  and  bridle 
him  herself.  This  was  very  awkward  at  first,  but 
there  was  no  help  for  it.  Mr.  Van  Brunt  showed 
her  how  to  manage,  and  affcer  a  while  it  became 
quite  easy.  She  used  to  call  the  Brownie  to  the 
bar-place,  put  the  bridle  on,  and  let  him  out ;  and 
then  he  would  stand  motionless  before  her  while 
she  fastened  the  saddle  on;  looking  round  some- 
times as  if  to  make  sure  that  it  was  herself  and 
giving  a  little  kind  of  satisfied  neigh  when  he  saw 
that  it  was.  EUen's  heart  began  to  dance  as  soon 
as  she  felt  him  moving  under  her ;  and  once  off  and 
away  on  the  docile  and  spirited  little  animal,  over 
the  roads,  through  the  lanes,  up  and  down  the  hills, 
her  horse  her  only  companion,  but  having  the  most 
perfect  understanding  with  him,  both  Ellen  and  the 
Brownie  cast  care  to  the  winds.  "  I  do  believe," 
said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  "  that  critter  would  a  leetle 
rather  have  EUen  on  his  back  than  not.'*  He  was 
the  Brownie's  next  best  Mend.  Miss  Fortune 
never  said  anything  to  him  or  of  him. 

Ellen  however  reaped  a  reward  for  her  faithful 
steadiness  to  duty  while  her  aunt  was  iU.  Things 
were  never  after  that  as  they  had  been  before. 
She  was  looked  on  with  a  different  eye.  To  be 
sure  Miss  Fortune  tasked  her  as  much  as  ever,  spoke 
as  sharply,  was  as  ready  to  scold  if  anything  went 
wrong ;~ all  that  was  just  as  it  used  to  be;  but 
beneath  all  that  EUen  felt  with  great  satisfaction  that 
she  was  trusted  and  believed.  She  was  no  longer 
an  interloper,  in  everybody's  way;  she  was  not 
watched  and  suspected ;  her  aunt  treated  her  as  one 
of  the  family  and  a  person  to  be  depended  on.  It 
was  a  very  great  conSbrt  to  little  Ellen's  life.  Miss 
Fortune  even  owned  that  "  she  believed  she  was  an 
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honest  child  and  meant  to  do  right," — a  great  deal 
from  her ;  Miss  Fortune  was  never  over  forward 
to  give  any  one  the  praise  of  honesty,  Ellen  now 
went  out  and  came  in  without  feeling  she  was  an 
alien.  And  though  her  aunt  was  always  bent  on 
keeping  herself  and  everybody  else  at  work,  she  did 
not  now  show  any  particular  desire  for  breaking  off 
Ellen  from  her  studies  ;  and  was  generally  wifiing 
when  the  work  was  pretty  weU  done  up  that  she 
should  saddle  the  Brownie  and  be  off  to  Alice  or 
Mrs.  Vawse. 

Though  EUen  was  happy,  it  was  a  sober  kind  of 
happiness ; — ^the  sun  shimng  behind  a  cloud.  And 
if  others  thought  her  so,  it  was  not  because  she 
laughed  loudly  or  wore  a  merry  face. 

"  I  can't  help  but  think,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt, 
"  that  that  child  has  something  more  to  make  her 
happy  than  what  she  gets  in  this  world." 

There  was  a  quilting  party  gathered  that  after- 
noon at  Mrs.  Van  Brunt's  house. 

"  There  is  no  doubt  of  that,  neighbour,"  said  Mrs. 
Vawse ;  "  nobody  ever  found  enough  here  to  make 
him  happy  yet." 

"  Well  I  don't  want  to  see  a  prettier  girl  than 
that,"  said  Mrs.  Lowndes; — "you'll  never  catch 
her,  working  at  home  or  riding  along  on  that  hand- 
some little  critter  of  her^n,  that  she  ha'n't  a  plea- 
sant look  and  a  smile  for  you,  and  as  pretty  behaved 
as  can  be.  I  never  see  her  look  sorrowful  but 
once." 

"  Aint  that  a  pretty  horse  ?"  said  Mimy  Lawson. 

"  Vve  see  her  look  sorrowful  though,"  said  Sarah 
Lowndes ;  "  I've  been  up  at  the  house  when  Miss 
Fortune  was  hustling  everybody  round,  and  as  sharp 
as  vinegar,  and  you'd  think  it  would  take  Job's 
patience  to  stand  it ; — and  for  aU  there  wouldn't  be 
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a  bit  of  crossness  in  that  child's  face, — she'd  go 
round,  and  not  say  a  word  that  wasn't  just  so ; — 
you'd  ha'  thought  her  bread  was  all  spread  with 
honey ;  and  everybody  knows  it  aint.  I  don't  see 
how  she  could  do  it,  for  my  part.  1  know  / 
couldn't." 

"Ah,  neighbour,"  said  Mrs.  Vawse,  "  EUen  looks 
higher  than  to  please  her  aunt ;  she  tries  to  please 
her  God  ;  and  one  can  bear  people's  words  or  looks 
when  one  is  pleasing  Him. — She  is  a  dear  child !  " 

"And  there's  'Brahm,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt, — 
"  he  thinks  the  hull  world  of  her.  I  never  see  him 
take  so  to  any  one.  There  aint  an  airthly  thing 
he  wouldn't  do  to  please  her.  If  she  was  his  own 
child  I've  no  idee  he  could  set  her  up  more  than  he 
does." 

"Very  well!"  said  Nancy  coming  up, — "good 
reason !  EUen  don't  set  him  up  any,  does  she  ?  I 
wish  you'd  just  seen  her  once,  the  time  when  Miss 
Fortune  was  abed, — the  way  she'd  look  out  for  him  ! 
Mr.  Vaa  Brunt's  a.  good  L  at  home  in  that  house, 
sure  enough ;  whoever' s  down-stairs." 

"Bless  her  dear  little  heart!"  said  his  mother. 

"A  good  name  is  better  than  precious  oint- 
ment." 

August  had  come,  and  John  was  daily  expected 
home.  One  morning  Miss  Fortune  was  in  the 
lower  kitchen,  up  to  the  elbows  in  making  a  rich 
fall  cheese;  Ellen  was  busy  up-stairs,  when  her 
aunt  shouted  her  to  "  come  and  see  what  was  all 
that  splashing  and  crashing  in  the  garden."  Ellen 
ran  out. 

"  O  aunt  Fortune,"  said  she, —  "  Timothy  has 
broken  down  the  fence  and  got  in." 

"Timothy!"  said  Miss  Fortune,— " what  Timo- 
thy?" 
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"  "Why  Timothy,  the  near  ox,"  said  Ellen  laugh- 
ing ; — "  he  has  knocked  down  the  fence  over  there 
where  it  was  low,  you  know.'* 

"  The  near  ox !  '*  said  Miss  Portune, — "  I  wish  he 
wam't  quite  so  near  this  time.  Mercy !  he'll  he 
at  the  com  and  over  everything.  Run  and  drive 
him  into  the  ham-yard,  can't  you  ?" 

But  Ellen  stood  still  and  shook  her  head.  "  He 
would  not  stir  for  me,"  she  said ; — "  and  hesides  I 
am  as  a&aid  of  that  ox  as  can  he.  If  it  was  Clover 
I  would  not  mind." 

"  But  he  will  have  every  hit  of  the  com  eaten  up 
in  five  minutes  !     Where  is  Mr.  Yan  Brunt  ?" 

"  I  heard  him  say  he  was  going  home  till  noon," 
said  Ellen. 

"  And  Sam  Larkens  is  gone  to  mill — and  Johnny 
Low  is  laid  up  with  the  shakes.  Very  careless  of 
Mr.  Van  Brunt !"  said  Miss  Fortune,  drawing  her 
arms  out  of  the  cheese-tuh  wringing  off  the  whey, 
— "  I  wish  he  would  mind  his  own  oxen.  There 
was  no  business  to  he  a  low  place  in  the  fence ! 
Well  come  along !  you  aint  afraid  mth  me,  I  sup- 
pose. 

Ellen  followed,  at  a  respectful  distance.  Miss 
Fortune  however  feared  the  face  of  neither  man  nor 
beast ;  she  puUed  up  a  bean  pole,  and  made  such  a 
show  of  fight  that  Timothy,  after  looking  at  her  a 
little,  fairly  turned  tail,  and  marched  out  at  the 
breach  he  had  made.  Miss  Fortune  went  after,  and 
rested  not  till  she  had  driven  him  quite  into  the 
meadow, — get  him  into  the  barn-yard  she  could 
not. 

"  You  aint  worth  a  straw,  Ellen !"  said  she  when 
she  came  back ; — "  couldn't  you  ha'  headed  him  and 
driv'  him  into  the  barn-yard  ?     Now  that  plaguy 
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beast  will  just  be  back  again  by  tbe  time  I  get  well 
to  work.  He  ba'n't  done  mucb  mischief  yet — 
there's  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  salary  he's  made  a  pretty 
mess  of;  I'm  glad  on't !  He  should  ha'  put  pota- 
toes, as  I  told  him.  I  don't  know  what's  to  be 
done — I  can't  be  leaving  my  cheese  to  run  and 
mind  the  garden  every  minute,  if  it  was  full  of 
Timothys ;  and  y<yv^d  be  scared  if  a  mosqueto  flew 
at  you ; — you  had  better  go  right  off  for  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  and  fetch  him  straight  home- serve  him 
right !  he  has  no  business  to  leave  things  so.  Eun 
along,  and  don'tlet  the  grass  grow  under  your  feet ! " 

Ellen  wisely  thought  her  pony's  feet  would  do 
the  business  quicker.  She  ran  and  put  on  her 
gingham  drees,  and  saddled  and  bridled  the  Brownie 
in  three  minutes ;  but  before  setting  off  she  had  to 
scream  to  her  aunt  that  Timothy  was  just  coming 
round  the  comer  of  the  bam  again ;  and  Miss  for- 
tune rushed  out  to  the  garden  as  EUen  and  the 
Brownie  walked  down  to  the  gate. 

The  weather  was  fine,  and  EUen  thought  with 
herself  it  was  an  ill  wind  that  blew  no  good.  She 
was  getting  a  nice  ride  in  the  early  morning,  that 
she  would  not  have  had  but  for  Timothy's  lawless 
behaviour.  To  ride  at  that  time  was  particularly 
pleasant  and  rare ;  and  forgetting  how  she  had  left 
poor  Miss  Eortune  between  the  ox  and  the  cheese- 
tub,  EUen  and  the  Brownie  cantered  on  in  exceUent 
spirits. 

She  looked  in  vain  as  she  passed  his  grounds  to 
see  Mr,  Van  Brunt  in  the  garden,  or  about  the  bam. 
She  went  on  to  the  little  gate  of  the  courtyard,  dis- 
mounted, and  led  the  Brownie  in.  Here  she  was 
met  by  Nancy,  who  came  running  from  the  way  of 
the  barn-yard. 
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"How  d'ye  do,  Nancy?"  said  Ellen ; — " where's 
Mr.  Van  Brunt?" 

"  Q-oodness  !  Ellen ! — wliat  do  you  want  ?" 
"I  want  Mr.  Van  Brunt ! — where  is  he  ?" 
"  Mr.  Van  Brunt ! — he's  out  in  the  bam, — but 
he's  used  himself  up." 

"  Used  himself  up !  what  do  jou  mean  ?" 
"Why  he's  fixed  himself  in  fine  style! — he's  fell 
through  the  trap-door  fcind  broke  his  leg." 

"O,  Nancy!"  screfiamed  Ellen,— "he  hasn't! 
How  could  he?" 

"  AVhy  easy  enough,  if  he  didn't  look  where  he 
was  going, — there's  so  much  hay  on  the  floor.  But 
it's  a  pretty  bad  place  to  fall." 

"  How  do  you  know  his  leg  is  broken  ?" 
"  'Cause  he  says  so,  and  anybody  with  eyes  can 
see  it  must  be.  I'm  going  over  to  Hitchcock's ; 
to  get  somebody  to  come  and  help  in  with  him ;  for 
you  know,  me  and  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  aint  Sam- 
sons. 

"  Where  is  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  ?" 
"  She's  out  there — in  a  terrible  to  do." 
Nancy  sped  on  to  the  Hitchcock's;  and,  Ellen, 
greatly  frightened  and  distressed,  ran  over  .to  the 
barn,  trembling  like  an  aspen  leaf.  Mr.  Van  Brunt 
was  lying  in  the  lower  floor,  just  where  he  had 
fallen ;  one  leg  doubled  under  him,  in  such  a  way 
as  left  no  doubt  it  must  be  broken.  He  had  lain 
there  some  time  before  any  one  found  him ;  and  on 
trying  to  change  his  position  when  he  saw  his  mo- 
ther's distress,  he  had  fainted  from  pain.  She  sat 
by  weeping  most  bitterly.  EUen  could  bear  but 
one  look  at  Mr.  Van  Brunt ;  that  one  sickened  her. 
She  went  up  to  his  poor  mother,  and  getting  down 
on  her  knees,  by  her  side,  put  both  arms  round  her 
neck. 
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"  DorCt  crj  so,  dear  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,'*  (EQen 
was  crying  so,  she  could  hardly  speak  herself,)— 
"  pray  do  not  do  so ! — ^he  will  be  better — Oh,  what 
shall  we  do  ?" 

'*0h,  aint  it  dreadful!"  said  poor  Mrs.  Van 
Brunt ; — "  O,  'Brahm,  'Brahm !  my  son ! — ^the  best 
son  that  ever  was  to  me — O,  to  see  him  there — 
aint  it  dreadful  ?  he's  dying !" 

"  O,  no,  he  is  not,"  said  EUen, — "O,  no,  he  is 
not ! — ^what  shall  we  do,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  ? — ^what 
shaU  we  do  ?" 

**  The  doctor !"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt, — "  he  said, 
'  send  for  the  doctor ;' — but,  I  can't  go,  and  there's 
nobody  to  send.  O,  he'U  die ! — O,  my  dear  'Brahm ! 
I  wish  it  was  me  !" 

"  What  doctor  ?"  said  EUen ;— "  I  wiU  find  some- 
body to  go  ;  what  doctor  ?" 

"  Dr.  Gibson,  he  said ;  but  he's  away  ofi^  to  Thirl- 
wall;  and  he's  been  lying  here  all  the  morning 
a'ready ! — nobody  found  him— he  couldn't  make  us 
hear.     O,  isn't  it  dreadful !" 

"  O  do  not  cry  so,  dear  Mrs.  Van  Bniut,"  said 
EUen,  pressing  her  cheek  to  the  poor  old  lady's  ; — 
"  he  wiU  be  better,  he  wiU !  I  have  the  Brownie 
here,  and  I  wiU  ride  over  to  Mrs.  Hitchcock's,  and 
get  somebody  to  go  at  once  for  the  doctor.  I  will 
not  be  long,  we  will  have  him  here  in  a  little  while ! 
do  not  feel  so  bad !" 

"  You  are  a  dear,  blessed  darling !"  said  the  old 
lady,  hugging  and  kissing  her, — "  if  ever  there  was 
one.  Make  haste, dear, if  youlove him! — ^helovesyou." 

Ellen  stayed  but  to  give  her  another  kiss. 
Trembling  so  that  she  could  hardly  stand  she  made 
her  way  back  to  the  house,  led  out  the  BroT^Tiie 
again,  and  set  off  fuU  speed  for  Mrs.  Hitchcock's. 
It  was  weU  her  pony  was  sure-footed,  for  letting 
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the  reins  hang,  Ellen  bent  over  his  neck  crying 
bitterly,  only  urging  him  now  and  then  to  greater 
speed ;  till,  at  length,  the  feeling  that  she  had 
something  to  do  came  to  her  help.  She  gathered 
up  her  reins,  and  by  the  time  she  reached  Mrs. 
Hitchcock's  was  looking  calm  again,  though  very 
sad  and  very  earnest.  She  did  not  alight,  but 
stopped  before  the  door  and  called  Jenny.  Jenny 
came  out,  expressing  her  pleasure. 

**  Dear  Jenny,"  said  Ellen, — "  is  there  not  some- 
body here  that  will  go  right  off  to  Thirlwall  for  Dr. 
Gibson  ?  Mr.  Van  Brunt  has  broken  his  leg,  I  am 
afraid,  and  wants  the  doctor  directly." 

"  Why,  dear  Ellen,"  said  Jenny,  "  the  men  have 
just  gone  off  this  minute  to  Mrs.  Van  Brunt's. 
Nancy  was  here  for  them  to  come  and  help  move 
him  m  a  great  hurry.  How  did  it  happen  ?  I 
could  not  get  anything  out  of  Nancy." 

"  He  fell  down  through  the  trap-door.  But,  dear 
Jenny,  is  not  anybody  about?  Oh,"  said  Ellen, 
clasping  her  hands, — "  I  want  somebody  to  go  for 
the  doctor  so  much  !" 

"  There  is  not  a  living  soul !"  said  Jenny ;  "two 
of  the  men  and  all  the  teams  are  away  on  the  other 
side  of  the  hill  ploughing,  and  Pa  and  June  and 
Black  Bill  have  gone  over  as  I  told  you ;  but  I  do 
not  believe  they  will  be  enough.  Where  is  his  leg 
broke  ?" 

"  I  did  not  meet  them,"  said  Ellen ; — "  T  came 
away  only  a  little  while  afber  Nancy." 

"  They  went  across  lots,  I  guess, — that  is  how  it 
was ;  and  that  is  the  way  Nancy  got  the  start  of 
you." 

"  What  shall  I  do  ?"  said  Ellen.  She  could  not 
bear  to  wait  tiU  they  returned  ;  if  she  rode  back 
she  might  miss  them  again,  besides  the  delay ;  and 
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then  a  man  on  foot  would  make  a  long  journey  of 
it.  Jenny  told  her  of  a  house  or  two  where  she 
might  try  for  a  messenger ;  but  they  were  stran- 
gers to  her ;  she  could  not  make  up  her  mind  to  ask 
such  a  favour  of  them.  Her  friends  were  too  far 
out  of  the  way. 

"I  will  go  myself  r'  she  said  suddenly.  "Tell 
them,  dear  Jenny,  will  you,  that  I  have  gone  for 
Dr.  Gibson,  and  that  I  will  bring  him  back  as  quick 
as  ever  I  can.     I  know  the  road  to  Thirlwall." 

"  But  Ellen  I  you  must  not,"  said  Jenny ; — "  I 
am  afraid  to  have  you  go  all  that  way  alone.  Wait 
till  the  men  come  back, — they  will  not  be  long." 

"No,  I  cannot,  Jenny,"  said  Ellen, — " I  cannot 
wait ;  I  must  go.  You  need  not  be  afraid.  Tell 
them  I  will  be  as  quick  as  I  can." 

"  But  see,  EUen !"  cried  Jenny,  as  she  was  mov- 
ing off, — "  I  do  not  like  to  have  you  1" 

"  I  must,  Jenny.     Never  mina." 

"  But  see,  Ellen !"  cried  Jenny  again, — "  if  you 
will  go — ^if  you  do  not  find  Dr.  Gibson,  just  get  Dr. 
Marshchalk, — ^he  is  every  bit  as  good,  and  some 
folks  think  he  is  better ; — he  will  do  just  as  well. 
Good-bye!" 

Ellen  nodded  and  rode  off.  There  was  a  little 
fluttering  of  the  heart  at  taking  so  much  upon  her- 
self ;  she  had  only  been  to  Thirlwall  once  since  the 
first  time  she  saw  it  But  she  thought  of  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  suffering  for  help  which  could  not  he  ob- 
tained, and  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  hesitate. 
"I  am  sure  I  am  doing  right,"  she  thought, — "and 
what  is  there  to  be  afraid  of  ?  If  I  ride  two  miles 
alone,  why  not  four  ? — And  I  am  doing  right — God 
will  take  care  of  me."  EUen  earnestly  asked  Him 
to  do  so;  and  after  that  she  felt  pretty  easy. 
"  Now,  dear  Brownie,"  said  she,  patting  his  neck. 
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— "  you  and  I  have  work  to  do  to-day ;  behave  like 
a  good  little  horse  as  you  are."  The  Brownie  an- 
swered with  a  little  cheerful  kind  of  neigh,  as  much 
as  to  say,  Never  fear  me ! — They  trotted  on  nicely. 

But  nothing  could  hinder  it  from  being  a  disa- 
greeable ride.  Do  what  she  would,  Ellen  felt  a  lit- 
tle afraid  when  she  found  herself  on  a  long  piece  of 
road,  where  she  had  never  been  alone  before. 
There  were  not  many  houses  on  the  way ;  the  few 
there  were  looked  strange ;  Ellen  did  not  know  ex- 
actly where  she  was,  or  how  near  the  end  of  her 
journey;  it  seemed  a  long  one.  She  felt  rather 
lonely ; — a  little  shy  of  meeting  people,  and  yet  a  lit- 
tle unwilling  to  have  the  intervals  between  them  so 
very  long.  She  repeated  to  herself,  "I  am  doing  right 
— Grod  will  take  care  of  me," — still  there  was  a  ner- 
vous trembling  at  heart.  Sometimes  she  would 
pat  her  pony^s  neck,  and  say,  "  Trot  on,  dear 
Brownie!  we  shall  soon  be  there!" — by  way  of 
cheering  herself ;  for  certainly  the  Brownie  need- 
ed no  cheering,  and  was  fretting  on  bravely. 
Then  the  thought  of  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  as  she  had 
seen  him  lying  on  the  bam  floor,  made  her  feel 
sick  and  miserable  ;  many  tears  fell  during  her  ride 
when  she  remembered  him.  "  Heaven  will  be  a 
good  place,"  thought  little  EUen  as  she  went; — 
"  there  will  be  no  sickness,  no  pain,  no  sorrow  ;  but 
Mr.  Van  Brunt! — I  wonder  if  he  is  fit  to  go  to 
heaven  ?"  This  was  a  new  matter  of  thought  and 
uneasiness,  not  now  for  the  first  time  in  Ellen's 
mind ;  and  so  the  time  passed  till  she  crossed  the 
bridge  over  the  little  river  and  saw  the  houses  of 
Thirlwall  stretching  away  in  the  distance.  Then 
she  felt  comfortable. 

Long  before,  she  had  bethought  her  that  she  did 
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not  know  where  to  find  Dr.  Gibson,  and  had  for- 
gotten to  ask  Jenny.  For  one  instant  Ellen  drew 
bridle,  but  it  was  too  far  to  go  back,  and  she  recol- 
lected that  anybody  could  teU  her  where  the  doctor 
lived.  When  she  reached  ThirlwaU  however,  EUen 
found  that  she  did  not  like  to  ask  anybody ;  she 
remembered  her  old  Mend  Mrs.  Forbes  of  the  Star 
inn,  and  resolved  she  would  go  there  in  the  first 

n3e.  She  rode  slowly  up  the  street,  looking  care- 
y  till  she  came  to  the  house.  There  was  no  mis- 
takmg  it ;  there  was  the  very  same  great  star  over 
the  front  door  that  had  cuught  her  eye  from  the 
coach-window,  and  there  was  the  very  same  boy  or 
man,  Sam,  lounging  on  the  sidewalk.  Ellen  remed 
up  and  asked  him  to  ask  Mrs.  Forbes  if  she  would 
be  so  good  as  to  come  out  to  her  for  one  minute. 
Sam  gave  her  a  long  Yankee  look  and  disappeared, 
coming  back  again  directly  with  the  landlady. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mrs. Forbes?"  said  EUen, 
holding  out  her  hand ;  "  don't  you  know  me  ?  I  am 
Ellen  Montgomery — that  you  were  so  kind  to,  and 
gave  me  bread  and  nulk, — when  I  first  came  here, 
— Miss  Fortune's — " 

"  O  bless  your  dear  little  heart,"  cried  the  land- 
lady ;  "  don't  I  know  you !  and  aint  I  glad  to  see 
you !  I  must  have  a  kiss.  Bless  you !  I  could  not 
mistake  you  in  Jerusalem,  but  the  sun  was  in  my 
eyes  in  that  way  I  was  almost  blind.  But  aint  you 
grown  though !  Forget  you  ?  I  guess  I  have  not ! 
there  is  one  of  your  friends  would  not  let  me  do 
that  in  a  hurry ;  if  I  had  not  seen  you  I  have  heard 
of  you.  But  what  are  you  sitting  there  in  the  sun 
for  ?  come  in — come  in — and  I  will  give  you  some- 
thi^ig  better  than  bread  and  milk  this  time.  Come ! 
jump  down." 
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"0  1  cannot,  Mrs. Forbes,'*  said  EUen, — "I  am 
in  a  great  hurry ; — Mr.  Van  Brunt  has  broken  his 
leg,  and  I  want  to  find  the  doctor." 

"  Mr.  Van  Brunt !"  cried  the  landlady.  "  Broken 
his  leg !  The  land's  sakes !  how  did  he  do  that  ?  he 
too!" 

"  He  fell  down  through  the  trap-door  in  the  bam ; 
and  I  want  to  get  Dr.  Gibson  as  soon  as  I  can  to 
come  to  him.     Where  does  he  live,  Mrs.  Forbes  ?" 

"Dr.  Gribson?  you  wont  catch  him  to  hum, 
dear;  he  is  flying  round  somewheres.  But  how 
come  the  trap-door  to  be  open  ?  and  how  happened 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  not  to  see  it  afore  he  put  his  foot 
in  it  ?  Dear !  I  declare  I  am  real  sorry  to  hear 
you  teU.  How  happened  it,  darling  ?  I  am  curi- 
ous to  hear." 

"  I  do  riot  know,  Mrs.  Forbes,"  said  Ellen, — 
"  but  oh !  where  shall  I  find  Dr.  Gibson  ?  Do  tell 
me ! — he  ought  to  be  there  now ; — oh,  help  me ! 
where  shall  I  go  for  hin^?" 

"  "Well,  I  declare,"  said  the  landlady,  stepping 
back  a  pace, — "  I  don't  know  as  I  can  tell — there 
aint  no  sort  of  likelihood  that  he  is  to  hum  at  this 
time  o'  day — Sam !  you  lazy  feller,  you  ha' n't  got 
nothing  to  do  but  to  gape  at  folks,  ha'  you  seen 
the  doctor  go  by  this  forenoon  ?" 

"  I  seen  him  go  down  to  Miss  Perriman's,"  said 
Sam, — "  Miss  Perriman  was  a  dyin' — Jim  Barstow 
said." 

"  How  long  since  ?"  said  his  mistress. 

But  Sam  shuffled  and  shuffled,  looked  every  way 
but  at  EUen  or  Mrs.  Forbes,  and  "  didn't  know." 

"  "Well  then,"  said  Mrs.  Forbes,  turning  to  Ellen, 
— "  I  don't  know  but  you  might  about  as  well  go 
down  to  the  post-office — but  if  /was  you,  I'd  just 
get  Dr. Marshchalk  instead!  he's  a  smarter  man 

VOL.  II.  u 
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than  Dr.  Gibson  any  day  in  the  year ;  and  lie  aint 
quite  80  awful  high  neither,  and  that's  something. 
rd  get  Dr.  Marshchalk ;  they  say  there  aint  the 
like  o*  him  in  the  country  for  settin'  bones ;  it's 
quite  a  gift ; — he  takes  to  it  natural  like." 

But  Ellen  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt  wanted  Dr.  Gib- 
son, and  if  she  could,  she  must  find  him. 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Forbes,  "  every  one  has  their 
fancies  ; — I  wouldn't  let  Dr.  Gibson  come  near  me 
with  a  pair  of  tongs ; — ^but  anyhow,  if  you  must  have 
him,  your  best  way  is  to  go  right  straight  down  to 
the  post-oface  and  ask  for  him  there,  —  maybe 
you'll  catch  him." 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  Ellen ; — **  where  is 
the  post-office  ?  " 

"It's  that  whitefaced  house  down  street,"  said 
the  landlady,  pointing  with  her  finger  where  EUen 
saw  no  lacK  of  whitefaced  houses, — "  you  see  that 
big  red  store,  with  the  man  standing  out  in  front  ? 
— the  next  white  house  below  that  is  Miss  Perri- 
man's ;  just  run  right  in  and  ask  for  Dr.  Gibson. 
Good-bye,  dear,  —  I*jn  real  sorry  you  can't  come 
in ; — that  first  white  house." 

Glad  to  get  free,  Ellen  rode  smartly  down  to  the 
post-office.  Nobody  before  the  door;  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  get  off^  and  go  in ;  she  did  not 
know  the  people  either.  "  Never  mind !  wait  for 
me  a  minute,  dear  Brownie,  like  a  good  little  horse, 
as  you  are!" 

No  fear  of  the  Brownie.  He  stood  as  if  he  did 
not  mean  to  budge  again  in  a  century.  At  first 
going  in  Ellen  saw  nobody  in  the  post-office ;  pre- 
sently, at  aa  opening  in  a  kind  of  boxed-up  place  in 
one  comer,  a  lace  looked  out  and  asked  what  she 
wanted! 

"Is  Dr.  Gibson  here?" 
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*^  No,**  said  the  owner  of  the  &ce,  with  a  dis* 
agreeahle  kind  of  smile. 

"  Ib  not  this  Miss  Perriman's  house  ?  *' 

"  Tou  are  in  the  right  box,  my  dear,  and  no  mis- 
take," said  the  young  man, — "  but  then  it  aint  Dr. 
GKbson's  house,  you  know." 

"  Can  you  tell  me,  sir,  where  I  can  find  him?  *' 

"  Can't  indeed — the  doctor  never  tells  me  where 
he  is  going,  and  I  never  ask  him.  I  am  sorry 
I  didn't  this  morning,  for  your  sake." 

The  way,  and  the  look,  made  the  words  extremely 
disagreeable ;  and  furthermore,  Ellen  had  an  un- 
comfortable feeling  that  neither  was  new  to  her. 
Where  had  she  seen  the  man  before  P  she  puzzled 
herself  to  think.  Where,  but  in  a  dream,  had 
she  seen  that  bold  ill-favoured  face,  that  horrible 
smile,  that  sandy  hair, — she  knew!  It  was  Mr. 
Saunders,  the  man  who  had  sold  her  the  merino  at 
Clair  and  Fleury's.  She  knew  him ;  and  she  was 
very  sorry  to  see  that  he  knew  her.  All  she  desired 
now  was  to  get  out  of  the  house  and  away ;  but  on 
turning  she  saw  another  man,  older  and  respectable- 
looking,  whose  face  encouraged  her  to  ask  again  if 
Dr.  Gibson  was  there.  He  was  not,  the  man  said ; 
he  had  been  there  and  gone. 

"  Do  you  know  where  I  should  be  likely  to  find 
him,  sir  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't,"  said  he ;— "  who  wants  him  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  see  him,  sir." 

"For  yourself?" 

"No,  sir;  Mr.4Van  Brunt  has  broken  his  leg, 
and  wants  Dr.  Gibson  to  come  directly  and  set  it." 

"  Mr.  Van  Brunt ! "  said  he,  —  "  jParmer  Van 
Brunt,  that  lives  down  towards  the  Cat's  Back  ? 
I  am  very  sorry !     How  did  it  happen  ?  " 
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Ellen  told,  as  shortly  as  possible,  and  again  beg- 
ged to  know  where  she  might  look  for  Dr.  Gibson. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  the  best  plan  I  can  think  of 
will  be  for  you — How  did  you  come  here  ?  *' 

"I  came  on  horseback,  sir." 

"  Ah  —  well  —  the  best  plan  will  be  for  you  to 
ride  up  to  his  house ;  maybe  he'll  have  left  word 
there,  and  anyhow  you  can  leave  word  for  him  to 
come  down  as  soon  as  he  gets  home.  Do  you  know 
where  the  doctor  lives  ?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Come  here,"  said  he,  pulling  her  to  the  door, — 
"  you  can't  see  it  from  here ;  but  you  must  ride  up 
street  till  you  have  passed  two  churches ;  one  on 
the  right  hand  first,  and  then  a  good  piece  beyond 
you'll  come  to  another  red  brick  one  on  the  left 
nand;  —  and  Dr.  Gribson  lives  in  the  next  block 
but  one  after  that,  on  the  other  side; — anybody 
will  tell  you  the  house.     Is  that  your  horse  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.     I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

"  Well,  I  will  say ! — if  you  have  not  the  prettiest 
fit  out  in  Thirlwall — shall  I  help  you  ?  will  you 
have  a  chair  ?" 

"  No,  I  thank  you,  sir ;  I  will  bring  him  up  to 
this  step ;  it  wiU  do  just  aj.  well.  I  am  very  much 
obliged  to  you,  sir." 

He  did  not  seem  to  hear  her  thanks  ;  he  was  all 
eyes ;  and,  with  his  clerk,  stood  looking  after  her 
till  she  was  out  of  sight. 

Poor  Ellen  found  it  a  long  way  up  to  the  doctor's. 
The  post-office  was  near  the  lower  end  of  the  town, 
and  the  doctor's  house  was  near  the  upper;  she 
passed  one  church,  and  then  the  other,  but  there 
was  a  long  distance  between,  or  what  she  thought 
so.     Happily  the  Brownie  did  not  seem  tired  at  all ; 
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His  little  mistress  was  tired,  and  disheartened  too. 
And  there,  all  this  time,  was  poor  Mr.  Van  Brunt 
lying  without  a  doctor!  She  could  not  bear  to 
think  of  it. 

She  jumped  down  when  she  came  to  the  block 
she  had  been  told  of,  and  easily  found  the  house 
where  Dr.  Gibson  lived.  She  knocked  at  the  door. 
A  grey-haired  woman,  with  a  very  dead-and-alive 
face,  presented  herself.     Ellen  asked  for  the  doctor. 

"  He  aint  to  hum." 

"  When  will  he  be  at  home  ?'* 

"  Couldn't  say." 

"Before  dinner?" 

The  woman  shook  her  head. — '^  Guess  not  till 
late  in  the  day." 

"  Where  is  he  gone  ?" 

"  He  is  gone  to  Babcock — gone  to  attend  a  *  con- 
summation,' I  guess  he  told  me*— Babcock  is  a  con- 
siderable long  way." 

Ellen  thought  a  minute. 

"  Can  you  tell  me  where  Dr.  Marsohalk  lives  P" 

"I  guess  you  had  better  wait  till  Dr.  G-ibson 
comes  back,  ha'n't  you  ?"  said  the  woman,  coaz- 
ingly ;  "  he'll  be  along  by-and-by.  If  you'll  leave 
me  your  name  I'U  give  it  to  him." 

"  I  cannot  wait,"  said  Ellen, — "  I  am  in  a  dreadful 
hurry.  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  teU  me  where 
Dr.  MarshchaJk  Hves  P" 

"  Well — ^if  so  be  you're  in  such  a  takin'  you  can't 
wait — ^you  know  where  Miss  Eorbes  Hves  r" 

"  At  the  Inn  P— the  Star  ?— jres." 

"  He  lives  a  few  doors  this  side  o'  her'n ;  you'll 
know  it  the  first  minute  you  set  your  eyes  on  it — 
it's  painted  a  bright  yaller." 

Mien  thanked  her,  once  more  mounted,  and  rode 
down  the  street. 

u  2 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 

And  he  had  ridden  o'er  dale  and  down 

By  eight  o'clock  in  the  day. 
When  he  was  ware  of  a  bold  Tanner, 

Came  riding  along  the  way. 

Old  Ballad. 

The  yellow  door,  as  the  old  woman  bad  said,  was 
not  to  be  mistaken.  Again  Ellen  dismounted  and 
knocked;  then  sbeheard  a  slow  step  coming  alongtbe 
entrance,  and  tbe  pleasant  kind  mce  of  Miss  Janet 
appeared  at  tbe  open  door.  It  was  a  real  refresh- 
ment, and  Ellen  wanted  one. 

"  Why  it's  dear  little — aint  it  ? — ^her  that  lives 
down  to  Miss  Fortune  Emerson's  ? — yes,  it  is ; — 
come  in,  dear ;  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you.  How's  all 
at  your  bouse?" 

"  Is  tbe  doctor  at  home,  ma'am  P" 

"  No  dear,  he  aint  to  home  just  this  minute,  but 
he'll  be  in  directly.  Come  in ; — is  that  your  horse? 
— just  kitch  him  to  the  post  there  so  be  wont  run 
away,  and  come  right  in.  Who  did  you  come  along 
with?" 

"  Nobody,  ma'am ;  I  came  alone,"  said  EUen 
while  she  obeyed  Miss  Janet's  directions. 

"  Alone  ! — on  that  'ere  little  skittish  creeter  ? — 
he's  as  handsome  as  a  picture  too — why  do  tell  if 
you  wam't  afraid  ?  it  a'most  scares  me  to  think  of 

it." 

*'  I  was  a  little  afraid,"  said  Ellen,  as  she  followed 


THE  WIDE,   WIDE  WOBLD.  223 

Miss  Janet  along  the  entry, — "  but  I  could  not 
help  that.  You  think  the  doctor  will  soon  be  in, 
ma'am?'* 

"  Yes  dear,  sure  of  it,"  said  Miss  Janet,  kissing 
Ellen  and  taking  off  her  bonnet ; — "  he  wont  be 
five  minutes,  for  it's  a'most  dinner  time.  AVTiat's 
the  matter  dear  ?  is  Miss  Fortune  sick  again  ?" 

"  No,  ma'am,"  said  Ellen  sadly, — "  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  has  fallen  through  the  trap-door  in  the  bam 
and  broken  his  leg." 

"  Oh!"  cried  the  old  lady  with  a  face  of  real 
horror, — "  you  don't  teU  me!  Fell  through  the 
trap-door!  and  he  aint  a  light  weight  neither; — 
oh,  that  is  a  lamentable  event !  And  how  is  the  poor 
old  mother,  dear  ?" 

"  She  is  very  much  troubled,  ma'am,"  said  EUen, 
crying  at  the  remembrance ; — "  and  he  has  been 
lymg  ever  since  early  this  morning  without  anybody 
to  set  it :  I  have  been  going  round  and  rouna  for  a 
doctor  this  ever  so  long." 

"  Why  wam't  there  nobody  to  come  but  you,  you 
poor  lamb  ?"  said  Miss  Janet. 

"  No,  ma'am ;  nobody  quick  enough ;  and  I  had 
the  Brownie  there,  and  so  I  came." 

"  Well,  cheer  up,  dear !  the  doctor  wiU  be  here 
now,  and  we'U  send  him  right  off;  he  won't  be  long 
about  his  dinner,  I'll  engage.  Come  and  set  in  this 
big  cheer — do !— it'U  rest  you ;  I  see  you're  a'most 
tired  out,  and  it  aint  a  wonder.  There — don't  that 
feel  better  ?  now  I'll  give  you  a  little  sup  of  dinner, 
for  you  won't  want  to  swallow  it  at  the  rate  Leander 
wiU  his'n.  Dear!  dear! — ^to  think  of  poor  Mr. 
Van  Brunt.  He's  a  likely  man,  too ; — Fm  very 
sorry  for  him  and  his  poor  mother.  A  kind  body 
she  IS  as  ever  the  sun  snined  upon." 

"  And  so  is  he,"  said  Ellen. 
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"  Well,  so  I  dare  say,"  said  Miss  Janet, — *^  but  I 
don't  know  so  much  aoout  him ;  hows' ever  he's  got 
everybody's  good  word  as  far  as  I  know ; — he*s  a 
likely  man." 

The  little    room   into  which  Miss  Janet  had 
brought  Ellen  was  very  plainly  furnished  indeed, 
but  as  neat  as  hands  could  make  it.     The  carpet 
was  as  crumbless  and  lintless  as  if  meals  were 
never  taken  there  or  work  seen ;  and  yet  a  little 
table  ready  set  for  dinner  forbade  the  one  con* 
elusion,  and  a  huge  basket  of  naperies  in  one  comer 
showed  that  Miss  Janef  s  industry  did  not  spend 
itself  in  housework  alone.     Before  the  fire  stood  a 
pretty  good-sized  saucepui,  and  a  very  appetizing 
smell  came  firom  it  to  Ellen's  nose.     In  spite  of 
sorrow  and  anxiety  her  ride  had  made  her  hungry. 
It  was  not  without  pleasure  that  she  saw  her  land 
hostess  arm  herself  with  a  deep  plate  and  tin  dipper, 
and  carefully  taking  off  the  cover  so  that  no  oropa 
might  fall  on  the  hearth,  proceed  to  ladle  out  a 
goodly  supply  of  what  Eilen  knew  was  that  excel- 
fent  count^  dish  called  pot-pie.     Excellent  it  is 
when  wen  made,  and  so  was  Miss  Janet's.     The 
pieces  of  crust  were  white  and  light  like  new  bread; 
the  very  tit-bits  of  the  meat  she  culled  out  for 
Ellen;  and  the  soup  gravy  poured  over  all  would 
have  met  even  Miss  Fortune  s  wishes,  from  its  just 
degree  of  richness  and  exact  seasoning.     Smoking 
hot  it  was  placed  before  Ellen  on  a  little  stand  by 
her  easy  chair,  with  some  nice  bread  and  butter ; 
and  presently  Miss  Janet  poured  her  out  a  cup  of 
tea:  "for,"  she  said,  "Leander  never  could  take 
his  dinner  without  it."     Ellen's  appetite  needed  no 
silver  fork.     Tea  and  pot-pie  were  never  better 
liked;  yet  Miss  Janet's  enjoyment  was  perhaps 
greater  still.     She  sat  talking  and  looking  at  her 
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little  visitor  with  secret  but  immense  satisfac- 
tion. 

"  Have  you  beard  what  fine  doings  we're  a  going 
to  bave  bere  by-and-by  ?"  said  sbe.  "  Tbe  doctor's 
tired  of  me  ;  be's  going  to  get  a  new  bousekeeper ; 
— be's  going  to  get  married  some  of  tbese  days." 

"  Is  be  !"  said  EUen.     "  Not  to  Jenny ! " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  be  is — to  Jenny — Jenny  Hitcb- 
cock  ;  and  a  nice  little  wife  sbe'llmake  bim.  Tou're 
a  great  fiiend  of  Jenny,  I  know." 

"  How  soon  ?"  said  Ellen. 

"  O  not  just  yet — ^by-and-by — after  we  get  a  little 
smarted  up,  I  guess ; — before  a  great  wbile.  Don't 
you  think  he'll  be  a  happy  man  ?" 

Ellen  could  not  help  wondering,  as  the  doctor 
just  then  came  in  and  she  looked  up  at  bis  unfor- 
tunate three-cornered  face,  whether  Jenny  would 
be  a  happy  woman  ?  But  as  people  often  do,  she 
judged  only  from  the  outside ;  Jenny  had  not  made 
such  a  bad  choice  after  all. 

The  doctor  said  he  would  go  directly  to  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  after  he  had  been  over  to  Mrs.  Sibnorth's  ; 
it  would  not  be  a  minute.  Ellen  meant  to  ride  back 
in  his  company;  and  having  finished  her  dinner 
waited  now  only  for  him.  But  the  one  minute 
passed — two  mmutes — ten — twenty — she  waited 
impatiently,  but  he  came  not. 

"  I'll  teU  you  how  it  must  be,"  said  bis  sister, — 
"  he's  gone  off  without  his  dinner  calculating  to  get 
it  at  Miss  Hitchcock's, — he'd  be  glad  of  the  chance. 
That's  how  it  is,  dear ;  and  you'll  have  to  ride  home 
alone ;  I'm  real  sorry.  S'pose  you  stop  till  even- 
ing, and  I'll  make  tne  doctor  go  along  with  you. 
But,  oh  dear  !  maybe  he  wouldn't  be  able  either ; 
he  has  got  to  go  up  to  that  tiresome  Mrs.  Bobins  ; 
it's  too  bad.     WeU,  take  good  care  of  yourself,  dar- 


226  THX  Wn>B,   WIDE  WOBLB. 

ling; — couldn't  you  stop  till  ifs  cooler? — well, 
come  and  see  me  as  soon  as  jou  can  again,  but 
don't  come  without  some  one  else  along !  Good- 
bye !     I  wish  I  could  keep  you." 

She  went  to  the  door  to  see  her  mount,  and 
smiled  and  nodded  her  off. 

EUen  was  greatly  refreshed  with  her  rest  and  her 
dinner ;  it  ^eved  her  that  the  Brownie  had  not 
fared  as  weU.  AU  the  refreshment  that  kind  words 
and  patting  could  give  him  she  gave ;  promised 
him  tne  freshest  of  water  and  the  sweetest  of  hay 
when  he  should  reach  home ;  and  begged  him  to 
keep  up  his  spirits  and  hold  on  for  a  Utfcle  longer. 
It  may  be  doubted  whether  the  Brownie  understood 
the  full  sense  of  her  words,  but  he  probably  knew 
what  the  kind  tones  and  gentle  hand  meant.  He 
answered  cheerftilly ;  threw  up  his  head  and  gave  a 
little  neigh,  as  much  as  to  say  he  was  not  going  to 
mind  a  few  hours  of  sunshine ;  and  trotted  on  as  if 
he  knew  his  face  was  towards  home, — which  no 
doubt  he  did.  Luckily  it  was  not  a  very  hot  day  ; 
for  August,  it  was  remarkably  cool  and  beautiful ; 
indeed  there  was  little  very  hot  weather  ever  known 
in  ThirlwaU.  Ellen's  heart  felt  easier,  now  that  her 
business  was  done !  and  when  she  had  left  the  town 
behind  her  and  was  again  in  the  fields,  she  was  less 
timid  than  she  had  been  before  ;  she  was  going  to- 
wards home ;  that  makes  a  great  difference ;  and 
every  step  was  bringing  her  nearer.  "  I  am  glad  I 
came,  after  all,"  she  thought ; — "  but  I  hope  I  shall 
never  have  to  do  such  a  thing  agaia.  But  I  am 
glad  I  came." 

She  had  just  crossed  the  little  bridge  however, 
when  she  saw  what  brought  her  heart  into  her 
mouth.  It  was  Mr.  Saunders,  loUing  under  a  tree. 
What  could  he  have  come  there  for  at  that  time  of 
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day  P  A  vague  feeling  crossed  her  mind  that  if  she 
could  only  get  past  him  she  should  pass  a  danger ; 
she  thought  to  ride  by  without  seeming  to  see  him, 
and  quietly  gave  the  Brownie  a  pat  to  make  him  go 
faster.  But  as  she  drew  near  Mr.  Saunders  rose 
up,  came  to  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  taking  hold 
of  her  bridle  checked  her  pony's  pace  so  that  he 
could  walk  along  side,  to  EUen's  unspeakable  dis- 
may. 

"What's  kept  you  so  long?"  said  he; — "I'to 
been  looking  out  for  you  this  great  while.  Had 
hard  work  to  find  the  doctor  ?" 

"  Please  to  let  go  of  my  horse,"  said  EUen,  her 
heart  beating  very  vast ;  "  I  am  in  a  great  hurry  to 
get  home ;  please  do  not  keep  me." 

"  O,  I  want  to  see  you  a  little,"  said  Mr.  Saun* 
ders ; — "  you  aint  in  such  a  hurry  to  get  away  from 
me,  as  that  comes  to,  are  you  ?" 

Ellen  was  silent. 

"  It's  quite  a  long  time  since  I  saw  you  last," 
said  he ; — "  how  have  the  merinos  worn  ?  " 

Ellen  could  not  bear  to  look  at  his  face,  and  did 
not  see  the  expression  which  went  with  these 
words,  yet  she  felt  it. 

"  They  have  worn  very  weU,"  said  she,  "  but  I 
want  to  get  home  very  much— please  let  me  go." 

"  Not  yet — not  yet,"  said  he. — "  Oh,  no,  not  yet. 
I  want  to  talk  to  you ;  why,  what  are  you  in  such 
a  hurry  for  ?  I  came  out  on  purpose ;  do  you 
think  I  am  going  to  have  all  my  long  waiting  for 
nothing  ?" 

EUen  did  not  know  what  to  sav;  her  heart 
sprang  with  a  nameless  pang  to  the  thought,  if  she 
ever  got  free  from  this !  Meanwhile  she  was  not 
free. 

"  Whose  horse  is  that  you're  on  ?" 
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"  Mine,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Your'n !  that's  a  likely  storjr,  I  guess  he  aint 
your'n,  and  so  you  won't  mind  if  I  touch  him  up  a 
little; — I  want  to  see  how  well  you  can  sit  a 
horse." 

Passing  his  arm  through  the  bridle,  as  he  said 
these  words,  Mr.  Saunders  led  the  pony  down  to 
the  side  of  the  road  where  grew  a  clump  of  high 
bushes ;  and  with  some  trouble  cut  off  a  long  stout 
sapling.  Ellen  looked  in  every  direction  while  he 
was  doing  this,  despairing,  as  she  looked,  of  aid 
from  any  quarter  of  the  broad  quiet  open  country. 
O,  for  wmgs  !  But  she  could  not  leave  the  Brownie 
if  she  had  them. 

"There!  what  do  you  think  of  that  ?"  said  he, 
giving  the  sapling  two  or  three  switches  in  the  air 
to  try  its  suppleness  and  toughness ;— "  don't  that 
look  like  a  whip  ?     Now,  we'U  see  how  he'll  go !" 

"  Please  do  not  do  anything  with  it,"  said  Ellen, 
earnestly ; — "  I  never  touch  him  with  a  whip, — ^he 
does  not  need  it, — he  is  not  used  to  it ;  pray,  pray, 
do  not !" 

"  O,  we'll  just  tickle  him  a  little  with  it,"  said 
Mr.  Saunders,  coolly, — "  I  want  to  see  how  well 
you'll  sit  him  ; — just  make  him  caper  a  little  bit." 

"  O,  you  must  not  do  that,"  said  EUen ; — "  I 
have  not  learned  to  leap  yet ;  I  could  not  keep  on ; 
you  must  not  do  that,  if  you  please." 

"You  just  hold  fast,  and  hold  your  tongue. 
Catch  hold  of  his  ears,  and  you'll  stick  on  fast 
enough ;  if  you  can't,  you  may  get  down,  for  I  am 
going  to  make  him  take  the  leap,  whether  you  will 


or  no." 


Ellen  feared  still  more  to  get  off  and  leave  the 
Brownie  to  her  tormentor's  mercy,  than  to  stay 
where  she  was  and  take  her  chance.     She  tried  in 
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vain,  as  well  as  slie  could,  to  sootbe  her  horse. 
"With  a  good  deal  of  presence  of  mind,  though 
wrought  up  to  a  terrible  pitch  of  excitement  and 
fear,  EUen  gave  her  best  attention  to  keeping  her 
seat,  as  the  Brownie  sprang  and  started,  and  jumped 
to  one  side  and  the  other ;  Mr.  Saunders  nolding 
the  bridle  as  loose  as  possible,  so  as  to  give  him 
plenty  of  room.  For  some  little  time  he  amused 
nimself  with  this  game,  the  horse  growing  more  and 
more  irritated.  At  length,  a  smart  stroke  of  the 
whip  upon  his  haunches  made  the  Brownie  spring 
in  a  way  that  brought  Ellen's  heart  into  her  mouth, 
and  almost  threw  her  off. 

"  Oh  don't !"  cried  Ellen,  bursting  into  tears  for 
the  first  time, — she  had  with  great  effort  com- 
manded them  back  until  now ; — "  poor  Brownie ! — 
How  can  you!  Oh  please  let  us  go! — please  let 
us  go !" 

Eor  one  minute  she  dropped  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

"  Be  quiet !"  said  Mr.  Saunders.  "  Here  is  a  bar- 
place — now  for  the  leap !" 

Ellen  wiped  away  her  tears,  forced  back  those 
that  were  coming,  and  began  the  most  earnest  re- 
monstrance and  pleading  with  Mr.  Saunders  that 
she  knew  how  to  make.  He  paid  her  no  sort  of 
attention.  He  led  the  Brownie  to  the  side  of  the 
road,  let  down  all  the  bars  but  the  lower  two,  let 
go  the  bridle,  and  stood  a  little  off  prepared  with 
his  whip  to  force  the  horse  to  take  the  spring. 

"  1  tell  you  I  shall  fall,"  said  Ellen,  reining  him 
back.  "  How  can  you  be  so  cruel ! — I  want  to  go 
home!" 

"  Well  you  aint  a  going  home  yet.  Get  off,  if 
you  are  afraid." 

But  though  trembling  in  every  nerve  from  head 
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to  foot,  Ellen  fancied  the  Brownie  was  safer  so  long 
as  be  had  her  on  his  back ;  she  would  not  leave  him. 
She  pleaded  her  best,  which  Mr.  Saunders  heard  as 
if  it  was  amusing,  and  without  making  any  answer 
kept  the  horse  capering  in  front  of  the  bars,  pre- 
tending eveiy  minute  he  was  going  to  whip  him  up 
to  take  the  leap.  His  object  however  was  merely 
to  gratify  the  smallest  of  minds  by  teasing  a  child 
he  had  a  spite  against ;  he  had  no  intention  to  risk 
breaking  her  bones  by  a  fall  from  her  horse ;  so  in 
time  he  had  enough  of  the  bar-place;  took  the 
bridle  again  and  walked  on.  Ellen  drew  breath  a 
little  more  freely. 

"  Did  you  hear  now  I  handled  your  old  gentle- 
man after  that  time  P''  said  Mr.  Saunders. 

EUen  made  no  answer. 

"  No  one  ever  afeonts  me  that  don't  hear  news 
of  it  afberwards,  and  so  he  found  to  his  cost.  I  paid 
him  off,  to  my  heart's  content.  I  gave  the  old 
fellow  a  lesson  to  behave  in  future.  I  forgive  him 
now  entirely.  By  the  way  I've  a  little  account  to 
settle  with  you — did  not  you  ask  Mr.  Perriman  this 
morning  if  Dr.  Gibson  was  in  the  house  ?  and  had 
not  I  told  you  just  before  he  wam't  there  ?" 

EUen  was  silent.     "  Did  not  you  believe  me  ?" 

StiU.  she  did  not  speak. 

"I  say!"  said  Mr.  Saunders,  touching  the 
Brownie  as  he  spoke, — "  did  you  think  I  told  you 
a  lie  about  it  ? — eh  ?" 

"  I  did  not  know  but  he  might  be  there,"  EUen 
forced  herself  to  say. 

"  Then  you  did  not  believe  me  ?"  said  he,  always 
with  that  same  smile  upon  his  face ;  Ellen  knew 
that. 

"  Now  that  wam't  handsome  of  you — and  I  am 
a  going  to  punish  you  for  it,  somehow  or  'nother  > 
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but  it  aint  pretty  to  quarrel  wildi  ladies,  so  Brownie 
and  me'fl  settle  it  together.  Tou  won't  mind  that, 
I  dare  say." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?"  said  Ellen,  as  he 
onoe  more  drew  her  down  to  the  side  of  the  fence. 

"  Get  off  and  you  will  see,"  said  he,  laughing ; — 
"  get  off  and  you  will  see." 

"No  I  wont,"  said  Ellen,  throwing  both  arms 
round  the  neck  of  her  pony; — "poor  Brownie! — 
you  shall  not  do  it.  He  has  not  done  any  harm, 
nor  I  either ;  you  are  a  bad  man !" 

"  Get  off!"  repeated  Mr.  Saunders. 

"  I  wiQ  not !"  said  Ellen,  still  clinging  fast. 

"  Very  well,"  said  he  coolly. — "  K  you  had  got 
off  then  I  wouldn't  ha'  done  much  to  him,  but  I'll 
give  it  to  him  now  1  If  he  hasn't  been  used  to  a 
whip  he'll  know  pretty  well  what  it  means  by  the 
time  I  have  done  with  him ;  and  then  you  may  go 
home  as  £a^  as  you  can." 

It  is  very  likely  Mr.  Saunders  would  have  been 
as  good,  or  as  bad,  as  his  word.  His  behaviour  to 
EUen  in  the  shop  at  New  York,  and  the  measures 
taken  by  the  old  gentleman  who  had  befi*iended 
her,  had  been  the  cause  of  his  dismissal  &om  the 
employ  of  Messrs.  St.  Glair  and  Fleury.  Two  or 
three  other  attempts  to  get  into  business  had  come 
to  nothing,  and  he  had  been  obliged  to  return  to 
his  native  town.  Ever  since,  Ellen  and  the  old 
gentleman  had  lived  in  his  memory  as  objects  of  the 
deepest  spite ; — the  one  for  interfering,  the  other 
for  having  been  the  innocent  cause;  and  he  no 
sooner  saw  her  in  the  post-office  than  he  promised 
himself  revenge,  such  revenge  as  only  the  meanest 
and  most  cowardly  spirit  could  have  taken  pleasure 
in.  His  best  way  of  distressing  EUen,  he  found, 
was  through  her  horse ;  he  had  ahnost  satisfied  him- 
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self;  but  very  naturallj  his  feeling  of  spite  had 
grown  stronger  and  blunter  with  indulgence,  and 
he  meant  to  wind  up  with  such  a  treatment  of  her 
pony,  real  or  seeming,  as  he  knew  would  give  great 
pain  to  the  pony's  mistress.     He  was  prevented. 

As  they  went  slowly  along,  Ellen  still  clasping 
the  Brownie's  neck,  and  resolved  to  cling  to  him  to 
the  last,  Mr.  Saunders  making  him  caper  in  a  way 
very  uncomfortable  to  her,  one  was  too  busy  and 
the  other  too  deafened  by  fear  to  notice  the  sound 
of  fast-approaching  hoofs  behind  them.  It  hap- 
pened that  John  Humphreys  had  passed  the  night 
at  Ventnor ;  and  having  some  business  for  a  friend 
at  Thirlwall,  he  had  taken  that  road,  which  led 
him  but  a  few  miles  out  of  his  way,  and  was  now  at 
full  speed  on  his  way  home.  He  had  never  made 
the  Brownie's  acquaintance,  and  did  not  recognize 
Ellen  as  he  came  up ;  but  in  passing  them  some 
strange  notion  crossmg  his  mind,  he  wheeled  his 
horse  round  directly  in  front  of  the  astonished  pair. 
Ellen  quitted  her  pony's  neck,  and  stretchiag  out 
both  arms  towards  him,  exclaimed,  almost  shrieked, 
"  Oh,  John !  John ,  send  him  away !  make  him  let 
me  go !" 

"  What  are  you  about,  sir  ?"  said  the  new-comer, 
sternly. 

"It  is  none  of  your  business !"  answered  Mr. 
Saunders,  in  whom  rage  for  the  time  overcame  cow- 
ardice. 

"  Take  your  hand  off  the  bridle !" — with  a  slight 
touch  of  the  riding-whip  upon  the  hand  in  ques- 
tion. 

"  Not  for  you,  brother,"  said  Mr.  Saunders, 
sneeringly  ; — "  I  wUl  walk  with  any  lady  I  have  a 
mind  to.     Look  out  for  yourself!" 

"  We  will  dispense  with  your  further  attend- 


THS  WIDS,  WIBB  WOBLB.  288 

azice,"  said  Jolm,  coolly.    ^  Do  you  hear  me  ? — do 
«8  I  order  you!'' 

The  speaker  did  not  put  himself  in  a  passion,  and 
Mr.  Saunders,  accustomed,  for  his  own  part,  to  make 
bluster  serve  instead  of  prowess,  despised  a  com*- 
mand  so  calmly  given. — Ellen,  who  knew  the  voice, 
and  stiU  better  could  read  the  eye,  drew  conclu- 
sions very  different.  She  was  almost  l3reathless  with 
terror.  Saunders  was  enraged  and  mortified  at  an 
interfi^ence  that  promised  to  baffle  him ;  he  was  a 
rtout  young  man,  and  judged  himaelf  the  stronger 
of  the  two,  and  took  notice  besides  that  the  stran- 
ger had  nothing  in  his  hand  but  a  sHght  riding, 
whip.  He  answered  very  insolently  and  with  an 
oath ;  and  John  saw  that  he  was  taking  the  bridle 
in  his  left  hand,  and  shifbing  his  sapling  whip  so  as 
to  bring  the  club  end  of  it  uppermost.  The  next 
instant  he  aimed  a  farious  blow  at  his  adversary's 
horse.  The  quick  eye  and  hand  of  the  rider  disap- 
poiated  that  with  a  sudden  swerve.  In  another 
moment,  and  Ellen  hardly  saw  how,  it  was  so  quick, 
— John  had  dismounted,  taken  Mr.  Saunders  by  the 
collar,  and  hurled  him  quite  over  into  the  gulley  at 
the  side  of  the  road,  where  he  lay  at  fiiU  length 
without  stirring. 

"Eide  on,  Ellen!"  said  her  deliverer. 

She  obeyed.  He  stayed  a  moment  to  say  to  his 
&Ilen  adversary  a  few  words  of  pointed  warning  as 
to  ever  repeating  his  offence ;  then  remounted  and 
spurred  forward  to  join  Ellen.  All  her  power  of 
keeping  up  was  gone,  now  that  the  necessity  was 
over.  Her  head  was  once  more  bowed  on  her  pony's 
neck,  her  whole  frame  shaking  with  convulsive  sobs; 
she  could  scarce,  with  great  effort,  keep  from  crying 
out  aloud. 

"EUie!** — said  her  adopted  brother,  in  a  voice 

X  2 


234  THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WOBLD. 

that  could  hardly  be  known  for  the  one  that  had 
last  spoken.  She  had  no  words,  but  as  he  gentlj 
took  one  of  her  hands,  the  conyidsiye  squeeze  showed 
the  state  of  nervous  excitement  she  was  in.  It  was 
very  long  before  his  utmost  efforts  could  soothe  her, 
or  she  could  command  herself  enough  to  tell  him 
her  story.  When  at  last  told,  it  was  vdth  many 
tears. 

"Oh,  how  could  he!  how  could  he!*'  said  poor 
EUen ; —  "  how  could  he  do  so  I — ^it  was  very  hard ! " 

An  involuntary  touch  of  the  spurs  made  John's 
horse  start. 

"But  what  took  you  to  Thirlwall  alone?"  said 
lie ; — "  you  have  not  told  me  that  yet." 

Ellen  went  back  to  Timothy's  invasion  of  the 
cabbages,  and  gave  him  the  whole  history  of  the 
morning. 

"  I  thought  when  I  was  going  for  the  doctor,  at 
first,"  said  she, — "and  then  afterwards  when  I  had 
found»him, — what  a  good  thing  it  was  that  Timothy 
broke  down  the  garden  fence  and  got  in  this  morn- 
ing ;  for  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  I  should  not 
have  gone  to  Mr.  Van  Brunt's ;  and  then  again 
after  that  I  thought,  if  he  only  had  not !" 

"  Little  things  often  draw  Mter  them  long  trains 
of  circumstances,"  said  John, — "and  that  shows 
the  folly  of  those  people  who  think  that  God  does 
not  stoop  to  concern  Himself  about  trifles ! — life, 
and  much  more  than  life,  may  hang  upon  the  turn 
of  a  hand.  But  Ellen,  you  must  ride  no  more 
alone. — Promise  me  that  you  will  not." 

"  I  will  not  to  Thirlwall,  certainly,"  said  Ellen, — 
"  but  may  I  not  to  Alice's — how  can  I  help  it  ?" 

"  WeU — to  Alice's ; — that  is  a  safe  part  of  the 
country  ; — but  I  should  like  to  know  a  little  more 
of  your  horse  before  trusting  you  even  there." 
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mo'"-.     3jl:  John,  CC-*  -  •  lio  is  aa 

M^^  McrT.-u!"  dofhim: 

--•r  -sTrHaivCT  did  I  •  -  uch  a  ii:(K)d 
-'A..  - i-..-i.Lcrs, ace*:. •"  l.-. 

2;  ^-'^v-'  ^'-^®  iii'Tr...  -•  "r"  said  he. 

—.11::  -io  oahnly  r-.--:  -I  a  Ix^auty  ! — 

Y"  *  =*-^  bettor  :  .  >ok  at  liiiu  be- 

"-r.a  Terydiffe:-::-  le's  handsomer 

F^-rror.    Saur.i-  -  .m?" 

^Jiterference  :-•  1   _  trial  I  have  made 

stout  youn?  :_.j.  .„     _  si's  last  night,  and 

^*  the  two.  :i :  •  ^,  or  I  should  have 

&er  had  r;::  j-  -  m  very  well  satisfied 

^tip.    H.  :.!-■  ■- 

?«^th;aLi;_    -  .  detained!"  said  Ellen, 

![i^  his  lef:  1^ .  :_    .  .ot  have  fretted  at  nij 

r^  brinr::-  ^^  to  try  Mr.  Marshman's 

J^stan:  1-  ^  i^nown  what  good  purpose 

"*^^rse.    r.  -    _  I  wish  I  could  have  been 
PointT:  :_-  -.                    er,  though." 
^otrii  :_  1_                 'lack  Prince  ?"  said  Ellen,  re- 


*^tfi:  z:^  ;^  J ;  but  you  shall  change  it,  EUic, 

*t*  £1-  -  _  .•  vou  like  better." 

-  —1  like  that  very  much.     How 

'iji- 1 2  Is  ho  good  ?  " 

said  John,  smiling; — "if  he  is  nol, 
lie  pains  to  make  him  so.  AVe  are 
ted  yet." 

•d  doubtfully  at  thebl;^-^    horse  and 
.  patting  the  Browni« '  *> served 

itisfaction  that /«' '  :. 

been  riding  ver  Ts  ac- 

now  quiekene  e  saw . 

at  ishe  still   '  aiid  ex- 
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erted  biniBelf  to  turn  her  thoughts  from  OTerything 
diflagreeable.  Much  to  her  amuBement  h^  roda 
round  her  two  or  three  times,  to  yiew  her  horse 
and  show  her  his  own ;  commended  the  Brownie ; 
praised  her  bridle  hand ;  corrected  several  things 
about  her  riding;  and  by  degrees  engaged  her  m 
very  animated  conversation.  Men  roused  up ;  the 
colour  came  back  to  her  cheeks ;  and  when  tibey 
reached  home  and  rode  round  to  the  glass  door  she 
looked  almost  like  herself. 

She  sprang  off  m  usual  without  waiting  for  any 
help.  John  scarce  saw  that  she  had  done  so,  when 
Alice's  cry  of  joy  brought  him  to  the  door,  aud  &om 
that  together  they  went  in  to  their  father's  study. 
Ellen  was  lefb  alone  on  the  lawn.  Something  was 
the  matter ;  for  she  stood  with  swimming  eyes  and 
a  trembling  lip,  rubbing  her  stirrup,  which  really 
needed  no  polishing,  and  forgetting  the  tired  horses, 
which  would  have  had  her  sympathy  at  any  other 
time.  What  was  the  matter?  Only — that  Mr. 
John  had  forgotten  the  kiss  he  always  gave  her  on 
going  and  coming.  Ellen  was  jealous  of  it  as  a 
pledge  of  sistership,  and  could  not  want  it ;  and 
though  she  tried  as  hard  as  she  could  to  get  her  face 
in  order,  sp  that  she  might  go  in  and  meet  them, 
somehow  it  seemed  to  take  a  great  while.  She  was 
still  busy  with  her  stirrup,  when  she  suddenly  felt 
two  hands  on  her  shoulders,  and  looking  up  received 
the  very  kiss  the  want  of  which  she  had  been  la- 
menting. But  John  saw  the  tears  in  her  eyes,  and 
asked  her,  she  thought  with  somewhat  of  a  comical 
look,  what  the  matterwasp  EUen  was  ashamed  to  tell, 
but  he  had  her  there  by  the  shoulders,  and  besides, 
whatever  that  eye  demanded  she  never  knew  how 
to  keep  back ;  so  with  some  difficulty  she  told  him. 
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"  You  are  a  foolish  child,  Ellie,"  said  he  gently, 
and  kissing  her  again.  '^  Bun  in  out  of  the  sun 
while  I  see  to  the  horses.'* 

Ellen  ran  in,  and  told  her  long  story  to  Alice ; 
and  then  feeling  very  weary  and  weak  she  sat  on 
the  sofa,  and  lay  resting  in  her  arms  in  a  state  of 
the  most  entire  and  unrufBled  happiness.  Alice, 
however,  after  a  while  transferred  her  to  bed,  think- 
ing, with  good  reason,  that  a  long  sleep  would  be 
the  best  thing  for  her. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

^        Kow  18  the  pleasant  tune^ 
The  cool,  the  silent;  save  where  silenoe  yi^ds 
To  the  night- warbling  bird,  that  now  awake^ 
Tunes  sweetest  her  love-laboured  song;  now  reigns 
Full-orbed  the  moon,  and  with  more  pleasing  light 
Shadowy,  sets  off  the  face  of  things. 

Whek  Ellen  came  out  of  Alice's  room  again,  it 
was  late  in  the  afternoon.  The  sun  was  so  low, 
that  the  shadow  of  the  house  had  crossed  the  nar- 
row lawn  and  mounted  up  near  to  the  top  of  the 
trees ;  but  on  them  he  was  still  shining  brightly, 
and  on  the  broad  landscape  beyond,  which  lay  open 
to  view  through  the  gap  iu  the  trees.  The  glass 
door  was  open;  the  sweet  summer  air,  and  the 
sound  of  birds  and  insects,  and  fluttering  leaves, 
floated  into  the  room,  making  the  stillness  musical. 
On  the  threshold  pussy  sat  crouched,  with  his 
fore-feet  doubled  under  his  breast,  watching  with 
intense  gravity  the  operations  of  Margery,  who  was 
setting  the  table  on  the  lawn  just  braore  his  eyes. 
Alice  was  paring  peaches. 

"  O,  we  are  gomg  to  have  tea  out  of  doors,  are 
we  not  ?"  said  Ellen.  "  I  am  very  glad.  What  a 
lovely  evening,  is  it  not  ?  Just  look  at  pussy,  wiU 
you,  Alice  ?  don't  you  believe  he  knows  what  Mar- 
gery is  doing  ? — Why  did  you  not  call  me  to  go 
along  with  you  after  peaches  ?" 

"  I  thought  you  were  doing  the  very  best  thing 
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you  possibly  could,  Ellie,  my  dear.    How  do  you 

"  O,  nicely  now !  Where  is  Mr.  John  ?  I  hope 
he  will  not  ask  for  my  last  drawing  to-night, — I 
want  to  fix  the  top  of  that  tree  before  he  sees  it," 

"  Fix  the  top  of  your  tree,  you  little  Yankee  ?" 
said  Alice  j — "  what  do  you  think  John  would  say 
to  that  ? — unfix  it  you  mean ;  it  is  too  stiff  already, 
iaitnot?" 

''  Well,  what  shall  I  say  f  "  said  Ellen,  laughing. 
'^I  am  sorry  that  is  Yankee,  for  I  suppose  one 
must  speak  English. — I  want  to  do  something  to 
my  tree,  then. — Where  is  he,  Alice  ?  " 

"  He  is  gone  down  to  Mr.  Van  Brunt's,  to  see 
how  he  is,  and  to  speak  to  Miss  Fortune  about  you 
on  his  way  back." 

**  O,  how  kind  of  him ! — ^he  is  very  good ;  that  is 
just  what  I  want  to  know ;  but  I  am  sorry,  after 
nis  long  ride — " 

"He  does  not  mind  that^  EUie.  He  will  be 
home  presently." 

"How  nice  those  peaches  look;— they  are  a« 
good  as  strawberries,  don't  you  think  so  ?— better, 
— I  do  not  know  which  is  best ;— but  Mr,  John 
likes  these  best,  does  not  heP  Now  you  haye 
done ! — shall  I  set  them  on  the  table  ? — and  here 
is  a  pitcher  of  splendid  cream,  Alice ! " 

"  xou  had  better  not  tell  John  so,  or  he  wiU 
make  you  define  splendid," 

John  came  back  in  good  time,  and  brought  word 
that  Mr.  Van  Brunt  was  doiug  veiy  well,  so  fer  as 
could  be  known ;  also,  that  Miss  Fortune  consented 
to  Ellen's  remaining  where  she  was.  He  wisely  did 
not  say,  however,  that  her  consent  had  been  slow 
to  gain,  till  he  had  hinted  at  his  readiness  to  pro- 
yide  a  substitute  for  EUen's  services;   on  which 
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Miss  Eortune  had  instantly  declared  she  did  not 
want  her,  and  she  might  stay  as  long  as  she 
pleased.  This  was  all  that  was  needed  to  complete 
Ellen's  felicity. 

"  Was  not  your  poor  horse  too  tired  to  go  out 
again  this  afternoon,  Mr.  John  ?  " 

**  I  did  not  ride  him,  Ellie ;  I  took  yours.'* 

"The  Brownie! — did  you? — I  am  very  glad! 
How  did  you  like  him  ?  feut  perhaps  he  was  tired 
a  little,  and  you  could  not  tell  so  well  to-day." 

"  He  was  not  tired  with  any  work  you  had  given 
him,  Ellie ; — ^perhaps  he  may  be  a  little  now." 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Ellen,  somewhat  alarmed. 

;*  I  have  been  trying  him ;  and  instead  of  going 
quietly  along  the  road,  we  have  been  taking  some 
of  the  fences  in  our  way.  As  I  intend  practising 
you  at  the  bar,  I  wished  to  make  sure  in  the  first 
place  that  he  knew  his  lesson." 

«  WeU,  how  did  he  do  ?  " 

"Perfectly  well— I  believe  he  is  a  good  little 
fellow.  I  wanted  to  satisfy  myself  if  he  was  fit  to 
be  trusted  with  you:  and  1  rather  think  Mr. 
Marshman  has  taken  care  of  that." 

The  whole  wall  of  trees  was  in  shadow  when  the 
little  family  sat  down  to  table ;  but  there  was  still 
the  sun-lit  picture  behind ;  and  there  was  another 
kind  of  sunshine  in  every  face  at  the  table.  Quietly 
happy  the  whole  four,  or  at  least  the  whole  three, 
were;  first,  in  being  together, — after  that,  in  all 
things  beside.  Never  was  tea  so  refreshing,  or 
bread  and  butter  so  sweet,  or  the  song  of  birds  so 
delightsome.  When  the  birds  had  gone  to  their 
nests,  the  cricket  and  grasshopper  and  tree-toad 
and  katy-did,  and  nameless  other  songsters,  kept 
up  a  concert, — nature's  own, — in  delicious  harmony 
with  woods  and  flowers  and  summer  breezes  and 
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evening  light  Ellen's  cup  of  enjoyment  was  run- 
ning over.  From  one  beautiful  thing  to  another 
her  eye  wandered, — ^from  one  joy  to  another  her 
thoughts  went, — till  her  full  heart  fixed  on  the 
Gk)d  who  had  made  and  given  them  all,  and  that 
Bedeemer  whose  blood  had  been  their  purchase- 
money.  From  the  dear  friends  beside  her,  the 
best-loved  she  had  in  the  world,  she  thought  of  the 
one  dearer  yet  from  whom  death  had  separated  her ; 
— ^yet  living  still, — and  to  whom  death  would  re- 
store her,  thanks  to  Him  who  had  burst  the  bonds 
of  death  and  broken  the  gates  of  the  grave,  and 
made  a  way  for  His  ransomed  to  pass  over.  And 
the  thought  of  Him  was  the  most  joyful  of  aU  I 

"  You  look  happy,  EDie,"  said  her  adopted  bro- 
ther. 

"  So  I  am,"  said  EUen,  smiling  a  very  bright  smile. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  about  ?  '* 

But  John  saw  that  it  would  not  do  to  press  his 
question. 

"Tou  remind  me,"  said  he,  "of  some  old  fairy 
story  that  my  childish  ears  received,  in  which  the 
fountains  of  the  sweet  and  bitter  waters  of  life 
were  said  to  stand  very  near  to  each  other,  and 
to  mingle  their  streams,  but  a  little  way  from 
their  source.  Tour  tears  and  smiles  seem  to  be 
brothers  and  sisters ;  —  whenever  we  see  one  we 
may  be  sure  the  other  is  not  far  off." 

"My  dear  Jack  !"  said  Alice,  laughing, — "what 
an  unhappy  simile !  Are  brothers  and  sisters  al- 
ways found  like  that  ?" 

"I  wish  they  were,"  said. John,  sighing  and 
smiling ; — "  but  my  last  words  had  nothing  to  do 
with  my  simile  as  you  call  it." 

When  tea  was  over,  and  Margery  had  withdrawn 
the  things,  and  taken  away  tiie  table,  they  still 
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lingered  in  their  places.  It  was  far  too  pleasant  to 
go  in.  Mr.  Humphr^s  moved  his  chair  to  the 
side  of  the  house,  and  throwing  a  handkerchief  over 
his  head  to  defend  him  froan  the  mosqnitoes,  a  few 
of  which  were  hnzadng  about,  he  eiuier  listened, 
meditated,  or  slept; — 'most  probablj  one  of  the 
two  latter ;  for  the  conversation  was  not  very  loud 
or  very  lively ;  it  wac  happineas  enough  merely  to 
breathe  so  near  each  other.  The  sun  had  lefb  the 
distant  fields  and  hills ;  sofb  twilight  stole  tduough 
the  woods,  down  the  gap,  and  over  the  plain ;  the 
grass  lost  its  green ;  the  wall  of  trees  grew  dark 
and  dusky ;  and  very  faint  and  dim  look^  the  pio- 
ture  that  was  so  bright  a  little  while  ago.  As  they 
sat  quite  silent,  listening  to  what  nature  had  to  say 
to  them,  or  letting  fancy  and  memory  take  their 
way,  the  silence  was  brok^-^hardly  broken — ^by 
the  distinct  far-off  cry  of  a  whip-poor-will.  Alice 
grasped  her  brother's  arm,  and  they  remained  mo- 
tionless, while  it  came  nearer,  nearer, — then  quite 
near,-^with  its  clear,  wild,  shrill,  melancholy  note 
sounding  close  by  them  again  and  again, — strangely, 

Elaintively, — ^then  leaving  the  lawn,  it  was  heard 
irther  and  further  off,  till  the  last  faint  "  whip- 
poor-will,"  in  the  far  distance,  ended  its  pretty 
mterlude.  It  was  almost  too  dark  to  read  faces, 
but  the  eyes  of  the  brother  and  sister  had  sought 
each  other  and  remained  fixed  till  the  bird  was  out 
of  hearing ;  then  Alice^s  hand  was  removed  to  his, 
and  her  head  found  its  old  place  on  her  brother's 
shoulder. 

"  Sometimes  John,"  said  Aliqe,  "I  am  afraid  I 
have  one  tie  too  strong  to  this  world.  I  cannot 
bear — as  I  ought — to  have  you  away  from  me." 

Her  brother's  lips  were  instantly  pressed  to  her 
forehead. 
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"  I  mar  say  to  jou,  Alice,  as  Colonel  Gardiner 
said  to  his  wife,  *  we  have  an  eternity  to  spend  to- 
gether!'" 

"  I  woader,"  said  Alice  after  a  pause, — "  how 
tiiose  can  bear  to  love  or  be  loved,  whose  affection 
can  see  nothing  but  a  blank  beyond  the  grave." 

"Few  people,  I  believe,"  said  her  brother, 
"  would  come  exactly  under  that  description ;  most 
flatter  themselves  with  a  vague  hope  of  re-union 
after  death." 

"  But  that  is  a  miserable  hope — very  diflerent 
from  ours." 

"  Very  different  indeed ! — ^and  miserable ;  for  it 
can  only  deceive ;  but  ours  is  sure.  '  Them  that 
sleep  in  Jesus  will  G-od  bring  with  Him.'  " 

"Precious ! "  said  Alice.  "  How  exactly  fitted  to 
every  want  and  mood  of  the  mind  are  the  sweet 
Bible  words." 

"  Well!"  said  Mr.  Humphreys,  rousing  himself, 
— "  I  am  going  in !  These  mosquitoes  have  half 
eaten  me  up.  Are  you  going  to  sit  there  all 
night  ?  " 

J  W.  ^  tti^g  ot  it,  P.K'  »ia  A^  d..e. 

He  went  in,  and  was  heard  calling  Margery  for 
alight. 

They  had  better  lights  on  the  lawn.  The  stars 
began  to  peep  out  through  the  soft  blue,  and  as  the 
blue  grew  deeper  they  came  out  more  and  brighter, 
till  aU  heaven  was  hung  with  lamps.  But  that  was 
not  all.  In  the  eastern  horizon,  lust  above  the  low 
hills  that  bordered  the  far  side  oi  the  plain,  a  white 
light,  spreading  and  growing  and  brigntening,  pro- 
mised the  moon,  and  promised  that  she  woiud  rise 
very  splendid  ;  and  even  before  she  came  began  to 
throw  a  faint  lustre  over  the  landscape.    All  eyes 
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were  fastened,  and  exclamations  burst,  as  the  first 
silver  edge  showed  itself,  and  the  moon  rapidly 
rising  looked  on  them  with  her  whole  broad  bright 
face ;  lighting  up  not  only  their  faces  and  figures 
but  the  wide  country  view  that  was  spread  out 
below,  and  touching  most  beautifully  the  trees  in 
the  edge  of  the  gap,  and  faintly  the  lawn ;  while  the 
wall  01  wood  stood  in  deeper  and  blacker  shadow 
than  ever. 

"Is  not  that  beautiful !"  said  Ellen. 

"  Come  round  here,  EUie,"  said  John ; — "  Alice 
may  have  you  aU  the  rest  of  the  year,  but  when  I 
am  at  home  you  belong  to  me.  What  was  your 
little  head  busied  upon  some  time  siuce." 

"When?"  said  Ellen. 

"  When  I  asked  you — " 

"01  know, — I  remember.     I  was  thinking  —  " 

«  WeU  ?--" 

"  I  was  thinking — do  you  want  me  to  tell  you  ?" 

"  Unless  you  would  rather  not." 

"  I  was  thinking  about  Jesus  Christ,"  said  EUen 
in  a  low  tone. 

"  What  about  Him,  dear  Ellie  ?"  said  her  brother, 
drawing  her  closer  to  his  side. 

"  Different  things, — I  was  thinking  of  what  He 
said  about  little  children, — and  about  what  He  said, 
you  know, — '  In  my  Father's  house  are  many  man- 
sions ;' — and  I  was  thinking  that  mamma  was 
there ;  and  I  thought — that  we  all — " 

EUen  could  get  no  further. 

"  *  He  that  beHeveth  in  him  shall  not  be  asham- 
ed,' "  said  John,  softly.  " '  This  is  the  promise  that 
He  hath  promised  us,  even  eternal  lite ;  and  who 
shall  separate  us  from  the  love  of  Christ?  Not 
death,  nor  things  present,  nor  things  to  come.  But 
he  that  hath  this    hope    in  Him,  purifieth  him- 
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self  eyen  as  He  is  pure ;' — let  us  remember  that 
too." 

"  Mr.  John,'*  said  EUen  presently,—"  do  you  not 
like  some  of  the  chapters  in  the  Bevelation  veiy 
much  ?" 

"  Tes — very  much.     Why  ? — do  you  P  *' 

"Yes.  I  remember  reading  parts  of  them  to 
mamma,  and  that  is  one  reason,  I  suppose ;  but  I 
like  them  very  much.  There  is  a  great  deal  I  can- 
not understand,  though.*' 

"  There  is  nothing  nner  in  the  Bible  than  parts  of 
that  book,"  said  Alice. 

"  Mr.  John,"  said  EUen, — "  what  is  meant  by  th^ 
'white  stone?' " 

"  *  And  in  the  stone  a  new  name  written  ? '  " 

"  Tes — that  I  mean." 

"  Mr.  Baxter  says  it  is  the  sense  of  God's  love 
in  the  heart ;  and  indeed  that  is  it '  which  no  man 
knoweth  saving  him  that  receiveth  it/  This,  I  take 
it,  Ellen,  was  Christian's  certificate,  whiph  he  used  to 
comfort  himself  with  reading  in,  you  remember  ?" 

"  Can  a  child  have  it  ?"  said  Ellen,  thoughtfijly. 

"  Certainly — many  children  have  had  it-^you  may 
have  it.  Only  s^k  it  fcithfiilly.  '  Thou  meetest 
him  that  rejoiceth  and  worketh  righteousness,  those 
that  remembey  th^e  in  thy  ways.'-r-And  Christ 
said,  *  He  that  loveth  me  shall  be  loved  of  my  Fa- 
ther, and  I  will  love  him,  and  I  will  manifest  my- 
self to  him !'  There  is  no  failure  in  these  promises, 
Ellie ;  he  that  made  them  is  th^  nm^  yesterday,  to- 
day, and  for  ever. " 

Eor  a  httle  while,  eaph  was  busy  with  his  own 
meditations.  The  moon  meanwhile,  rising  higher 
and  higher,  poured  a  flood  of  light  through  the  gap 
in  the  woods  before  them)  and  stealing  among  the 
trees  here  and  there  lit  up  a  spot  of  ground  under 
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their  deep  shadow.  The  distant  picture  lay  in  mazy 
brightness.  All  was  still,  but  the  ceaseless  chirrup 
of  mseets  and  gentle  flapping  of  leaves ;  the  sum- 
mer air  just  touched  their  cheeks  with  the  lightest 
breath  of  a  kiss,  sweet  from  distant  hay-fields,  and 
nearer  pines  and  hemlocks,  and  other  of  nature's 
numberless  perfume-boxes.  The  hay  harvest  had 
been  remarkably  late  this  year. 

"  This  is  higher  enjoyment,"  said  John, — "  than 
half  those  who  make  their  homes  in  rich  houses 
and  mighty  palaces  have  any  notion  of." 

"  But  cannot  rich  people  look  at  the  moon?"  said 
EUen. 

"  Yes,  but  the  taste  for  pure  pleasures  is  com- 
mon^ gone  when  people  make  a  trade  of  pleasure." 

«  But,  Mr.  John,—"  EUen  began. 

"  I  will  forewarn  you,"  said  he, — "  that  Mr.  John 
has  made  up  his  mind  he  wiU  do  nothing  more  for 
you.  So  ii  you  have  anything  to  ask,  it  must  lie 
still, — unless  you  will  begin  again." 

inien  drew  back.  He  looked  grave,  but  she  saw 
Alice  smiling. 

"  But  what  shall  I  do  ?"  said  she,  a  little  perplex- 
ed and  half  laughing.  What  do  you  mean,  Mr. 
John  ?     "What  does  he  mean,  Alice  ?" 

"  You  could  speak  without  a  *  Mr.'  to  me  this 
morning,  when  you  were  in  trouble." 

"Oh!"  said  EUen,  laughing, — "I  forgot  myself 
then." 

"Have  the  goodness  to  forget  yourself  perma- 
nently for  the  i&ture." 

"  Was  that  man  hurt  this  morning,  John  ?"  said 
his  sister. 

"Whatman?" 

"  That  man  you  delivered  EUen  from." 

"Hurt?  no — nothing  material;  I  did  not  wish 
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to  hurt  him.     He  richly  deserved  punishment,  but 
it  was  not  for  me  to  give  it.*' 

"  He  was  in  no  hurry  to  get  up,"  said  Ellen. 

"  I  do  not  think  he  ventured  upon  that  till  we 
were  well  out  of  the  way.  He  lifted  his  head  and 
looked  after  us  as  we  rode  off." 

"  But  I  wanted  to  ask  somethiug,"  said  Ellen, — 
"  O !  what  is  the  reason  the  moon  looks  so  much 
larger  when  she  first  gets  up  than  she  does  after- 
wards ?" 

"  Whom  are  you  asking  ?  " 

"You." 

"  And  who  is  you  ?  Here  are  two  people  in  the 
moonlight." 

"Mr.  John  Humphreys, — Alice's  brother,  and 
that  Thomas  calls  *  the  young  master, ' "  said 
EUen,  laughing. 

"  You  are  more  shy  of  taking  a  leap  than  your 
little  horse  is,"  said  John,  smiling, — "out  I  shall 
bring  you  up  to  it  yet.  What  is  the  cause  of  the 
sudden  enlargement  of  my  thumb  ?" 

He  bad  drawn  a  small  magnifying  glass  from 
his  pocket  and  held  it  between  his  hand  and  Ellen. 

"Why  it  is  not  enlarged,"  said  Ellen, — "it  is 
only  magnified." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?" 

"  Why,  the  glass  makes  it  look  larger." 

"  Do  you  know  how,  or  why  ?" 

"  No." 

He  put  up  the  glass  again. 

"  But  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?"  said  Ellen ; 
— "there  is  no  magnifying  glass  between  us  and 
the  moon  to  make  hisr  look  larger." 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  ?" 

"Why  yes!"  said  Ellen; — "I  am  perfectly 
sure ;  there  is  nothing  in  the  world.     There  she 


24i8  THE  WIPE,   WISE   WOBLD. 

is,  right  up  there,  looking  Btraight  down  upon  ui , 
and  there  is  nothing  between." 

*'  What  is  it  that  keeps  up  that  pleasant  flutter- 
ing of  leaves  in  the  wood  P" 

"  Why,  the  wind." 

"  And  what  is  the  wind  P" 

"  It  is  air- — air  moving,  I  suppose." 

"  Exactly.  Then  ther^  is  something  between  us 
and  the  moon." 

"The  air!  But,  Mr.  John,  one  can  see  quite 
clearly  through  the  air;  it  does  Qot  make  things 
look  larger  or  smaller." 

'^  How  far  do  you  suppose  the  tiir  reaches  from 
us  towards  the  moonP" 

"  Why,  aU  the  way,  does  it  not  ?" 

"  No — only  about  forty  miles.  If  it  reached  all 
the  way  there  would  indeed  be  no  magnifying  glass 
in  the  case." 

"  But  how  is  it  ?"  said  Ellen.  "  I  do  not  under^ 
stand." 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  to-night,  Ellie.  There  is  a 
long  ladder  of  knowledge  to  go  up  before  we  can 
get  to  the  moon,  but  we  will  begin  to  mount  to- 
morrow, if  nothing  happens.  Alice,  you  have  that 
little  book  of  Conversations  on  Natural  Philosophv, 
which  we  used  to  delight  ourselves  with  in  old 
timeP" 

"  Safe  and  sound  in  the  book-case,"  said  Alice. 
"  I  have  thought  of  giving  it  to  Ellen  before,  but 
she  has  been  busy  enough  with  what  she  had 
already." 

"  I  have  done  Eollin  now,  though,"  said  Ellen ; 
— "  that  is  lucky.     I  am  ready  for  the  moon." 

This  new  study  was  begun  the  next  day,  and 
Ellen  took  great  delight  iq  it.  She  would  have 
run  on  too  fast  in  her  eagerness  but  for  the  steady 
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band  of  her  teacher ;  he  obliged  her  to  be  verjr 
thorough.  This  was  only  one  of  her  items  ol  busi- 
ness. The  weeks  of  John's  stay  were,  as  usual,  not 
merely  weeks  of  constant  and  vaned  delight,  but 
of  constant  and  swift  improvement  too. 

A  good  deal  of  time  was  given  to  the  riding- 
lessons.  John  busied  himself  one  morning  in  pre- 
paring a  bar  for  her  on  the  lawn  ;  so  placed  that  it 
might  fall  if  the  horse's  heels  touched  it;  Here 
EUen  learned  to  take,  first  standing,  and  then  run- 
ning, leaps.  She  was  afraid  at  first,  but  habit  wore 
that  off;  and  the  bar  was  raised  higher  and  higher, 
till  Margery  declared  she  "  couldn't  stand  and  look 
at  her  going  over  it."  Then  John  made  her  ride 
without  the  stirrup,  and  with  her  hands  behind 
her,  while  he,  holding  the  horse  by  a  long  halter, 
made  him  go  round  in  a  circle,  slowly  at  first,  and 
afterwards  trotting  and  cantering,  till  Ellen  felt 
almost  as  secure  on  his  back  as  in  a  chair.  It 
took  a  good  many  lessons  however  to  bring  her  to 
this,  and  she  trembled  very  much  at  the  beginning. 
Her  teacher  was  careful  and  gentle,  but  deter- 
mined ;  and  whatever  he  said  she  did,  tremble  or 
no  tremble;  and  in  general  loved  her  riding  les- 
sons dearly. 

Drawing  too  went  on  finely.  He  began  to  let 
her  draw  things  from  nature ;  and  many  a  plea- 
sant morning  the  three  went  out  together  with 
pencils  and  books  and  work,  and  spent  hours  in 
the  open  air.  They  would  find  a  pretty  poi6t  of 
view,  or  a  nice  shady  place  where  the  breeze  came, 
and  where  there  was  some  good  old  rock  with  a 
tree  beside  it,  or  a  piece  of  fence,  or  the  house  or 
bam  in  the  distance,  for  Ellen  to  sketch;  and 
while  she  drew  and  Alice  worked,  John  read  aloud 
to  them.     Sometimes  he  took  a  pencil  too,  and 
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Alice  read;  and  often,  often,  pencils,  books  and 
work  were  all  laid  down;  and  conversation, — 
lively,  serious,  earnest,  always  deHghtful — took 
their  plaoe.  When  EUen  could  not  understand 
the  words,  at  least  she  could  read  the  faces; 
and  that  was  a  study  of  which  she  was  never 
weary.  At  home  there  were  other  studies  and 
much  reading;  many  tea-drinkings  on  the  lawn, 
and  even  breakfastings,  which  she  thought  more 
pleasant  still. 

As  soon  as  it  was  decided  that  Mr.  Van  Brunt's 
leg  was  doing  well,  and  in  a  fair  way  to  be  sound 
again,  Ellen  went  to  see  him ;  and  after  that  rarely 
let  two  days  pass  without  going  again.  John  and 
Alice  used  to  ride  with  her  so  far,  and  taking  a  turn 
beyond  while  she  made  her  visit,  call  for  her  on 
their  way  back.  She  had  a  strong  motive  for  going 
in  the  pleasure  her  presence  always  gave,  both  to 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  and  his  mother.  Sam  Larkens  had 
been  to  Thirlwall  and  seen  Mrs.  Forbes,  and  from 
him  they  had  heard  the  story  of  her  riding  up  and 
down  the  town  in  search  of  the  doctor ;  neither  of 
them  could  forget  it.  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  poured  out 
her  affection  in  all  sorts  of  expressions  whenever 
she  had  Ellen's  ear ;  her  son  was  not  a  man  of 
many  words ;  but  EUen  knew  his  face  and  manner 
well  enough  without  them,  and  read  there,  when- 
ever  she  went  into  his  room,  what  gave  her  great 
pleasure. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?  "  she  said,  on 
one  of  these  occasions. 

"0,  I'm  getting  along,  I  s'pose,"  said  he; — 
^*  getting  along  as  well  as  a  man  can  that's  lying  on 
his  back  from  morning  to  night ;  —  prostrated^  as 
'Squire  Dennison  said  his  com  was  t'other  day." 

"  It  is  very  tiresome,  is  it  not  ?  "  said  Ellen. 


THB   WIDE,  WIDE   WOULD.  261 

**  If  B  the  tireaomest  work  that  ever  was,  for  a 
man  that  has  two  arms  to  he  adoing  nothmg,  day 
after  day.  And  what  hothers  me  is  the  wheat  in 
that  ten-acre  lot,  that  ought  to  he  prostrated  too, 
and  aint,  nor  aint  like  to  he,  as  I  know,  unless  the 
rain  comes  and  does  it.  Sam  and  Johnny  '11  make 
no  headway  at  all  with  it — I  can  tell  as  well  as  if  I 
see  'em.*' 

"  But  Sam  is  good,  is  he  not  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Sam's  as  good  a  hoy  as  ever  was ;  hut  then 
Johnny  Low  is  mischievous,  you  see,  and  he  gets 
Sam  out  of  his  tracks  once  in  a  while.  I  never  see 
a  finer  growth  of  wheat.  I  had  a  sight  rather  cut 
and  harvest  the  hull  of  it  than  to  lie  here  and  think 
of  it  getting  spoiled.  I'm  a' most  out  o'  conceit  o' 
trap-doors,  Ellen." 

Ellen  could  not  help  smiling. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?  " 

"  There  aint  nothing,"  said  he  ; — "  I  wish  there 
was.     How  are  you  coming  along  at  home  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  Ellen  ; — "  I  am  not  there 
just  now,  you  know ;  I  am  staying  up  with  Miss 
Alice  again." 

"  O,  ay !  while  her  hrother  is  at  home.  He's  a 
splendid  man  that  young  Mr.  Humphreys,  is  he 
not  P  " 

"  O,  I  knew  that  a  great  while  ago,"  said  EUen, 
the  hright  colour  of  pleasure  overspreading  her 
flEice.  « 

"  WeU,  I  didn't,  vou  see,  till  the  other  day,  when 
he  came  here,  very  kindly,  to  see  how  I  was  getting 
on.  I  wish  something  would  hring  him  again.  I 
never  heerd  a  man  taUk  I  liked  to  hear  so  much." 

Ellen  secretly  resolved  something  ihauld  hring 
him ;  and  went  on  with  a  purpose  ^e  h^d  had  for 
some  time  in  her  mind. 
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"  Would  it  not  be  pleasant,  while  you  are  lying 
here  and  can  do  nothing, — would  not  you  like  to 
have  me  read  something  to  you,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ? 
I  should  like.very  much." 

"  It's  just  like  you,"  said  he,  gratefully, — "  to 
think  of  that ;  but  I  wouldn't  hare  you  be  bothered 
with  it." 

"  It  would  not,  indeed.  I  should  like  it  very 
much." 

"  Well,  if  youVe  a  mind,"  said  he ; — "  I  can't 
say  but  it  would  be  a  kind  o'  comfort  to  keep  that 
grain  out  o'  my  head  awhile.  Seems  to  me  I  hare 
cut  and  housed  it  all  three  times  over  already.  Bead 
just  whatever  you  have  a  mind  to.  If  you  was  to  go 
over  a  last  year's  almanac,  it  would  be  as  good  as  a 
fiddle  to  me." 

"  I'll  do  better  for  you  than  that,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,"  said  Ellen,  laughing  in  high  glee  at  having 
gained  her  point. — She  had  secretly  brought  her 
Pilgrim's  Progress  with  her,  and  now  with  marvel- 
lous satisfaction  drew  it  forth. 

"I  ha'n't  been  as  much  of  a  reader  as  I  had 
ought  to,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  as  she  opened  the 
book  and  turned  to  the  first  page ; — "  but,  however, 
I  understand  my  business  pretty  well ;  and  a  man 
can't  be  everything  at  once.  ISow  let's  hear  what 
you've  got  there." 

With  a  throbbing  heart,  Ellen  began  ;  and  read, 
notes  and  all,  till  the  sound  of  tramping  hoofs  and 
Alice's  voice  made  her  break  off.  It  encouraged 
and  delighted  her  to  see  that  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  at- 
tention was  perfectly  fixed.  He  lay  still,  without 
moving  his  eyes  from  her  face,  tiU  she  stopped ; 
then  thanking  her  he  declared  that  it  was  a  "  first- 
rate  book,"  and  he  "  should  like  mainly  to  hear  the 
hull  on  it:" 


THB  WIDE,  WIDE  WOELD.  253 

From  that  time  Ellen  was  diligent  in  her  attend- 
ance on  him.  That  she  might  have  more  time  for 
reading  than  the  old  plan  gave  her,  she  set  off  bj 
herself  some  time  before  the  others,  of  course  riding 
home  with  them.  It  cost  her  a  little  sometimes  to 
forego  so  much  of  their  company;  but  she  never 
saw  the  look  of  grateful  pleasure  with  which  she 
was  welcomed  without  ceasing  to  regret  her  self- 
denial.  How  Ellen  blessed  those  notes  as  she  went 
on  with  her  reading!  They  said  exactly  what  she 
wanted  Mr.  Van  Brunt  to  hear,  and  in  the  best 
way,  and  were  too  short  and  simple  to  interrupt 
the  interest  of  the  story.  Afber  a  while  she  ven- 
tured to  ask  if  she  might  read  him  a  chapter  in  the 
Bible.  He  agreed  very  readily  ;  owning  "  he  hadn't 
ought  to  be  so  loiig  without  reading  one  as  he 
had  been,"  EUen  then  made  it  a  rule  to  herself, 
without  asking  any  more  questions,  to  end  every 
reading  with  a  chapter  in  the  Bible ;  and  she  care- 
fully sought  out  those  that  might  be  most  likely  to 
take  hold  of  his  judgment  or  feelings.  They  took 
hold  of  her  own  very  deeply ;  what  was  strong,  or 
tender,  before,  now  seemed  to  her  too  mighty  to  be 
withstood ;  and  EUen  read  not  only  with  her  Hps, 
but  with  her  whole  heart,  the  precious  words,  long- 
ing that  they  might  come  with  their  just  effect  upon 
Mr.  Van  Brunt's  mind. 

Once,  as  she  finished  reading  the  tenth  chapter 
of  John,  a  favourite  chapter,  which,  from  her  own 
feeling  and  her  strong  wish  for  him,  had  moved  her 
even  to  tears,  she  cast  a  glance  at  his  face,  to  see 
how  he  took  it.  His  head  was  a  little  turned  to 
one  side,  and  his  eyes  closed ;  she  thought  he  was 
asleep.  Ellen  was  very  much  disappointed.  She 
sank  her  head  upon  her  book,  and  prayed  that  a 
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time  miglit  come  when  he  would  know  the  worth 
of  those  words.  The  touch  of  his  hand  startled 
her. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  he.  "Are  you 
tired?" 

"No,"  said  EUen,  looking  hastily  up ; — "0,no ! 
I  am  not  tired." 

"But  what  ails  you?"  said  the  astonished  Mr. 
VanBilint;  "what  have  you  been  a  crying  for? 
what  is  the  mafctet  ?" 

"Oh,  never  mind,"  said  Ellen,  brushing  her 
hand  over  her  eyes, — "it  is  no  matter." 

"  Yes,  but  I  want  to  know,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt ; 
"  you  shall  not  have  anything  to  vex  you  that  I  can 
help  ;  what  is  it  ?" 

"It  is  nothing,  Mr.  Van  Brunt,"  said  Ellen, 
bursting  into  tears  again, — "only  I  thought  you 
were  asleep — I — I  thought  you  did  not  care  enough 
about  the  Bible  to  keep  awake — I  want  so  much 
that  you  should  be  a  Christian!" 

He  half  groaned  and  turned  his  head  away. 

"  What  makes  you  wish  that  so  much  ?"  said  he, 
after  a  minute  or  two. 

"  Because  I  want  you  to  be  happy,"  said  EUen, — 
"  and  I  know  you  cannot  without." 

"  Well,  I  am  pretiy  tolerable  happy,"  said  he ; — 
"  as  happy  as  most  folks,  I  guess." 

"  But  I  want  you  to  be  happy  when  you  die, 
too,"  said  Ellen;  —  "I  want  to  meet  you  in 
heaven." 

"  I  hope  I  will  go  there,  surely,"  said  he,  gravely, 
— "  when  the  time  comes." 

Ellen  was  uneasily  silent,  not  knowing  what  to 
say. 

"I  am  not  as  good  as  I  ought  to  be,"  said  he, 
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presently,  wifh  a  half  sigh; — "I  am  not  good 
enough  to  go  to  heaven — I  wish  I  was.  Tou  are,  I 
do  believe." 

"  I !  O,  no,  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  do  not  say  that ; — 
I  am  not  good  at  all — I  am  full  of  wrong  things." 

"  "Well,  I  wish  I  was  full  of  wrong  thmgs  too,  in 
the  same  way,"  said  he. 

"  But  I  am,"  said  Ellen, — "  whether  you  will  be- 
lieve it  or  not.  Nobody  is  good,  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 
But  Jesus  Christ  has  died  for  us, — and  if  we  ask 
BLim  He  will  forgive  us,  and  wash  away  our  sins, 
and  teach  us  to  love  Him,  and  make  us  good,  and 
take  us  to  be  with  Him  in  heaven.  O,  I  wish  you 
would  ask  Him !"  she  repeated  with  an  earnestness 
that  went  to  his  heart.  "  I  do  not  believe  any  one 
can  be  very  happy  that  does  not  love  Him." 

"  Is  that  what  makes  yow  happy  ?"  said  he. 

"  I  have  a  great  many  things  to  make  me  happy," 
said  Ellen  soberly, — "  but  that  is  the  greatest  of 
aU.  It  always  make  me  happy  to  think  of  him, 
and  it  makes  everything  else  a  thousand  times 
pleasanter.  I  wish  you  knew  how  it  is,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt." 

He  was  silent  for  a  little,  and  disturbed  Ellen 
thought. 

"  WeU!"  said  he  at  length,—"  'taint  the  folks 
that  thinks  themselves  the  best  that  w  the  best 
always ; — if  you  aint  good  I  should  like  to  know 
what  goodness  is.  Theresa  somebody  that  thinks 
you  be,"  said  he  a  minute  or  two  afterwards,  as  the 
horses  were  heard  coming  to  the  gate. 

"  No,  she  knows  me  better  than  that,"  said 
Ellen. 

"  It  isn't  any  she  that  I  mean,"  said  Mr.  Van 
Brunt.  "  There's  somebody  else  out  there,  aint 
there  ?" 
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"Who?"  said  BUen,-"  Mr.  John?— O  no 
indeed,  he  does  not.  It  was  onlv  this  morning  he  was 
telling  me  of  something  I  did  that  was  wrong." — 
Her  eyes  watered  as  she  spoke. 

"  He  must  have  mighty  sharp  eyes,  then,"  said 
Mr.  Van  Brunt — "  for  it  beats  all  tm/  powers  of 
seeing  things." 

"  And  so  he  has,"  said  Ellen,  jputting  on  her 
bonnet, — "  he  always  knows  what  i  am  thinking  of 
just  as  well  as  if  I  told  him.     Good  bye !" 

"  Ghx)d  bye,"  said  he ; — "  I  ha'n't  forgotten 
what  you've  been  saying,  and  I  don't  mean  to." 

How  full  of  sweet  pleasure  was  the  ride  home  I 

The  "  something  wrong,"  of  which  Ellen  had 
spoken,  was  this.  The  day  before,  it  happened  that 
Mr.  John  had  broken  her  off  from  a  very  engaging 
book  to  take  her  drawing-lesson  ;  and  as  he  stooped 
down  to  give  a  touch  or  two  to  the  piece  she  was  to 
copy,  he  said,  "  I  do  not  want  you  to  read  any 
more  of  that,  EUie ;  it  is  not  a  good  book  for  you." 
Ellen  did  not  for  a  moment  question  that  he  was 
right,  nor  wish  to  disobey;  but  she  had  become 
very  much  iaterested,  and  was  a  good  deal  annoyed 
at  having  such  a  sudden  stop  put  to  her  pleasure. 
She  said  nothiQg,  and  went  on  vdth  her  work.  In 
a  little  while  Alice  asked  her  to  hold  a  skeiQ  of 
cotton  for  her  while  she  wound  it.  Ellen  was 
annoyed  again  at  the  interruption ;  the  harpstrings 
were  jarring  yet,  and  gave  ttesh  discord  at  every 
touch.  She  had,  however,  no  intention  of  letting 
her  vexation  be  seen ;  she  went  immediately  and 
held  the  cotton,  and  as  soon  as  it  was  done  sat 
down  again  to  her  drawing.  Before  ten  minutes 
had  passed  Margary  came  to  set  the  table  for 
dinner;  Ellen's  papers  and  desk  must  be  moved. 

"  Why  it  is  not   dinner-time    yet    this  great 
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while,  Margery,"  she  said ; — "  it  is  not  much  after 
twelve." 

"No,  Miss  Ellen,"  said  Margery  under  her 
breath,  for  John  was  in  one  comer  of  the  room 
reading, — "  but  by-and-by  I'll  be  busy  with  the 
chops  and  frying  the  salsify,  and  I  could  not  leave 
the  kitchen ; — ^if  you'll  let  me  have  the  table  now." 

EUen  said  no  more,  and  moved  her  things  to 
a  stand  before  the  window ;  where  she  went  on 
with  her  copying  till  dinner  was  ready.  What- 
ever the  reason  was,  however,  her  pencil  did  not 
work  smoothly;  her  eye  did  not  see  true;  and 
she  lacked  her  usual  steady  patience.  The  next 
morning,  after  an  hour  and  more's  work  and  much 
painstaking,  the  drawing  was  finished.  Ellen  had 
quite  forgotten  her  yesterday's  trouble.  But  when 
John  came  to  review  her  drawing,  he  found  several 
faults  with  it ;  pointed  out  two  or  three  places  in 
which  it  had  suffered  from  haste  and  want  of  care; 
and  asked  her  how  it  had  happened.  Ellen  knew 
it  happened  yesterday.  She  was  vexed  agaiu, 
though  she  did  her  best  not  to  show  it ;  she  stood 
quietly  and  heard  what  he  had  to  say.  He  then 
told  her  to  get  ready  for  her  riding  lesson. 

"  May  not  I  just  make  this  right  first  ?"  said 
Ellen ; — "  it  will  not  take  me  long." 

"  No,"  said  he, — "  you  have  been  sitting  long 
enough ;  I  must  break  you  off.  The  Brownie  will 
be  here  in  ten  minutes." 

Ellen  was  impatiently  eager  to  mend  the  bad 
places  in  her  drawing,  and  impatiently  displeased  at 
being  obliged  to  ride  first.  Slowly  and  reluctantly 
she  went  to  get  ready ;  John  was  already  gone ; 
she  would  not  have  moved  so  leisurely  ii  he  had 
been  anywhere  within  seeing  distance.  As  it  was, 
she  found  it  convenient  to  quicken  her  movements ; 
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and  was  at  the  door  ready  as  soon  as  he  and  the 
Brownie.  She  was  soon  thoroughly  engaged  in  the 
management  of  herself  and  her  horse ;  a  little  smart 
riding  shook  all  the  ill-humour  out  of  her,  and  she 
was  entirely  herself  again.  At  the  end  of  fifteen  or 
twenty  minutes  they  drew  up  under  the  shade  of  a 
tree  to  let  the  Brownie  rest  a  little.  It  was  a 
warm  day,  and  John  had  taken  off  his  hat  and  stood 
resting  too,  with  his  arm  leaning  on  the  neck  of  the 
horse.  Presently  he  looked  round  to  Ellen,  and 
asked  her,  with  a  smile,  if  she  felt  right  again  ? 

"  Why  ?"  said  Ellen,  the  crimson  of  her  cheeks 
mounting  to  her  forehead.  But  her  eye  sunk  im- 
mediately at  the  answering  glance  of  his.  He  then, 
in  very  few  words,  set  the  matter  before  her,  with 
such  a  happy  mixture  of  pointedness  and  kindness, 
that  while  the  reproof,  coming  from  him,  went  to 
the  quick,  Ellen  yet  joined  with  it  no  thought  of 
harshness  or  severity.  She  was  completely  sub- 
dued, however :  the  rest  of  the  riding-lesson  had 
to  be  given  up  ;  and  for  an  hour  Ellen's  tears  could 
not  be  stayed.  But  it  was,  and  John  had  meant  it 
should  be,  a  strong  check  given  to  her  besetting 
sin.     It  had  a  long  and  lasting  effect. 


CHAPTEE  XVI. 

Speed.  But  tell  me  true,  will 't  be  a  match  P 
Lawn.  Ask  my  dog ;  if  he  say.  Ay,  it  will ;  if  he  say.  No,  it 
will;  if  he  shake  his  tail  and  say  nothing,  it  will. 

Two  Gentlemen  op  Veeona. 

In  due  time  Mr.  Van  Brunt  was  on  his  legs  again, 
much  to  everybody's  "joy,  and  much  to  the  ad- 
vantage of  fields,  fences,  and  grain.  Sam  and 
Johnny  found  they  must  "  spring  to,"  as  their 
leader  said;  and  Miss  Fortune  declared  she  was 
thankful  she  could  draw  a  long  breath  again,  for  do 
what  she  would  she  could  not  be  everywhere.  Be- 
fore this  John  and  the  Black  Prince  had  departed, 
and  Alice  and  Ellen  were  lefb  alone  again. 

"  How  long  will  it  be,  dear  Alice,"  said  Ellen,  as 
they  stood  sorrowfully  looking  down  the  road  by 
which  he  had  gone,^— "  before  he  will  be  through 
that — before  he  will  be  able  to  leave  Doncaster  ? 

"  Next  summer." 

"  And  what  will  he  do  then  ?  " 

"  Then  he  will  be  ordained." 

"  Ordained  ?— what  is  that  ?  " 

"  He  will  be  solemnly  set  apart  for  the  work  of 
the  ministrv,  and  appointed  to  it  by  a  number  of 
clergymen. 

''And  then  will  he  come  and  stay  at  home, 
Alice  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know  what  then,  dear  Ellen,"  said 
Alice,  sighing ; — "  he  may  for  a  short  time ;  but  papa 
wishes  very  much  that  "before  he  is  settled  any- 
where, he  should  visit  England  and  Scotland  and 
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see  our  friends  there.  Though  I  hardly  think  John 
will  do  it  unless  he  sees  some  further  reason  for 
going.  If  he  do  not,  he  will  probably  soon  be 
called  somewhere — Mr.  Marshman  wants  him  to 
come  to  Eandolph.     I  do  not  know  how  it  will  be.*' 

"  Well !  "  said  EUen,  with  a  kind  of  acquiescing 
sigh, — "  at  any  rate,  now  we  must  wait  until  next 
Christmas." 

The  winter  passed  with  little  to  mark  it  except 
the  usual  visits  to  Ventnor ;  which,  however,  by 
common  consent  Alice  and  EUen  had  agreed  should 
Wit  be  when  John  was  at  home.  At  all  other  times 
they  were  much  prized  and  enjoyed.  Every  two  or 
three  months  Mr.  Marshman  was  sure  to  come  for 
them,  or  Mjp.  Howard,  or  perhaps  the  carriage  only 
and  a  letter ;  and  it  was  bargained  that  Mr.  Hum- 
phreys should  follow  to  see  them  home.  It  was  not 
always  that  EUen  could  go,  but  the  disappointments 
were  seldom ;  she  too  had  become  quite  domesti- 
cated at  Ventnor,  and  was  sincerely  loved  by  the 
whole  femUy.  Many  as  were  the  times  she  had 
been  there,  it  had  oddly  happened  that  she  had 
never  met  her  old  friend  of  tne  boat  again;  but 
she  was  very  much  attached  to  old  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Marshman,  and  Mrs.  Chauncey  and  her  daughter ; 
the  latter  of  whom  reckoned  aU  the  rest  of  her 
young  friends  as  nothing  compared  with  Ellen 
Montgomery.  EUen,  in  her  opinion,  did  every- 
thing better  than  any  one  else  of  her  age. 

"  She  has  good  teachers,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"  Yes  indeed !  I  should  think  she  had.  Alice, — 
I  should  think  anybody  would  learn  weU  with  her ; 
— and  Mr.  John — I  suppose  he  is  as  good,  though 
I  don't  know  so  much  about  him  ;  but  he  must  be 
a  great  deal  better  teacher  than  Mr.  Sandford, 
mamma,  for  EUen  draws  ten  times  as  weU  as  I  do ! " 
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"  Perhaps  that  is  your  feult  and  not  Mr,  Sand- 
ford's,"  said  her  mother, — "  though  I  rather  think 
you  overrate  the  difference." 

"  I  am  sure  I  take  pains  enough,  if  that  is  all,*' 
said  the  little  girl ; — "  what  more  can  I  do,  mamma  ? 
But  Ellen  is  so  pleasant  about  it  always ;  she  never 
seems  to  think  she  does  better  than  1 ;  and  she  is 
always  ready  to  help  me  and  take  ever  so  much 
time  to  show  me  how  to  do  things; — she  is  so 
pleasant;  is  she  not,  mamma?  I  know  I  have 
heard  you  say  she  is  very  polite." 

"  She  is  certainly  that,"  said  Mrs.  Gillespie, — 
"  and  there  is  a  grace  in  her  politeness  that  can  only 
proceed  from  great  natiiral  delicacy  and  refinement 
of  character; — how  she  can  have  such  manners, 
living  and  working  in  the  way  you  say  she  does,  I 
confess  is  beyond  my  comprehension." 

"One  would  not  readily  forget  the  notion  of 
good-breeding  in  the  society  of  Alice  and  John 
Humphreys,"  said  Miss  Sophia. 

"  And  Mr.  Humphreys,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"There  is  no  society  about  him,"  said  Miss 
Sophia; — "he  does  not  say  two  dozen  words  a 
day." 

"  But  she  is  not  with  them,"  said  Mrs.  Gillespie. 

"  She  is  with  them  a  great  deal,  aunt  Matilda," 
said  Ellen  Chauncey, — "  and  they  teach  her  every- 
thing, and  she  does  learn !  She  must  be  very  clever ; 
don't  you  think  she  is,  mamma  P  Mamma,  she  beats 
me  entirely  in  speaking  French,  and  she  knows  all 
about  English  history;  and  arithmetic! — and  did 
you  ever  hear  her  sing,  mamma?" 

**  I  do  not  believe  she  beats  you,  as  you  eaU  it, 
in  generous  estimation  of  others,"  said  Mrs.  Chaun- 
cey, smiling,  and  bending   forward  to  kiss  her 
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daughter; — "but  wliat  is  the  reason  Ellen  is  so 
much  better  read  in  history  than  you  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  mamma,  unless  —I  wish  I  was 
not  so  fond  of  reading  stories." 

"  EUen  Montgomery  is  just  as  fond  of  them,  I 
will  warrant,"  said  Miss  Sophia. 

"  Yes, — O  I  know  she  is  fond  of  them  ;  but  then 
Alice  and  Mr.  John  do  not  let  her  read  them,  except 
now  and  then  one." 

"I  fancy  she  does  it  though  when  their  backs 
are  turned,"  said  Mrs.  Gillespie. 

"  She !  O,  aunt  Matilda !  she  would  not  do  the 
least  thing  they  do  not  like  for  the  whole  world,  I 
know  she  never  reads  a  story  when  she  is  here, 
unless  it  is  my  Sunday  books,  without  asking  Alice 
first." 

"  She  is  a  most  extraordinary  child !"  said  Mrs. 
Gillespie. 

"  She  is  a  good  child !"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"Tes,  mamma,  and  that  is  what  I  wanted  to 
say ; — I  do  not  think  EUen  is  so  polite  because  she 
is  so  much  with  Alice  and  Mr.  John,  but  because 
she  is  so  sweet  and  good.  I  do  not  think  she  could 
help  being  polite." 

"It  is  not  that,"  said  Mrs.  Gillespie; — "mere 
sweetness  and  goodness  would  never  give  so  much 
elegance  of  manner.  As  far  as  I  have  seen,  Ellen 
Montgomery  is  9^ 'perfectly  weU-behaved  child." 

"That  she  is,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey; — "but  neither 
would  any  cultivation  or  example  be  sufficient  for 
it  vrithout  EUen's  thorough  good  principle  and  great 
sweetness  of  temper." 

"That's  exactly  what  1  think,  mamma,"  said 
EUen  Chauncey. 

EUen's  sweetness  of  temper  was  not  entirely 
bom  with  her  ,*  it  was  one  of  the  blessed  fruits  of 
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religion  and  discipline.  Discipline  had  not  done 
with  it  yet.  When  the  winter  came  on,  and  the 
house-work  grew  less,  and  with  renewed  vigour  she 
was  bending  herself  to  improvement  in  all  sorts  of 
ways,  it  unluckily  came  into  Miss  Fortune's  head 
that  some  of  Ellen's  spare  time  might  be  turned  to 
account  in  a  new  line.  With  this  lady,  to  propose 
and  to  do  were  two  things  always  very  near  toge- 
ther. The  very  next  day  Ellen  was  sunmioned  to 
help  her  down-stairs  with  the  great  spinning-wheel. 
Most  unsuspiciously,  and  with  her  accustomed 
pleasantness,  EUen  aid  it.  But  when  she  was  sent 
up  again  for  the  rolls  of  wool ;  and  Miss  Fortune 
after  setting  up  the  wheel,  put  one  of  them  into 
her  hand  and  instructed  her  how  to  draw  out  and 
twist  the  thread  of  yam,  she  saw  all  that  was  com- 
ing. She  saw  it  with  dismay.  So  much  yam  as 
Miss  Fortune  might  think  it  well  she  should  spin, 
so  much  time  must  be  taken  daily  from  her  beloved 
reading  and  writing,  drawing  and  studying;  her 
very  heart  sunk  within  her.  She  made  no  remon- 
strance, unless  her  disconsolate  face  might  be 
thought  one ;  she  stood  half  a  day  at  the  great 
spinning-wheel,  fretting  secretly,  while  Miss  Foiv 
tune  went  round  with  an  inward  chuckle  visible  in 
her  countenance,  which  in  spite  of  herself  increased 
Ellen's  vexation.  And  this  was  not  the  annoyance 
of  a  day ;  she  must  expect  it  day  after  day  through 
the  whole  winter.  It  was  a  grievous  trial.  EUen 
cried  for  a  long  time  in  her  own  room,  and  a  long 
hard  struggle  was  necessary  before  she  could  resolve 
to  do  her  duty.  "  To  be  patient  and  quiet ! — and  spin 
nobody  knows  how  much  yam — and  my  poor  histoiy 
and  philosophy  and  drawing,  and  Frencn  and  read- 
ing I" — EUen  cried  very  heartUy.  But  she  knew 
what  she  ought  to  do ;  she  prayed  long,  humbly, 
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earnestly,  that  "her  little  rushlight  might  shine 
bright ;  and  her  aunt  had  no  cause  to  complain  of 
her.  Sometimes,  if  overpressed,  Ellen  would  ask 
Miss  Fortune  to  let  her  stop ;  saying,  as  Alice  had 
advised  her,  that  she  wished  to  have  her  do  such  and 
such  things ;  Miss  Fortune  never  made  any  objec- 
tion; and  the  hours  of  spinning  that  wrought  so 
many  knots  of  yam  for  her  aunt,  wrought  better 
things  yet  for  the  little  spinner ;  patience  and 
gentleness  grew  with  the  practice  of  them ;  this 
wearisome  work  was  one  of  the  many  seemingly 
untoward  things  which  in  reality  bring  out  good. 
The  time  EUen  did  secure  to  herself  was  held  the 
more  precious  and  lised  the  more  carefully.  After 
all  it  was  a  very  profitable  and  pleasant  winter 
to  her. 

John's  visit  came  as  usual,  and  was  enjoyed  as 
usual ;  only  that  every  time  seemed  to  Ellen  more 
pleasant  than  the  last.  The  sole  other  event  that 
broke  the  quiet  course  of  things  (beside  the  jour- 
neys to  Ventnor)  was  the  death  of  Mrs.  Van  Brunt. 
This  happened  very  unexpectedly  and  after  a  short 
illness,  not  far  from  the  end  of  Januaiy.  Ellen 
was  very  sorry ;  both  for  her  own  sake  and  Mr.  Van 
Brunt's,  who  she  was  sure  felt  much,  though  ac- 
cording to  his  general  custom  he  said  nothing. 
Ellen  felt  for  him  none  the  less.  She  little  thought 
what  an  important  bearing  this  event  would  have 
upon  her  own  future  well-being. 

The  winter  passed  and  the  spring  came.  One 
fine  mild  pleasant  afternoon,  early  in  May,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  came  into  the  kitchen  and  asked  EUen  if  she 
wanted  lb  go  with  him  and  see  the  sheep  salted. 
Ellen  was  seated  at  the  table  with  a  large  tin  pan 
in  her  lap,  and  before  her  a  huge  heap  of  white 
beans  which  she  was  picking  over  for  the  Saturday's 
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favoimte  dish  of  pork  and  beans.  She  looked  up  at 
him  with  a  hopeless  face. 

"  I  should  lie  to  go  very  much  indeed,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  but  you  see  I  cannot.     All  these  to  do !" 

"  Beans,  eh  ?"  said  he,  putting  one  or  two  in  his 
mouth.     "  Where  is  your  aunt  ?" 

Ellen  pointed  to  the  buttery.  He  immediately 
went  to  the  door  and  rapped  on  it  with  his 
knuckles. 

"Here,  ma'am!"  said  he, — "can't  you  let  this 
child  go  with  me  ?  I  want  her  to  help  feed  the 
sheep." 

To  Ellen's  astonishment  her  aunt  called  to  her 
through  the  closed  door  to  "  go  along  and  leave  the 
beans  till  she  came  back."  Joyfully  Ellen  obeyed. 
She  turned  her  back  upon  the  beans,  careless  oi  the 
great  heap  which  would  still  be  there  to  be  picked 
over  when  she  returned ;  and  ran  to  get  her  bonnet. 
In  aU  the  time  she  had  been  in  Thirlwall  something 
had  always  prevented  her  seeing  the  sheep  fed  with 
salt,  and  she  went  eagerly  out  of  the  door  with 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  to  a  new  pleasure. 

They  crossed  two  or  three  meadows  behind  the 
bam  to  a  low  rocky  hill  covered  with  trees.  On 
the  other  side  of  this  they  came  to  a  fine  field  of 
spring  wheat.  Ellen  and  Mr.  Van  Brunt  coasted 
carefully  round  by  the  fence  to  another  piece  of 
rocky  woodland  that  lay  on  the  farther  side  of  the 
wheat-field.  It  was  a  very  fine  afternoon.  The 
grass  was  green  in  the  meadow;  the  trees  were 
beginning  to  shoWi  their  leaves ;  the  air  was  soft 
and  spring-like.  In  great  glee  Ellen  danced  along, 
luckily  needing  no  entertainment  from  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  who  was  devoted  to  his  salt-pan.  His 
natural  taciturnity  seemed  greater  than  ever;  he 
amused  himself  aU  the  way  over  the  meadow  with 
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turning  over  his  salt  and  tasting  it,  till  Ellen 
laughingly  told  him  she  believed  he  was  as  fond  of 
it  as  the  sheep  were  ;  and  then  he  took  to  jerking 
little  bits  of  it  right  and  lefb,  at  anything  he  saw 
that  was  big  enough  to  serve  for  a  mark.  EUen 
stopped  him  again  by  laughing  at  his  wastefulness ; 
and  so  they  came  to  the  wood.  She  left  him  then 
to  do  as  he  liked,  while  she  ran  hither  and  thither 
to  search  for  flowers.  He  was  fain  to  stop  and 
wait  for  her. 

"  Are  not  these  lovely  ?"  said  EUen  as  she  came 
up  with  her  hands  fuU  of  anemones, — "  and  look — 
there's  the  liverwort.  I  thought  it  must  be  out  be- 
fore now — the  dear  little  thing ! — ^but  I  can't  find 
any  blood-root,  Mr.  Van  Brunt." 

"  I  guess  they're  gone,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

"I  suppose  they  must,"  said  Ellen.  "I  am 
sorry;  I  like  them  so  much.  O  I  believe  I  did 
get  them  earlier  than  this  two  years  ago,  when  I 
used  to  take  so  many  walks  with  you.  Only  think 
of  my  not  having  been  to  look  for  flowers  before 
this  spring." 

"  It  hadn't  ought  to  ha'  happened  so,  that's  a 
fact,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt.  "  I  don't  know  how  it 
has." 

"O  there  are  my  yellow  bells!"  exclaimed 
EUen ; — "  O  you  beauties  1  Are  they  not,  Mr. 
Van  Brunt?" 

"  I  wont  say  but  what  I  think  an  ear  of  wheat 
is  handsomer,"  said  he  with  his  half  smile. 

"  Why  Mr.  Van  Brunt !  how  can  you  ? — but  an 
ear  of  wheat  is  pretty  too. — O  Mr.  Van  Brunt, 
what  w  that  ?  Do  get  me  some  of  it,  wiU  you, 
please  ?     O  how  beautiful  ? — what  is  it  ?" 

"That's  black  birch,"  said  he;— '''tis  kind  o' 
handsome ; — stop,  I'U  find  you  soto  oak  blossoms 
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directly. — There's  some  Solomon's  seal — do  you 
want  some  of  that  ?" 

EUen  sprang  to  it  with  exclamations  of  joy,  and 
before  she  could  rise  from  her  stooping  posture 
discovered  some  cowslips  to  be  scrambled  for. 
Wild  columbine,  the  delicate  corydalis,  and  more 
UYularias,  which  she  called  yeUow  beUs,  were  added 
to  her  handfiil,  till  it  grew  a  very  elegant  bunch 
indeed.  Mr.  Van  Brunt  looked  complacently  on, 
much  as  EUen  would  at  a  kitten  running  round 
after  its  tail. 

"  Now  I  will  not  keep  you  any  longer,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,'^  said  she,  when  her  hands  were  as  fuU  as 
they  could  hold ; — "  I  have  kept  you  a  great  while ; 
you  are  very  good  to  wait  for  me." 

They  took  up  their  line  of  march  agaiQ,  and 
after  crossiag  the  last  piece  of  rocky  woodland 
came  to  an  open  lull-side,  sloping  gently  up,  at  the 
foot  of  which  were  several  large  flat  stones. 

"But  where  are  the  sheep,  Mr.  Van  Brunt?" 
said  EUen. 

"  I  guess  they  aint  fiir,"  said  he.  "  You  keep 
quiet,  'cause  they  don't  know  you;  and  they  are 
mighty  scary.  Just  stand  stUl  there  by  the  fence. 
— Ca-nan!  Ca-nan!  Ca-nan,  nan,  nan,  nan,  nan, 
nan,  nan!" 

This  was  the  sheep  caU,  and  raising  his  voice  Mr. 
Van  Brunt  made  it  sound  abroad  jGar  over  the  hiUs. 
Again  and  again  it  sounded ;  and  then  EUen  saw 
the  white  nose  of  a  sheep  at  the  edge  of  the  woods 
on  the  top  of  the  hfll.  On  the  caU's  sounding 
again  the  sheep  set  forward,  and  in  a  long  train 
they  came  running  along  a  narrow  foothpath  down 
towards  where  Mx,  Van  Brunt  was  standing  with 
his  pan.  The  soft  tramp  of  a  multitude  of  lis;ht 
hoora  in  another  direction  turned  EUen's  eyes  that 
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way,  and  there  were  two  more  single  files  of  sHeep 
running  down  the  hill  from  different  points  in  the 
woodland.  The  pretty  things  came  scampering 
along,  seeming  in  a  great  hurry,  tiU  they  came  very 
near :  then  the  whole  multitude  came  to  a  sudden 
halt,  and  looked  very  wistfully  and  doubtfully  in- 
deed at  Mr.  Van  Brunt  and  the  strange  little  figure 
standing  so  still  by  the  fence.  They  seemed  in 
great  doubt,  every  sheep  of  them,  whether  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  were  not  a  traitor,  who  had  put  on  a  friend's 
voice  and  lured  them  down  there  with  some  dark 
evil  intent,  which  he  was  going  to  carry  out  by 
means  of  that  same  dangerous-looking  stranger 
by  the  fence.  EUen  almost  expected  to  see  them 
turn  about  and  go  as  fast  as  they  had  come.  But 
Mr*  Van*  Brunt  gently  repeating  his  call,  went 
quietly  up  to  the  nearest  stone,  and  began  to  scat- 
ter the  salt  upon  it,  full  in  their  view.  Doubt  was 
at  an  end ;  he  had  hung  out  the  white  flag ;  they 
flocked  down  to  the  stones,  no  longer  at  all  in  fear 
of  double-dealing,  and  crowded  to  get  at  the  salt ; 
the  rocks  where  it  was  strewn  were  covered  with 
more  sheep  than  Ellen  would  have  thought  it  pos- 
sible could  stand  upon  them.  They  were  like  pieces 
of  floating  ice  heaped  up  with  snow,  or  queen-cakes 
with  an  immoderately  thick  frosting.  It  was  one 
scene  of  pushing  and  crowding ;  those  which  had 
not  had  their  share  of  the  feast  forcing  themselves 
up  to  get  at  it,  and  pushing  others  off  in  con- 
sequence. Ellen  was  wonderfully  pleased.  It  was 
a  new  and  pretty  sight,  the  busy  hustling  crowd  of 
gentle  creatures ;  with  the  soft  noise  of  their  tread 
upon  grass  and  stones,  and  the  eager  devouring  of 
the  salt.  She  was  transported  with  pleasure,  look- 
ing and  listening ;  and  did  not  move  till  the  enter- 
tainment was  over,  and  the  flock  were  carelessly 
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scattermg  here  and  there,  while  a  few  that  had 
perhaps  been  disappointed  of  their  part  still  lin- 
gered upon  the  stones  in  the  vain  hope  of  yet  lick- 
tng  a  little  saltness  from  them. 

"Well,"  said  EUen,  "  I  never  knew  what  salt  was 
worth  before.  How  they  do  love  it !  Is  it  good 
for  them,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?" 

"  Good  for  them  ?"  said  he,  "  to  be  sure  it  is  good 
for  them.  There  aint  a  critter  that  walks,  as  I  know, 
that  it  aint  good  for, — 'cept  chickens,  and  it's  very 
queer,  it  kiUs  them." 

They  turned  to  go  homeward.  EUen  had  taken 
the  empty  pan  to  lay  her  flowers  in,  thinking  it 
would  be  better  for  them  than  the  heat  of  her  hand; 
and  greatly  pleased  with  what  she  had  seen,  and 
enjoying  her  walk  as  much  as  it  was  possible,  she 
was  going  home  very  happy ;  yet  she  could  not 
help  missing  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  old  sociableness. 
He  was  uncommonly  silent,  even  for  him,  consider- 
ing that  he  and  EUen  were  alone  together ;  and  she 
wondered  what  had  possessed  him  with  a  desire  to 
cut  down  aU  the  young  saplings  he  came  to  that 
were  large  enough  for  walking  sticks.  He  did  not 
want  to  make  any  use  of  them,  that  was  certain,  for 
as  fast  as  he  cut  and  trimmed  out  one  he  threw  it 
away  and  cut  another.  EUen  was  glad  when  they 
got  out  into  the  open  fields  where  there  were  none 
to  be  found. 

"  It  is  just  about  this  time  a  year  ago,"  said  she, 
"  that  aunt  Fortime  was  getting  weU  of  her  long  fit 
of  sickness." 

"  Yes !"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  with  a  very  pro- 
found air ;  "  something  is  always  happening  most 
years." 

EUen  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  this  phUoso- 
phical  remark. 

A   A   2 
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"  I  am  very  glad  nothing  is  happening  this  year/' 
said  she ; — "  I  think  it  is  a  great  deal  more  plear 
sant  to  have  things  go  on  quietly." 

"  O,  something  might  happen  without  hindering 
things  going  on  quietly,  I  s'pose, — mightn't  it  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  Ellen  wonderingly; — 
"why,  Mr.  Yan  Brunt,  what  is  going  to  happen?" 

"  1  declare,"  said  he,  half  laughing, — "  you  are  as 
'cute  as  a  razor ;  I  didn't  say  there  was  anything 
going  to  happen,  did  I  ?" 

"  But  is  there  ?  '*  said  EUen. 

"Ha'n't  your  aunt  said  nothing  to  you  about 
it?" 

"  Why  no,"  said  Ellen, — "  she  never  tells  me  any* 
thing ;  what  is  it  ?" 

"  Why  the  story  is,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt, — "at 
least  I  know,  for  I've  understood  as  much  from  her- 
self, that — I  believe  she's  going  to  be  married  be- 
fore long." 

"  She ; "  exclaimed  EUen.  "Married !— aunt  Eor- 
tune!" 

"  I  believe  so,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  making  a 
lunge  at  a  tuft  of  tall  grass,  and  pulling  off  two  or 
three  spears  of  it,  which  he  carried  to  his  mouth. 

There  was  a  long  silence,  during  which  EUen  saw 
nothing  in  earth,  air,  or  sky,  and  knew  no  longer 
whether  she  was  passing  through  woodland  or  mea- 
dow. To  frame  words  into  another  sentence  was 
past  her  power.  They  came  in  sight  of  the  bam  at 
length.     She  would  not  have  much  more  time. 

"  Wm  it  be  soon,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?" 

"Why  pretty  soon,  as  soon  as  next  week,  I 
guess ;  so  I  thought  it  was  time  you  ought  to  be 
told.     Do  you  know  to  who  ?" 

"  I  do  not  Atwm?,"  said  Ellen  in  a  low  voice ; — "  I 
could  not  help  guessing." 
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"  I  reckon  you've  guessed  about  right,"  said  he, 
without  looking  at  her. 

There  was  another  silence,  during  which  it  seemed 
to  MLen  that  her  thoughts  were  tiunbling  head  over 
heels,  they  were  in  such  confusion. 

"  The  short  and  the  long  of  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  as  they  rounded  the  comer  of  the  bam, — 
"  we  have  made  up  our  minds  to  draw  in  the  same 
yoke ;  and  We're  both  on  us  pretty  go-ahead  folks, 
so  I  guess  we'll  contrive  to  puU  the  cart  along.  I 
had  just  as  lieve  tell  you,  Ellen,  that  all  this  was  as 
good  as  settled  a  long  spell  back, — ^"afore  ever  you 
came  to  Thirlwall ;  but  I  was  never  going  to  leave 
my  old  mother  without  a  home ;  so  I  stuck  to  her, 
and  would,  to  the  end  of  time,  if  I  had  never  been 
married.  But  now  she  is  gone,  and  there  is  nothing 
to  keep  me  to  the  old  place  any  longer.  So  now 
you  know  the  hull  on  it,  and  I  wanted  you  should." 

With  this  particularly  cool  statement  of  his  ma- 
trimonial views,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  turned  off  into  the 
bam-vard,  leaving  Ellen  to  go  home  by  herself. 
She  lelt  as  if  she  were  walking  on  air  while  she 
crossed  the  chip-yard,  and  the  very  house  had  a 
aeeming  of  unreality.  Mechanically  she  put  her 
flowers  in  water,  and  sat  down  to  fimsh  the  beans ; 
but  the  beans  might  have  been  flowers,  and  i^e 
flowers  beans,  for  all  the  difference  Ellen  saw  in 
them.  Miss  Fortune  and  she  shunned  each  other's 
faces  most  carefully  for  a  long  time ;  Ellen  felt  it 
impossible  to  meet  her  eyes  ;  and  it  is  a  matter  of 
great  uncertainty  which  in  fact  did  first  look  at  the 
other.  Other  than  this  there  was  no  manner  of 
difference  in  anything  without  or  within  the  house. 
Mr.  Van  Brunt's  being  absolutely  speechless  was 
not  a  very  uncommon  thing. 


CHAPTEE  XVII. 

Poor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thing. 

Must  we  no  longer  live  together  ? 
And  dost  thou  prune  thy  trembling  wing 

To  take  thy  flight  thou  knowestnot  whither  ? 

Peioe. 

As  soon  as  she  could  Ellen  carried  this  wonderM 
news  to  Alice,  and  eagerly  poured  out  the  whole 
stoiy,  her  walk  and  all.  She  was  somewhat  disap- 
pointed at  the  calmness  of  her  hearer. 

**  But  you  do  not  seem  half  as  surprised  as  I  ex- 
pected, Alice;  I  thought  you  would  be  so  much 
surprised." 

"  I  am  not  surprised  at  all,  EUie.'* 

**  Not ! — ^why  did  you  know  anything  of  this  be- 
fore?" 

"  I  did  not  know,  but  I  suspected.  I  thought  it 
was  very  likely.     I  am  very  glad  it  is  so." 

"  G^^lad !  are  you  glad  ?  I  am  so  sorry ; — ^why  are 
you  glad,  Alice?" 

"Why  are  you  sorry,  ElHe  ?" 

"  O  because  ! — I  do  not  know — it  seems  so  queer ! 
— I  do  not  like  it  at  aU.     I  am  very  sorry  indeed." 

"  For  your  aunt's  sake,  or  for  Mr.  Van  Brunt's 
sake?" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  I  mean,  do  you  think  he  or  she  will  be  a  loser 
by  the  bargain?" 

"  Why  he,  to  be  sure ;  I  think  he  wiU  ;  I  do  not 
think  she  will.  I  thiak  he  is  a  great  deal  too  good. 
And  besides — I  wonder  if  he  wants  really ; — it  was 
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settled  so  long  ago— perhaps  be  has  changed  his 
mind  since." 

**  Have  you  any  reason  to  think  so,  Elh'e  ?"  said 
Alice,  smiling. 

"  I  do  not  know — I  do  not  think  he  seemed  par- 
ticularly glad." 

"It  will  be  safest  to  conclude  that  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  knows  his  own  mind,  my  dear ;  and  it  is  cer- 
tainly pleasantest  for  us  to  hope  so." 

"  But  then,  besides,"  said  Ellen,  with  a  face  of 
great  perplexity  and  vexation, — "  I  don't  know — ^it 
does  not  seem  right  I  How  can  I  ever — must  I,  do 
you  think  I  shall  have  to  call  him  anything  but  Mr. 
Van  Brunt?" 

Alice  could  not  help  smiling  again. 

"  What  is  your  objection,  Ellie  ?" 

"  Why  because  I  cannot  ! — I  could  not  do  it, 
somehow.  It  would  seem  so  strange.  Must  I, 
Alice? — Why  in  the  world  are  you  glad,  dear 
Alice  ?" 

"  It  smooths  my  way  for  a  plan  I  have  had  in  my 
head ;  you  will  know  by-and-by  why  I  am  glad,  Ellie.'* 

"  Well,  I  am  glad,  if  you  are  glad,"  said  EUen, 
sighing ; — "  I  do  not  know  why  I  was  so  sorry,  but 
I  could  not  help  it ;  I  suppose  I  shall  not  mind  it 
after  a  while." 

She  sat  for  a  few  miautes,  musing  over  [the  pos- 
sibility, or  impossibility,  of  ever  forming  her  lips  to 
the  words,  "  uncle  Abraham,"  "  uncle  Van  Brunt," 
or  barely  "uncle;"  her  soul  rebelled  against  all 
three.  "  Yet  if  he  should  think  me  unkind, — then 
I  must,— oh,  rather  fifty  times  over  than  that!" 
Looking  up,  she  saw  a  change  in  Alice's  counte- 
nance, and  tenderly  asked> 

"What  is  the  matter,  dear  Alice?"  what  are 
you  thinking  about  ?" 
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"  I  am  thinking,  Ellie,  how  I  shall  tell  jou  some- 
thing that  will  give  you  pain." 

"  Pain !  you  need  not  be  afraid  of  giving  me 
pain,"  said  Ellen,  fondly,  throwing  her  arms  around 
her ;— "  tell  me,  dear  Alice ;  is  it  something  I  have 
done  that  is  wrong  ?  what  is  it  ?'* 

Alice  kissed  her,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  oh,  dear  Alice !"  said  El- 
len, encircling  Alice's  head  with  both  her  arms ; — 
"  oh,  don't  cry !  do  teU  me  what  it  is ! " 

"  It  is  only  sorrow  for  you,  dear  EUie." 

"  But  why  ?"  said  Ellen,  in  some  alarm ; — "  why 
are  you  sorry  for  me  ?  I  do  not  care,  if  it  does  not 
trouble  you,  indeed,  I  do  not !  Never  mind  me ;  is 
it  something  that  troubles  you,  dear  Alice  ?" 

"No — except  for  the  effect  it  may  have  on 
others." 

"  Then  I  can  bear  it,"  said  Ellen ; — "  you  need 
not  be  afraid  to  tell  me,  dear  Alice ; — what  is  it  ? 
do  not  be  sorry  for  me !" 

But  the  expression  of  Alice's  face  was  such,  that 
she  could  not  helpbeing  afraid  to  hear ;  she  anx- 
iously repeated,  "  What  is  it  ?" 

Alice  fondly  smoothed  back  the  hair  from  her 
brow,  looking  nerself  somewhat  anxiously  and  some- 
what sadly  upon  the  uplifted  face. 

"  Suppose,  JSUie,"  she  said,  at  length, — "  that  you 
and  I  were  taking  a  journey  together — a  trouble- 
some, dangerous  journey — and  that  /  had  a  way  of 
getting  at  once  safe  to  the  end  of  it ; — would  you 
be  willing  to  let  me  go,  and  you  do  without  me  for 
the  rest  of  the  way  ?" 

"I  would  rather  you  should  take  me  with  you," 
said  EUen,  in  a  kind  of  maze  of  wonder  and  fear ; 
— "  why,  where  are  you  going,  Alice  ?" 

"  I  think  I  am  going  home,  Ellie, — ^before  you." 
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"Home?"  said  EUen. 

"  Tes, — home,  I  feel  it  to  be  ;  it  is  not  a  strange 
land;  I  thank  G-od  it  is  my  home  I  am  going 
to." 

EUen  sat  looking  at  her,  stupified. 

**It  is  your  home  too,  love,  I  trust,  and  believe," 
said  Alice,  tenderly; — "we  shall  be  together  at 
last.  I  am  not  sorry  for  myself;  I  only  grieve  to 
leave  you  alone, — and  others, — but  God  knows 
best.     "We  must  both  look  to  Him." 

"  Why,  Alice,"  said  Ellen,  starting  up  suddenly, 
—"what  do  you  mean  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? — I  do 
not  understand  you — what  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Do  you  not  understand  me,  Ellie  ?" 

"  But  Alice !  —  but  Alice  —  dear  Alice  —  what 
makes  you  say  so  ?  is  there  anything  the  matter 
with  you  ?" 

"DoIlookwell,ElUe?" 

"With  an  eye  sharpened  to  painful  keenness, 
EUen  sought  in  Alice's  face  for  the  tokens  of  what 
she  wished  and  what  she  feared.  It  had  once  or 
twice  lately  flitted  through  her  mind  that  Alice  was 
very  thin,  and  seemed  to  want  her  old  strength, 
whether  in  riding,  or  walking,  or  any  other  exer- 
tion ;  and  it  had  struck  her  that  the  bright  spots  of 
colour  in  Alice's  face  were  just  like  what  her  mo- 
ther's cheeks  used  to  wear  iu  her  last  Ulness !  These 
thoughts  had  just  come  and  gone  away ;  but  now 
as  she  recaUed  them  and  was  forced  to  acknowledge 
the  justness  of  them,  and  her  review  of  Alice's 
face  pressed  them  home  anew, — hope  for  a  moment 
faded.     She  grew  white,  even  to  her  lips. 

"My  poor  ElHe!  my  poor  EUie!"  said  Alice, 
pressing  her  little  sister  to  her  bosom, — "  it  must 
be !  "We  must  say  *  the  Lord's  wUl  be  done ; ' — we 
must  not  forget  He  does  all  things  weU." 
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But  Ellen  rallied;  she  raised  lier  bead  again; 
«he  could  not  believe  wbat  Alice  had  told  ber.  To 
her  mind  it  seemed  an  evil  too  great  to  happen  ;  it 
could  not  be  !  Alice  saw  tbis  in  ber  look,  and  again 
sadly  stroked  tbe  bair  from  ber  brow.  "  It  must 
be,  Ellie,"  sbe  repeated. 

"  But  bave  you  seen  somebody  ? — bave  you  asked 
somebody  ?  "  said  Ellen ; — "  some  doctor  ?  '* 

"  I  bave  seen,  and  I  bave  asked,"  said  Alice  ; — 
"  it  was  not  necessary,  but  I  bave  done  botb.  They 
think  as  I  do." 

"  But  these  Tbirlwall  doctors—" 

"  I  did  not  apply  to  them.     I  saw  an  excellent 
physician  at  Bandolpb,  the  last  time  I  went  to 
Ventnor." 
•     "  And  be  said—" 

"As  I  bave  told  you." 

Ellen's  countenance  fell — fell. 

"  It  is!  easier  for  me  to  leave  you  than  for  you  to 
be  left, — I  know  that,  my  dear  little  Ellie !  Tou 
have  no  reason  to  be  sorry  for  me — I  am  sorry  for 
you ;  but  tbe  band  that  is  taking  me  away  is  one 
that  will  touch  neither  of  us  but  to  do  us  good ; — 
I  know  that  too.  We  must  botb  look  away  to  our 
dear  Saviour,  and  not  for  a  moment  doubt  His  love. 
I  do  not— you  must  not.  Is  it  not  said  that  *  He 
loved  Martha,  and  her  sister,  and  Lazarus  ?  '  " 

"  Tes,"  said  Ellen,  who  never  stirred  ber  eyes 
from  Alice's. 

"  And  might  He  not — did  it  not  rest  with  a  word 
of  His  lips,  to  keep  Lazarus  from  dying,  and  save 
his  sisters  from  all  the  bitter  sorrow  his  death 
caused  them  ?  "  . 

Again  Ellen  said  "  Tes,"  or  her  lips  seemed  to 
say  it. 

"  And  yet  there  were  reasons,  good  reasons,  why 
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He  should  not,  little  as  poor  Martha  and  Mary- 
could  understand  it. — But  had  He  at  all  ceased  to 
love  them  when  He  bade  all  that  trouble  come  ?  Do 
you  remember  EUie — oh,  how  beautiful  those  words 
are ! — when  at  last  He  arrived  near  the  place,  and 
first  one  sister  came  to  Him  with  the  touching  re- 
minder that  He  might  have  saved  them  from  this, 
and  then  the  other, — weeping  and  falling  at  His  feet, 
and  repeating,  '  Lord,  if  Thou  hadst  been  here ! ' 
— when  He  gaw  their  tears,  and  more,  saw  the  torn 
hearts  that  tears  could  not  ease, — He  even  wept 
with  them  too  !  Oh  I  thank  Grod  for  those  words! 
He  saw  reason  to  strike,  and  His  hand  did  not 
spare ;  but  His  love  shed  tears  for  them  !  And  He 
is  just  the  same  now." 

Some  drops  fell  from  Alice's  eyes,  not  sorrovdul 
ones ;  Ellen  had  hid  her  face. 

"  Let  us  never  doubt  BLis  love,  dear  EUie,  and 
surely  then  we  can  bear  whatever  that  love  may 
bring  upon  us.  I  do  trust  it.  I  do  believe  it  shall 
be  well  with  them  that  fear  God.  I  believe  it 
will  be  weU  for  me, — ^well  for  you,  my  dear,  dear 
Ellie, — well  even  for  my  father — " 

She  did  not  finish  tne  sentence,  afraid  to  trust 
herself. — But  oh,  Ellen  knew  what  it  would  have 
been ;  and  it  suddenly  startled  into  life  all  the  load 
of  grief  that  had  been  settling  heavily  on  her  heart. 
Her  thoughts  had  not  looked  that  way  before ;  now 
when  they  did,  this  new  vision  of  misery  was  too 
much  to  bear.  Quite  unable  to  contain  herself, 
and  unwilling  to  pain  Alice  more  than  she  could 
help,  with  a  smothered  burst  of  feeling  she  sprang 
away,  out  of  the  door,  into  the  woods,  where  she 
would  be  unseen  and  unheard. 

And  there  in  the  first  burst  of  her  agony,  Ellen 
almost  thought  she  should  die.     Her  grief  had  not 


278  THE  WIDE,   WIDE  WOELD. 

now  indeed  the  goading  sting  of  impatience ;  she 
knew  the  hand  that  gave  the  blow,  and  did  not 
raise  her  own  against  it;  she  believed  too  what 
Alice  had  been  saying,  and  the  sense  of  it  was,  in 
a  manner,  present  with  her  in  her  darkest  time. 
But  her  spirit  died  within  her;  she  bowed  her 
head  as  if  she  were  never  to  lift  it  up  again ;  and 
she  was  ready  to  say  with  Job,  "  What  good  is  my 
life  to  me  ?" 

It  was  long,  very  long  after,  when  slowly  and 
mournfully  she  came  in  again  to  kiss  Alice  before 
goin^  back  to  her  aunt's.  She  would  have  done  it 
hurriedly  and  turned  away ;  but  Alice  held  her  and 
looked  sadly  for  a  minute  into  the  wo-begone 
little  face,  then  clasped  her  close  and  kissed  her 
again  and  again. 

"  Oh,  Alice,"  sobbed  EUen  on  her  neck, — "  are 
you  not  mistaken  ?  maybe  you  are  mistaken  ?" 

"  I  am  not  mistaken,  my  dear  EUie,  my  own  EUie,'  * 
said  Alice's  clear,  sweet  voice ; — "  not  sorry,  except 
for  others.  I  will  talk  with  you  more  about  this. 
Tou  wiU  be  sorry  for  me  at  first,  and  then,  I  hope, 
you  will  be  glad.  It  is  only  that  I  am  going  home 
a  little  before  you.  Bemember  what  I  was  say- 
ing to  you  a  while  ago.  Will  you  tell  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  1  should  like  to  see  him  for  a  few  minutes 
some  time  when  he  has  leisure  ? — And  come  to  me 
early  to-morrow,  love." 

Ellen  could  hardly  get  home.  Her  blinded  eyes 
could  not  see  where  she  was  stepping ;  and  again 
and  again  her  fulness  of  heart  got  the  better  of 
everything  else,  and  unmindful  of  the  growing  twi- 
light she  sat  down  on  a  stone  by  the  wayside,  or 
flung  herself  on  the  ground  to  let  sorrows  have  fuU 
sway. 

In  one  of  these  fits  of  bitter  struggling  with 
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pain,  there  came  on  her  mind,  like  a  sunbeam 
across  a  cloud,  the  thought  of  Jesus  weeping  at  the 
grave  of  Lazarus.  It  came  with  singular  power. 
Did  He  love  them  so  well  ?  thought  Ellen — and  is 
He  looking  down  upon  us  with  the  same  tender- 
ness even  now  ? — She  felt  that  the  sun  was  shining 
still,  though  the  cloud  might  be  between;  her  broken 
heart  crept  to  His  feet,  and  laid  its  burden  there, 
and  after  a  few  minutes  she  rose  up  and  went  on 
her  way,  keeping  that  thought  still  close  to  her 
heart.  The  unspeakable  tears  that  were  shed  dur- 
ing those  few  minutes  were  that  softened  out-pour- 
ing of  the  heart  that  leaves  it  eased.  Very,  very 
sorrowful  as  she  was,  she  went  on  calmly  now,  and 
stopped  no  more. 

It  was  getting  dark,  and  a  little  way  from  the 
gate,  on  the  road,  she  met  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

"  "Why  I  was  beginning  to  get  scared  about  you," 
said  he.  "  I  was  coming  to  see  where  you  was. 
How  come  you  so  late  ?" 

Ellen  made  no  answer,  and  as  she  now  came  nearer, 
and  he  could  see  more  distinctly,  his  tone  changed. 

"What's  the  matter?"  said  he,— "you  ha'n't 
been  well !  what  has  happened  ?  what  ails  you, 
EUen  ?" 

In  astonishment,  and  then  in  alarm,  he  saw  that 
she  was  unable  to  speak,  and  anxiously  and  kindly 
begged  her  to  let  him  know  what  was  the  matter, 
and  if  he  could  do  anything.  Ellen  shook  her 
head. 

"  Aint  Miss  Alice  well  ?"  said  he  ! — "  you  ha'n't 
heerd  no  bad  news  up  there  on  the  hill,  have 
you?" 

Ellen  was  not  willing  to  answer  this  question 
with  yea  or  nay.  She  recovered  herself  enough  to 
give  him  Alice's  message. 
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"  I'll  be  sure  and  go,"  said  he, — "  but  you  ha'n't 
told  me  yet  what's  the  matter!  Has  anything 
happened  ?" 

"No,"  said  Ellen; — "do  not  ask  me — she  will 
tell  you — do  not  ask  me." 

"  I  guess  I'll  go  up  the  first  thing  in  the  morning 
then,"  said  he, — "before  breakfast." 

"No,"  said  Ellen, — "better  not— perhaps  she 
would  not  be  up  so  early." 

"  After  breakfast,  then, — I'll  go  up  right  after 
breakfast.  I  was  agoing  with  the  boys  up  into 
that  'ere  wheat  lot,  but  anyhovr  I'll  do  that  first. 
They  wont  have  a  chance  to  do  much  bad  or  good 
before  I  get  back  to  them,  I  reckon." 

As  soon  as  possible  she  made  her  escape  jfrom 
Miss  Fortune's  eye  and  questions  of  curiosity 
which  she  could  not  bear  to  answer,  and  got  to  her 
own  room.  There  the  first  thing  she  did  was  to 
find  the  eleventh  chapter  of  John.  She  read  it  as 
she  never  had  read  it  before, — she  found  in  it  what 
she  had  never  found  before ;  one  of  those  cordials 
that  none  but  the  sorrowing  drink.  On  the  love 
of  Christ,  as  there  shown,  little  Ellen's  heart  fas- 
tened ;  and  with  that  one  sweetening  thought  amid 
all  its  deep  sadness,  her  sleep  that  night  might  have 
been  envied  by  many  a  luxurious  roller  in  pleasure. 

At  Alice's  wish  she  immediately  took  up  her 
quarters  at  the  parsonage,  to  leave  her  no  more. 
But  she  could  not  see  much  difference  in  her  from 
what  she  had  been  for  several  weeks  past ;  and, 
with  the  natural  hopefulness  of  childhood,  her  mind 
presently  almost  refused  to  believe  the  extremity 
of  the  evil  which  had  been  threatened.  Alice  her- 
self was  constantly  cheerful,  and  sought  by  all 
means  to  further  EUen's  cheerfulness;  though 
careful  at  the  same  time  to  forbid,  as  far  as  she 
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could,  the  rising  of  the  hope  she  saw  Ellen  was  in- 
clined to  cherish. 

One  evening  they  were  sitting  together  at  the 
window,  looking  out  upon  the  same  old  lawn  and 
distant  landscape,  now  in  aU  the  fresh  greenness  of 
the  young  spring.  The  woods  were  not  yet  in  fiill 
leaf;  and  the  light  of  the  setting  sun  upon  the  trees 
bordering  the  other  side  of  the  lawn  showed  them 
in  the  most  exquisite  and  varied  shades  of  colour. 
Some  had  the  tender  green  of  the  new  leaf,  some 
were  in  the  red  or  yellow  browns  of  the  half-opened 
bud ;  others  in  the  various  stages  of  forwardness 
mixing  all  the  tints  between,  and  the  evergreens 
standmg  dark  as  ever,  setting  off  the  delicate  hues 
of  the'surroimding  folias^e.  This  was  all  softened 
off  in  the  distauce ;  the  yeryMght  of  the  spring  wa« 
mild  and  tender  compared  with  that  of  other  seasons ; 
and  the  air  that  stole  round  the  comer  of  the  house 
and  came  in  at  the  open  window  was  laden  with  aro- 
matic fragrance.  Alice  and  Ellen  had  been  for 
some  time  silently  breathing  it  and  gazing  thought- 
fully on  the  loveliness  that  was  abroad. 

"  I  used  to  think,"  said  Alice, — "  that  it  must  be 
a  very  hard  thing  to  leave  such  a  beautiful  world. 
Did  you  ever  thmk  so,  Ellie  ?" 

**  I  do  not  know,"  said  Ellen  faintly, — "  I  do  not 
remember." 

"  I  used  to  think  so,"  said  Alice.  "  But  I  do 
not  now,  Ellie ;  my  feeling  has  changed. — Do  tfou 
feel  so  now,  Ellie  ? 

"  Oh  why  do  you  talk  about  it,  dear  Alice  P" 

"  Eor  many  reasons,  dear  Ellie.  Come  here  and 
sit  in  my  lap  again." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  cannot  bear  it." 

"  Yes  I  can.  Sit  here,  and  let  your  head  rest 
where  it  used  ;*' — and  Alice  laid  her  cheek  upon 
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Ellen's  forehead ; — "  you  are  a  great  comfort  to  me, 
dear  EQie." 

"  Oh  Alice,  do  not  say  so  —you  wiU  kiU  me  I"  ex- 
claimed Ellen  in  great  distress. 

"  Why  should  I  not  say  so,  love  ?"  said  Alice 
soothingly.  "  I  like  to  say  it,  and  you  will  be  glad 
to  know  it  by-and-by.  You  are  a  great  comfort  to 
me. 

"  And  what  have  you  been  to  me !"  said  EUen, 
weeping  bitterly. 

"  What  I  cannot  be  much  longer ;  and  I  want 
to  accustom  you  to  think  of  it,  and  to  think  of  it 
rightly.  I  want  you  to  know  that  if  I  am  sorry  at 
all  in  the  thought,  it  is  for  the  sake  of  others,  not 
myself.  Eliie,  you  yourself  will  be  glad  for  me  in 
a  little  while ; — you  wiU  not  wish  me  back.'* 
•  EUen  shook  her  head. 

"  I  know  you  will  not — after  a  while ; — and  I 
shall  leave  you  in  good  hands — I  have  arranged  for 
that,  my  dear  little  sister  !'* 

The  sorrowing  child  neither  knew  nor  cared  what 
she  meant,  but  a  mute  caress  answered  the  spirit  of 
Alice's  words. 

"  Look  up,  EUie, — look  out  again.  Lovely — 
lovely !  all  that  is, — but  I  know  heaven  is  a  great 
deal  more  lovely.  Feasted  as  our  eyes  are  with 
beauty,  I  believe  that  eye  has  not  seen  nor  heart 
imagined  the  things  that  God  has  prepared  for  them 
that  love  Him.  You  believe  that,  Ellie ;  you  must 
not  be  so  very  sorry  that  I  have  gone  to  see  it  a 
little  before  you." 

Ellen  could  say  nothing. 

"  After  all,  EUie,  it  is  not  beautiful  things  nor  a 
beautiful  world  that  make  people  happy — it  is  loving 
and  being  loved ;  and  that  is  the  reason  why  I  am 
happy  in  the  thought  of  heaven.     I  shaU,  if  He  re- 
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ceives  me,  I  shall  be  with  my  Saviour ;  I  shall  see 
Him  and  know  Him,  without  any  of  the  clouds  that 
come  between  here.  I  am  often  forgetting  and 
displeasing  Him  now, — never  serving  Him  well  nor 
loving  Him  right.  I  shall  be  glad  to  find  myself 
where  all  that  will  be  done  with  for  ever.  I  shall 
be  like  Him ! — Why  do  you  cry  so,  EUie  ?"  said 
Alice,  tenderly. 

"  I  cannot  help  it,  Alice." 

"  It  is  only  my  love  for  you — and  for  two  more — 
that  could  make  me  wish  to  stay  here, — nothing 
else ; — and  I  give  all  that  up,  because  I  do  not 
know  what  is  best  for  you  or  myself.  And  I  look 
to  meet  you  all  again  before  long.  Try  to  think  of 
it  as  I  do,  EUie." 

"But  what  shall  I  do  without  you?"  said  poor 
EUen. 

"  I  will  tell  you,  Ellie.  You  must  come  here 
and  take  my  plaice,  and  take  care  of  those  I  leave 
behind;  will  you? — and  they  will  take  care  of 
you." 

"  But," — said  EUen,  looking  up  eagerly, — "  aunt 
Eortune — " 

"I  have  managed  all  that.  WUl  you  do  it, 
EUen  ?  I  shall  feel  easy  and  happy  about  you,  and 
fer  easier  and  happier  about  my  father,  if  I  leave 
you  established  here,  to  be  to  him,  as  far  as  you 
can,  what  I  have  been.  WiU  you  promise  me, 
EUie?" 

In  words  it  was  not  possible ;  but  what  silent 
kisses,  and  the  close  pressure  of  the  arms  round 
Alice's  neck  could  say,  was  said. 

**  I  am  satisfied,  then,"  said  Alice  presently. 
"  My  father  will  be  your  father — think  of  him  so, 
dear  EUie, — and  I  know  John  will  take  care  of 
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you.  And  my  place  will  not  be  empty.  I  am 
ve^,  veiy  glad." 

Ellen  felt  her  place  surely  would  be  empty,  but 
she  could  not  say  so. 

"  It  was  for  tnis  I  was  so  glad  of  your  aunt's 
marriage,  EUie,"  Alice  went  on.  "I  foresaw  she 
might  raise  some  difficulties  in  my  way^^hard  to 
remove,  perhaps ; — ^but  now  I  have  seen  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  and  he  has  promised  me  that  nothing  shall 
hinder  your  taking  up  your  abode,  and  making 
your  home  entirely  here.  Though  I  believe,  Ellie, 
he  would  truly  have  loved  to  have  you  in  his  own 
house." 

"  I  am  sure  he  would,"  said  Ellen, — "  but  oh, 
how  much  rather  " — 

•"  He  behaved  very  well  about  it  the  other  morn- 
ing,— ^in  a  very  manly,  frank,  kind  way, — showed  a 
good  deal  of  feeling,  I  think,  too.  He  gave  me  to 
understand  that  for  his  own  sake  he  should  be  ex- 
tremely sorry  to  let  you  go;  but  he  assured  me 
that  nothing  over  which  he  had  any  control  should 
stand  in  the  way  of  your  good." 

"  He  is  very  kind — he  is  very  good — ^he  is  always 
so,"  said  EUen.  "I  love  Mr.  Van  Brunt  very 
much.  He  always  was  as  kind  to  me  as  he  could  be." 

They  were  silent  for  a  few  miuutes,  and  Alice 
was  looking  out  of  the  window  again.  The  sun  had 
set,  and  the  colouring  of  all  without  was  graver. 
Yet  it  was  but  the  change  from  one  beauty  to 
another.  The  sweet  air  seemed  still  sweeter  than 
before  the  sun  went  down. 

"You  must  be  happy,  dear  EUie,  in  knowing 
that  I  am.  I  am  happy  now.  I  enjoy  all  this,  and 
I  love  you  all, — but  I  can  leave  it,  and  can  leave 
you, — yes,  both, — for  I  would  see  Jesus !  He  who 
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has  taught  me  to  love  Him  will  not  forsake  me 
now.  Goodness  and  mercy  hare  followed  me  all 
the  days  of  my  life,  and  I  shall  dwell  in  the  house 
of  the  Lord  for  ever.  I  thank  Him !  O,  I  thank 
Him!" 

Alice's  face  did  not  helie  her  words,  though  her 
eyes  shone  through  tears. 

"  Ellie,  dear, — you  must  love  Him  ydth  all  your 
heart,  and  live  constantly  in  His  presence.  I  know 
if  you  do  He  will  make  you  happy,  in  any  event. 
He  can  always  give  more  than  lie  takes  away.  O, 
how  good  He  is  ! — and  what  vrretched  returns  we 
make  Him ! — I  was  miserable  when  John  first  went 
away  to  Doncaster :  I  did  not  know  how  to  bear  it. 
But  now,  Ellie,  I  think  I  can  see  it  has  done  me 
good,  and  I  can  even  be  thankful  for  it.  AH  things 
are  ours — all  things; —the  world,  and  life,  and 
death  too." 

"  Alice,"  said  Ellen,  as  well  as  she  could, — "  you 
know  what  you  were  saying  to  me  the  other  day  ?" 

"About  what,  love?" 

"  That  about — ^you  know, — that  chapter — " 

"  About  the  death  of  Lazarus  ?" 

"  Yes.     It  has  comforted  me  very  much." 

**So  it  has  me,  EUie*  It  has  been  exceeding 
sweet  to  me  at  different  times.  Come  sing  to  me, 
— '  How  firm  a  foundation.'  " 

From  time  to  time  Alice  led  to  this  kind  of  con- 
versation, both  for  Ellen's  sake  and  her  own  plea- 
sure. Meanwhile  she  made  her  go  on  with  all  her 
usual  studies  and  duties ;  and  but  for  these  talks 
Ellen  would  have  scarce  knovni  how  to  believe  that 
it  could  be  true  which  she  feared. 

The  wedding  of  Miss  Fortune  and  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  was  a  very  quiet  one.  It  happened  at  far 
too  busy  a  time  of  year,  and  they  were  too  cool 
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calculators,  and  looked  upon  their  union  in  much 
too  business-like  a  point  of  view,  to  dream  of  such 
a  wild  thing  as  a  wedding-tour,  or  even  resolve 
upon  so  troublesome  a  thing  as  a  wedding-party. 
Miss  Fortune  would  not  have  left  her  cheese  and 
butter-making  to  see  all  the  New  Torks  and 
Bostons  that  ever  were  built ;  and  she  would  have 
scorned  a  trip  to  Eandolph.  And  Mr.  Van  Brunt 
would  as  certainly  have  wished  himself  aU  the  while 
back  among  his  ftirrows  and  crops.  So  one  day 
they  were  quietly  married  at  home,  the  Eev.  Mr. 
Cla^k  having  been  fetched  from  Thirlwall  for  the 
purpose.  Mr.  Van  Brunt  would  have  preferred 
that  Mr.  Humphreys  should  perform  the  ceremony; 
but  Miss  Fortune  was  quite  decided  in  favour  of 
the  Thirlwall  gentleman,  and  of  course  it  was  so. 

The  talk  ran  high  all  over  the  country  on  the 
subject  of  this  marriage,  and  opinions  were  greatly 
divided;  some  congratulating  Mr.  Van  Brunt  on 
having  made  himself  one  of  the  richest  landholders 
"in  town  "  by  the  junction  of  another  fat  farm  to 
his  own ;  some  pitying  him  for  having  got  more 
than  his  match  witW-doors,  and  "  guessing  he'd 
missed  his  reckoning  for  once." 

"  Khe  has,  then,"  said  Sam  Larkens,  who  heard 
some  of  these  condoling  remarks, — "  it's  the  first 
time  in  his  life,  I  can  teU  you.  If  she  aint  a  little 
mistaken,  I  wish  I  mayn't  get  a  month's  wages  in 
a  year  to  come.  I  tell  you,  you  don't  know  Van 
Brunt ;  he's  as  easy  as  anybody  as  long  as  he  don't 
care  about  what  you're  domg ;  but  if  he  once  takes 
a  notion  you  can't  make  him  gee  nor  haw  no  more 
than  you  can  our  near  ox  Timothy  when  he's  out  o' 
yoke ;  and  he's  as  ugly  a  beast  to  manage  as  ever  I 
see  when  he  aint  yoked  up.  Why  bless  you !  there 
ha'n't  been  a  thing  done  on  the  farm  this  five  year 
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but  just  what  he  liked — 4the  don't  know  it.  I've 
heerd  her,"  said  Sam  chuckling, — "  I've  heerd  her 
a  telling  him  how  she  wanted  this  thing  done,  and 
t'other,  and  he'd  just  not  say  a  word  and  go  and  do 
it  right  t'other  way.  It'll  be  a  wonder  if  somebody 
aint  considerably  startled  in  her  calculations  afore 
summer's  out." 


CHAPTEE  XVIII. 

"  She  enjoys  sure  peace  for  evermore. 
As  weather-beaten  ship  arrived  on  happy  shore." 

Sfenseb. 

It  was  impossible  at  first  to  make  Mr.  Humphreys 
believe  that  Alice  was  right  in  her  notion  about  her 
health.  The  greatness  of  the  evil  was  sucb  that  his 
mind  refused  to  receive  it,  much  as  EUen's  had 
done.  His  unbelief  however  lasted  longer  than 
hers.  Constantly  with  Alice  as  she  was,  and  talk- 
ing to  her  on  the  subject,  Ellen  slowly  gave  up  the 
hope  to  which  she  had  clung ;  though  stiU  bending 
aH  her  energies  to  the  present  pleasure  and  comfort 
of  her  adopted  sister,  her  mind  shrank  from  looking 
at  the  end.  Daily  and  hourly,  in  every  way,  she 
strove  to  be  what  Alice  said  she  was,  a  com&rt  to 
her,  and  she  succeeded.  Daily  and  hourly  Alice's 
look  and  smile  and  manner  said  the  same  thing  over 
and  over.  It  was  Ellen's  precious  reward,  and  in 
seeking  to  earn  it  she  half  the  time  earned  another 
in  forgetting  herself.  It  was  different  with  Mr. 
Humphreys.  He  saw  much  less  of  his  daughter ; 
and  when  he  was  with  her,  it  was  impossible  for 
Alice,  with  all  her  efforts,  to  speak  to  him  as  freely 
and  plainly  as  she  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  to 
Ellen.  Tne  consequences  were  such  as  grieved  her, 
but  coidd  not  be  helped. 

As  soon  as  it  was  knowu  that  her  health  was  fail- 
ing, Sophia  Marshman  came  and  took  up  her  abode 
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at  the  parsonage.  Ellen  was  almost  sorry  ;  it  broke 
up  in  a  measure  the  sweet  and  peaceful  way  of  life 
she  and  Alice  had  held  together  ever  since  her  own 
coming.  Miss  Sophia  could  not  make  a  third  in  their 
conversatioQs.  But  as  Alice's  strength  grew  less  and 
she  needed  more  attendance  and  help,  it  was  plain 
her  friend's  being  there  was  a  happy  thing  for  both 
Alice  and  Ellen.  Miss  Sophia  was  active,  cheerful, 
untiring  in  her  affectionate  care,  always  pleasant  in 
manner  and  temper ;  a  very  useful  person  in  a  house 
where  one  was  sick.  Mrs.  Vawse  was  often  there  too, 
and  to  her  EUen  clung,  whenever  she  came,  as  to  a 
piUar  of  strength.  Miss  Sophia  could  do  nothing 
to  help  her  ;  Mrs.  Vawse  could,  a  great  deal. 

Alice  had  refused  to  write  or  allow  others  to 
write  to  her  brother.  She  said  he  was  just  finish- 
ing his  course  of  study  at  Doncaster ;  she  would 
not  have  him  disturbed  or  broken  off  by  bad  news 
from  home.  In  August  he  would  be  qxdte  through ; 
on  the  first  of  August  he  would  be  at  home. 

Before  the  middle  of  June,  however,  her  health 
began  to  fail  much  more  rapidly  than  she  had 
counted  upon.  It  became  too  likely  that  if  she 
waited  for  his  regular  return  at  the  first  of  August 
she  would  see  but  little  of  her  brother.  She  at  last 
reluctantly  consented  that  Mrs.  Chauncey  should 
write  to  him  ;  and  from  that  moment  counted  the 
days. 

Her  father  had  scarcely  till  now  given  up  his  old 
confidence  respecting  her.  He  came  into  her  room 
one  morning  when  just  about  to  set  out  for  Garra- 
carra  to  visit  one  or  two  of  his  poor  parishioners. 

"  How  are  you  to-day,  my  daughter  ?"  he  asked 
tenderly. 

"  Easy,  papa, — and  happy,"  said  Alice. 

VOL.  II.  c   c 
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"  You  are  looking  better,"  said  he.  "  "We  shall 
have  you  well  again  among  us  yet." 

There  was  some  sorrow  for  him  in  Alice's  smile, 
as  she  looked  up  at  him  and  answered,  "  Yes,  papa, 
— in  the  land  where  the  inhabitant  shall  no  more 
say  '  I  am  sick.'  " 

fie  kissed  her  hastily  and  went  out. 

"  I  almost  wish  I  was  in  your  place,  Alice,"  said 
Miss  Sophia.  "I  hope  I  may  oe  half  as  happy 
when  my  time  comes." 

"  What  right  have  you  to  hope  so,  Sophia  ?"  said 
Alice,  rather  sadly. 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  the  other,  after  a  pause,  "  you 
have  been  ten  times  as  good  as  I.  I  do  not  wonder 
you  feel  easy  when  you  look  back  and  think  how 
blameless  your  life  has  been." 

"  Sophia,  Sophia ! "  said  Alice, — "  you  know  it  is 
not  that.  I  never  did  a  good  thing  iu  my  life  that 
was  not  mixed  and  spoiled  with  evfl.  I  never  came 
up  to  the  fiill  measure  of  duty  in  any  matter." 

"  But  surely,"  said  Miss  Sophia, — "  if  one  does 
the  best  one  can,  it  will  be  accepted  ?" 

"  It  will  not  do  to  trust  to  that,  Sophia.  God's 
law  requires  perfection ;  and  nothing  less  than  per- 
fection will  be  received  as  payment  of  its  demand. 
K  you  owe  a  hundred  dollars,  and  your  creditor  will 
not  hold  you  quit  for  anything  less  than  the  whole 
sum,  it  is  not  of  the  slightest  consequence  whether 
you  offer  him  ten  or  twenty." 

"  Why,  according  to  that,"  said  Miss  Sophia,  "  it 
makes  no  difference  what  kind  of  life  one  leads." 

Alice  sighed  and  shook  her  head. 

•  The  fruit  shows  what  the  tree  is.  Love  to  God 
will  strive  to  please  Him — always." 

"  And  is  it  of  no  use  to  strive  to  please  Him  ?" 
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"  Of  no  manner  of  use,  if  you  make  that  your 
trust'' 

"  "Well,  I  do  not  see  what  one  wto  trust  to,"  said 
Miss  Sophia,  "  if  it  is  not  a  good  life." 

"  I  will  answer  you,"  said  Alice,  with  a  smile  in 
which  there  was  no  sorrow, — "  in  some  words  that 
I  love  very  much,  of  an  old  Scotchman,  I  think ) — 
*  I  have  taken  all  my  good  deeds  and  all  my  bad, 
and  have  cast  them  together  in  a  heap  before  the 
Lord ;  and  from  them  all  I  have  fled  to  Jesus  Christ, 
and  in  Him  alone  I  have  sweet  peace.'  " 

Sophia  was  silenced  for  a  minute  by  her  look. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  "  I  do  not  understand  it ;  that 
is  what  Gj-eorge  is  always  talking  about ;  but  I  can- 
not understood  him." 

"  I  am  vety  sorry  you  cannot,"  said  Alice,  gravely. 

They  were  both  silent  for  a  little  while. 

"  If  all  Christians  were  like  you,"  said  Miss 
Sophia,  "  I  might  think  more  about  it ;  but  they  are 
such  a  dull  set ;  there  seems  to  be  no  life  nor  plea- 
sure among  them." 

Alice  thought  of  the  lines, — 

Their  pleasures  rise  to  things  unseen. 

Beyond  the  bounds  of  time ; 
Where  neither  eyes  nor  ears  have  been, 

Nor  thoughts  of  mortals  climb. 

"You  judge,"  said  she,  "like  the  rest  of  the 
world,  of  that  which  they  see  not.  After  all,  they 
know  best  whether  they  are  happy.  What  do  you 
think  of  Mrs.  Vawse?" 

"  I  do  not  know  what  to  think  of  her ;  she  is 
wonderftil  to  me;  she  is  past  my  comprehension 
entirely.     Do  not  make  her  an  example. 

"  No,  religion  has  done  that  for  me.  What  do 
you  think  of  your  brother  ?" 
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"  George  ? — He  is  happy, — there  is  no  doubt  of 
that ;  he  is  the  happiest  person  in  the  family,  with- 
out doubt ;  but  then — I  think  he  has  a  natural 
knack  of  being  happy ; — it  is  impossible  for  any- 
thing to  ruffle  him. 

Alice  smiled  and  shook  her  head  again. 

"  Sophistry,  Sophia.  What  do  you  think  of  me  /" 

"  I  do  not  see  what  reason  you  have  to  be  any- 
thiDg  but  happy." 

"  What  have  I  to  make  me  so  ?" 

Sophia  was  silent.  Alice  laid  her  thin  hand  upon 
hers. 

"  I  am  leaving  aU  I  love  in  this  world.  Should 
I  be  happy  if  I  were  not  going  to  somewhat  which 
I  love  better  ?  Should  I  be  happy  if  I  had  no  se- 
cure prospect  of  meeting  with  them  again  ? — or  if 
I  were  doubtful  of  my  reception  in  that  place  whi- 
ther I  hope  to  go  ?" 

Sophia  burst  into  tears.  "  Well  I  do  not  know," 
said  she ;  "  I  suppose  you  are  right ;  but  I  do  not 
understand  it." 

Alice  drew  her  face  down  to  hers  and  whispered 
something  in  her  ear. 

Undoubtedly  Alice  had  much  around  as  weU  as 
within  her  to  make  a  decliniag  life  happy.  Mrs. 
Vawse  and  Miss  Marshman  were  two  friends  and 
nurses  not  to  be  surpassed,  in  their  different  ways. 
Margery's  motherly  affection,  her  zeal,  and  her  skill, 
left  nothing  for  heart  to  wish  in  her  line  of  duty. 
And  all  that  affection,  taste,  and  kindness,  with 
abundant  means,  could  supply,  was  at  Alice's  com- 
mand. StUl  her  greatest  comfort  was  EUen.  Her 
constant  thoughtful  care ;  the  thousand  tender  at- 
tentions, from  the  roses  daily  gathered  for  her  table 
to  the  chapters  she  read  and  the  hymns  she  sung 
to  her ;  the  smile  that  often  covered  a  pang ;  the 
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pleasant  words  and  tone  that  many  a  time  came 
from  a  sinking  heart — they  were  Alice's  daily  and 
nightly  cordial.  Ellen  had  learned  self-command 
in  more  than  one  school ;  affection,  as  once  before, 
was  her  powerful  teacher  now,  and  taught  her  well. 
Sophia  openly  confessed  that  EUen  was  the  best 
nurse  ;  and  Margery,  when  nobody  heard  her,  mut- 
tered blessings  on  the  child's  head. 

Mr.  Humphreys  came  in  often  to  see  his  daugh- 
ter, but  never  stayed  long.  It  was  plain  he  could 
not  bear  it.  It  might  have  been  difficult  also  for 
Alice  to  bear,  but  she  wished  for  her  brother.  She 
reckoned  the  time  from  Mrs.  Chauncey's  letter  to 
that  when  he  might  be  looked  for  ;  but  some  irregu- 
larities in  the  course  of  the  Post  Office  made  it  im- 
possible to  count  with  certainty  upk)n  the  exact 
time  of  his  arrival.  Meanwhile  she  was  sinking 
very  rapidly.  Mrs.  Vawse  began  to  fear  that  he 
would  not  arrive  in  time. 

The  weeks  of  June  ran  out ;  the  roses,  all  but  a 
few  late  kinds,  blossomed  and  died ;  July  came. 

One  morning  when  EUen  went  into  her  room, 
Alice  drew  her  close  to  her  and  said,  "  You  remem- 
ber, EUie,  in  the  Pilgrim's  Progress,  when  Chris- 
tiana and  her  companions  were  sent  for  to  go  over 
the  river  ? — ^I  think  the  messenger  has  come  for 
me.  You  must  not  cry,  love ; — listen — this  is  the 
token  he  seems  to  bring  me, — *  I  have  loved  thee 
with  an  everlasting  love.'  I  am  sure  of  it  EUie ;  I 
have  no  doubt  of  it ; — so  do  not  cry  for  me.  You 
have  been  my  dear  comfort,  my  blessing — we  shaU 
love  each  other  in  heaven,  EUie." 

Alice  kissed  her  earnestly  several  times,  and  then 
EUen  escaped  from  her  arms  and  fled  away.  It 
was  long  before  she  could  come  back  again.  But 
she  came  at  last ;  and  went  on  through  s^  that  day 

c  c  2 
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as  she  bad  done  for  weeks  before.  The  day  seemed 
long,  for  every  member  of  the  family  was  on  the 
watch  for  John's  arrival,  and  it  was  thought  his 
sister  would  not  live  to  see  another.  It  wore  away ; 
hour  after  hour  passed  without  his  coming;  and 
the  night  fell.  Alice  showed  no  impatience,  but 
she  evidently  wished  and  watched  for  him;  and 
Ellen,  whose  affection  read  her  face  and  knew  what 
to  make  of  the  look  at  the  opening  door, — the  eye 
turned  toward  the  window, — the  attitude  of  listen- 
ing,— grew  feverish  with  her  intense  desire  that  she 
should  be  gratified. 

From  motives  of  convenience,  Alice  had  moved 
up-stairs  to  a  room  that  John  generally  occupied 
wlien  he  was  at  home ;  directly  over  the  sitting- 
room,  and  with  pleasant  windows  toward  the  east. 
Mrs.  Chauncey,  Miss  Sophia,  and  Mrs.  Vawse, 
were  all  there.  Alice  was  lying  quietly  on  the  bed, 
and  seemed  to  be  dozing ;  but  Ellen  noticed,  after 
lights  were  brought,  that  every  now  and  then  she 
opened  her  eyes  and  gave  an  inquiring  look  round 
the  room.  EUen  could  not  bear  it ;  slipping  softly 
out  she  went  down-stairs  and  seated  herself  on  the 
threshold  of  the  glass  door,  as  if  by  watching  there 
she  could  be  any  nearer  the  knowledge  of  what  she 
wished  for. 

It  was  a  perfectly  still  summer  night.  The  moon 
shone  brightly  on  the  little  lawn  and  poured  its 
rays  over  Ellen,  just  as  it  had  done  one  well-remem- 
bered evening  near  a  year  ago.  Ellen's  thoughts 
went  back  to  it.  How  like  and  how  unlike  !  All 
around  was  just  the  same  as  it  had  been  then ;  the 
cool  moonlight  upon  the  distant  fields,  the  trees  in 
the  gap  lit  up,  as  then,  the  lawn  a  flood  of  bright- 
ness. But  there  was  no  happy  party  gathered 
there  now  ; — they  were  scattered.     One  was  away ; 
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one  a  sorrowful  watcher  alone  in  the  moonlight ; — 
one  waiting  to  be  gone  where  there  is  no  need  of 
moon  or  stars  for  evermore.  Ellen  almost  wondered 
they  could  shine  so  bright  upon  those  that  had  no 
heart  to  rejoice  in  them ;  she  thought  they  looked 
down  coldly  and  unfeelingly  upon  her  distress.  She 
remembered  the  whip-poor-wdl ;  none  was  heard 
to-night,  near  or  far ;  she  was  glad  of  it ;  it  would 
have  been  too  much ; — and  there  were  no  fluttering 
leaves ;  the  air  was  absolutely  still.  EUen  looked 
up  again  at  the  moon  and  stars.  They  shone  calmly 
on,  despite  the  reproaches  she  cast  upon  them  ;  and 
as  she  stiU  gazed  up  towards  them  in  their  purity 
and  steadfastness,  other  thoughts  began  to  come 
into  her  head  of  that  which  was  more  pure  still, 
and  more  steadfast.  How  long  they  have  been 
shining,  thought  EUen ; — going  on  just  the  same 
from  night  to  night  and  from  year  to  year, — as  if 
they  never  would  come  to  an  end.  But  they  tvill 
come  to  an  end — the  time  will  come  when  they  wiU 
stop  shining — bright  as  they  are  ;  and  then,  when 
all  they  are  swept  away,  then  heaven  will  be  only 
begun ;  that  wiU  never  end ! — never.  And  in  a  few 
years  we  who  were  so  happy  a  year  ago  and  are  so 
sorry  now,  shall  be  all  glad  together  there, — this 
will  be  all  over !  And  then  as  she  looked,  and  the 
tears  sprang  to  her  thoughts,  a  favourite  hymn  of 
Alice's  came  to  her  remembrance : 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust. 

Of  my  divine  abode ; 
The  pavements  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Wliere  I  shall  see  my  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  lights 

Shall  there  His  beams  display ; 
And  not  one  moment's  darkness  mix 

With  that  unvaried  day. 
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"  Not  one  moment's  darkness !"  "  Oh,"  thought 
little  Ellen, — "  there  are  a  great  many  here !" — Still 
gazing  up  at  the  bright  calm  heavens,  while  the 
tears  ran  fast  down  her  face,  and  fell  into  her  lap, 
there  came  trooping  through  EUen's  mind  many  of 
those  words  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  reading  to 
her  mother  and  Alice,  and  which  she  knew  and 
loved  so  well. 

"  And  there  shall  be  no  night  there ;  and  they 
need  no  candle,  neither  light  of  the  sun ;  for  the 
Lord  God  giveth  them  light :  and  they  shall  reign 
for  ever  and  ever.  And  there  shall  be  no  more 
curse,  but  the  throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb  shall 
be  in  it ;  and  His  servants  shall  serve  Him :  and 
they  shall  see  His  face  ;  and  His  name  shall  be  in 
then*  foreheads.  And  God  shall  wipe  away  all 
tears  from  their  eyes ;  and  there  shall  be  no  more 
death,  neither  sorrow,  nor  crying,  neither  shall 
there  be  any  more  pain:  for  the  former  things 
have  passed  away. 

"  And  if  I  go  and  prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will 
come  again  and  receive  you  unto  myself;  that  wjiere 
I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also." 

While  Ellen  was  yet  going  over  and  over  these 
precious  things,  with  a  strong  sense  of  their  pre- 
ciousness  in  sSl  her  throbbing  grief,  there  came  to 
her  ear  through  the  perfect  stillness  of  the  night 
the  faint,  far-off,  not-to-be-mistaken  sound  of  quick- 
coming  horse's  feet, — nearer  and  nearer  every 
second.  It  came  with  a  mingled  pang  of  pain  and 
pleasure,  both  very  acute ;  she  rose  instantly  to 
her  feet,  and  stood  pressing  her  hand  to  her  heart 
while  the  quick  measured  beat  of  hoofs  grew  louder 
and  louder,  until  it  ceased  at  the  very  door.  The 
minutes  were  few ;  but  they  were  moments  of 
intense  bitterness.      The  tired  horse  stooped  his 
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head,  as  the  rider  flung  himself  from  the  saddle 
and  came  to  the  door  where  Ellen  stood  fixed.  A 
look  asked,  and  a  look  answered,  the  question  that 
lips  could  not  speak.  Ellen  only  pointed  the  way 
and  uttered  the  words,  "up-stairs;"  and  John 
rushed  thither.  He  checked  himself  however  at 
the  door  of  the  room,  and  opened  it  and  went  in 
as  calmly  as  if  he  had  but  come  from  a  walk.  But 
his  caution  was  very  needless.  Alice  knew  his 
step,  she  knew  his  horse's  stepy  too  well ;  she  had 
raised  herself  up  and  stretched  out  both  arms 
towards  him  before  he  entered.  In  another  mo- 
ment they  were  round  his  neck,  and  she  was  sup- 
ported in  his.     There  was  a  long,  long  silence. 

"  Are  you  happy,  Alice  ?  "  whispered  her  brother. 

"  Perfectly.  This  was  all  I  wanted.  Kiss  me, 
dear  John." 

As  he  did  so,  again  and  again,  she  felt  his  tears 
on  her  cheek,  and  put  up  her  hand  to  his  face  to 
wipe  them  away ;  kissed  him  then,  and  then  once 
again  laid  her  head  on  his  breast.  They  remained 
so  a  little  while  without  stirring ;  except  that  some 
whispers  were  exchanged  too  low  for  others  to  hear, 
and  once  more  she  raised  her  face  to  kiss  him.  A 
few  minutes  after,  those  who  could  look  saw  his 
colour  change :  he  felt  the  arms  unclasp  their  hold ; 
and  as  he  laid  her  gently  back  on  the  pillow  they 
fell  languidly  down ;  the  wiU  and  the  power  that  had 
sustained  them  were  gone.  Alice  was  gone ;  but 
the  departing  spirit  had  left  a  ray  of  brightness  on 
its  earthly  house ;  there  was  a  half  smile  on  the 
sweet  face,  of  most  entire  peace  and  satisfaction. 
Her  brother  looked  for  a  moment, — closed  the 
eyes, — kissed,  once  and  again,  the  sweet  lips, — and 
left  the  room. 

Ellen  saw  him  no  more  that  night,  nor  knew 


298  THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOKLD. 

how  he  passed  it.  For  her,  wearied  with  grief  and 
excitement,  it  was  spent  in  long  heavy  slumber. 
From  the  pitch  to  which  her  spirits  had  been 
wrought  by  care,  sorrow,  and  self-restraint,  they 
now  suddenly  and  completely  sank  down;  naturally, 
and  happUy,  she  lost  all  sense  of  trouble  in  sleep. 

When  sleep  at  last  left  her,  and  she  stole  down- 
stairs into  the  sitting-room  in  the  morning,  it  was 
rather  early.  Nobody  was  stirring  about  the  house 
but  herself.  It  seemed  deserted;  the  old  sitting- 
room  looked  empty  and  forlorn;  the  stillness  was 
oppressive.  Ellen  could  not  bear  it.  Softly  open- 
ing the  glass  door  she  went  out  upon  the  lawn 
where  everything  was  sparkling  in  the  eariy  fresh- 
ness of  the  summer  morning.  How  could  it  look 
so  pleasant  without,  when  all  pleasantness  was 
gone  within  ? — It  pressed  upon  Ellen's  heart.  "With 
a  restless  feeUng  of  pain;  she  went  on,  round  the 
comer  of  the  house,  and  paced  slowly  along  the 
road  till  she  came  to  the  foot-path  that  led  up  to 
the  place  on  the  mountain  John  had  called  the 
Bridge  of  the  Nose.  EUen  took  that  path,  often 
travelled  and  much  loved  by  her ;  and  slowly,  and 
with  slow-dripping  tears,  made  her  way  up  over 
moss  wet  with  the  dew,  and  the  stones  and  rocks 
with  which  the  rough  way  was  strewn.  She  passed 
the  place  where  Alice  had  first  found  her, — she 
remembered  it  weU; — there  was  the  very  stone 
beside  which  they  had  kneeled  together,  and  where 
Alice's  folded  hands  were  laid.  EUen  knelt  down 
beside  it  again,  and  for  a  moment  laid  her  cheek  to 
the  cold  stone  while  her  arms  embraced  it,  and  a 
second  time  it  was  watered  with  tears.  She  rose 
up  again  quickly  and  went  on  her  way,  toiling  up 
the  steep  path  beyond,  till  she  turned  the  edge  of 
the  mountain  and  stood  on  the  old  place  where  she 
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and  Alice  that  evening  had  watched  the  setting  sun. 
Many  a  setting  sxui  they  had  watched  from  thence ; 
it  had  been  a  favourite  pleasure  of  them  both  to 
run  up  there  for  a  few  mmutes  before  or  after  tea, 
and  see  the  sun  go  down  at  the  far  end  of  the  long 
valley.  It  seemed  to  Ellen  one  of  Alice's  haunts ; 
she  missed  her  there ;  and  the  thought  went  keenly 
home  that  there  she  would  come  with  her  no  more. 
She  sat  down  on  the  stone  she  called  her  own,  and 
leaning  her  head  on  Alice's  which  was  close  by,  she 
wept  bitterly.  Yet  not  very  long;  she  was  too 
tired  and  subdued  for  bitter  weeping;  she  raised 
her  head  again,  and  wiping  away  her  tears  looked 
abroad  over  the  beautiful  landscape.  Never  more 
beautiful  than  then. 

The  early  sun  filled  the  valley  with  patches  of 
light  and  shade.  The  sides  and  tops  of  the  hills 
looking  towards  the  east  were  bright  with  the  cool 
brightness  of  the  morning;  beyond  and  between 
them  deep  shadows  lay.  The  sun  could  not  yet 
look  at  that  side  of  the  mountain  where  Ellen  sat, 
nor  at  the  long  reach  of  ground  it  screened  from 
his  view,  stretching  from  the  mountain  foot  to  the 
other  end  of  the  valley ;  but  to  the  left,  between 
that  and  the  Cat's  Back,  the  rays  of  the  sun  streamed 
through,  touching  the  houses  of  the  village,  showing 
the  lake,  and  making  every  tree  and  bam  and 
clump  of  wood  in  the  distance  stand  out  in  bright 
relief.  Deliciously  cool,  both  the  air  and  the  light, 
though  a  warm  day  was  promised.  The  night  had 
wept  away  all  the  heat  of  yesterday.  Now,  the 
an*  was  fresh  with  the  dew  and  sweet  from  hayfield 
and  meadow ;  and  the  birds  were  singing  all  around. 
There  was  no  answering  echo  in  the  Ettle  human 
heart  that  looked  and  listened.  EUen  loved  all 
these  things  too  well  not  to  notice  them  even  now ; 
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she  felt  their  full  beauty;  but  she  felt  it  sadly. 
**  She  will  look  at  it  no  more ! "  she  said  to  herself. 
But  instantly  came  an  answer  to  her  thought ; — 
"  Behold  I  create  new  heavens  and  a  new  earth : 
and  the  former  shall  not  be  remembered,  nor  come 
into  mind.  Thy  sun  shall  no  more  go  down; 
neither  shall  thy  moon  withdraw  itself:  for  the 
Lord  shall  be  thine  everlasting  light,  and  the  days 
of  thy  mourning  shall  be  ended." 

"She  is  there  now,"  thought  Ellen, — "she  is 
happy, — why  should  I  be  sorry  for  her?  I  am 
not;  but  oh!  I  must  be  sorry  for  myself — Oh, 
Alice ! — dear  Alice !" 

She  wept ;  but  then  again  came  sweeping  over 
her  mind  the  words  with  which  she  was  so  familiar, 
— "the  days  of  thy  mourning  shall  be  ended;"  and 
again  with  her  regret  mingled  the  consciousness 
that  it  must  be  for  herself  alone.  And  for  herself, 
"  Can  I  not  trust  Him  whom  she  trusted  ?"  she 
thought.  Somewhat  soothed  and  more  calm,  she 
sat  still  looking  down  into  the  brightening  valley  or 
off  to  the  hills  that  stretched  away  on  either  hand 
of  it ;  when  up  through  the  still  air  the  sound  of 
the  little  Carra-carra  church  bell  came  to  her  ear. 
It  rang  for  a  minute  and  then  stopped. 

It  crossed  EUen's  mind  to  wonder  what  it  could 
be  ringing  for  at  that  time  of  day ;  but  she  went 
back  to  her  musings,  and  had  entirely  forgotten  it, 
when  again,  clear  and  full  through  the  stillness  the 
soimd  came  pealing  up. 

"One— two!" 

EUen  knew  now!  It  went  through  her  very 
heart. 

It  is  the  custom  in  the  country  to  toll  the  church 
bell  upon  the  occasion  of  death  of  any  one  in 
the  township  or  parish.     A  few  strokes  are  rung 
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by  way  of  drawing  attention ;  these  are  followed 
after  a  little  pause  by  a  single  one  if  the  knell  is  for 
a  man,  or  two  for  a  woman.  Then  another  short 
pause.  Then  follows  the  number  of  the  years  the 
person  has  lived,  told  in  short,  rather  slow  strokes, 
as  one  would  count  them  up.  After  pausing  once 
more  the  tolling  begins,  and  is  kept  up  for  some 
time  ;  the  strokes  following  in  slow  and  sad  succes- 
sion, each  one  being  permitted  to  die  quite  away 
before  another  breaks  upon  the  ear. 

Ellen  had  been  told  of  this  custom,  but  habit  had 
never  made  it  familiar.  Only  once  she  had  hap- 
pened to  hear  this  notice  of  death  given  out ;  but 
that  was  long  since  ;  the  bell  could  not  be  heard  at 
Miss  Fortune's  house.  It  came  upon  her  now  with 
all  the  force  of  novelty  and  surprise.  As  the  num- 
ber of  the  years  of  Alice's  life  was  sadly  told  out, 
every  stroke  was  to  her  as  if  it  fell  upon  a  raw 
nerve.  Ellen  hid  her  face  in  her  lap  and  tried  to 
keep  from  coxmting,  but  she  could  not ;  and  as  the 
tremulous  sound  of  the  last  of  the  twenty-four  died 
away  upon  the  air,  she  was  shuddering  from  head  to 
foot.  A  burst  of  tears  relieved  her  when  the  sound 
ceased. 

Just  then  a  voice  close  beside  her  said  low,  as  if 
the  speaker  might  not  trust  its  higher  tones, — "  I 
will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from  whence 
Cometh  my  help !" 

How  differently  that  sound  struck  upon  Ellen's 
ear !  With  an  indescribable  air  of  mingled  tender- 
ness, weariness,  and  sorrow,  she  slowly  rose  from 
her  seat  and  put  both  her  arms  round  the  speaker's 
neck.  Neither  said  a  word ;  but  to  EUen  the  arm 
that  held  her  was  more  than  all  words  ;  it  was  the 
dividing  line  between  her  and  the  world, — on  this 
side  everything,  on  that  side  nothing. 
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No  word  was  spoken  for  many  minutes. 

"  My  dear  Ellen,"  said  her  brother  softly, — "  how 
came  you  here?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  whispered  EUen, — "  there  was 
nobody  there — I  could  not  stay  in  the  house." 

"  Shall  we  go  home  now  ?" 

"  O  yes — whenever  you  please." 

But  neither  moved  yet.  Ellen  had  raised  her 
head ;  she  still  stood  with  her  arm  upon  her  bro- 
ther's shoulder;  the  eyes  of  both  were  on  the 
scene  before  them ;  the  thoughts  of  neither.  He 
presently  spoke  again. 

"  Let  us  try  to  love  our  Q-od  better,  Ellie,  the 
less  we  have  left  to  love  in  this  world ; — that  is  His 
meaning — let  sorrow  but  bring  us  closer  to  Him. 
Dear  Alice  is  well — she  is  well, — and  if  we  are  made 
to  suffer,  we  know  and  we  love  the  Hand  that  has 
done  it, — do  we  not,  Ellie  ?" 

Ellen  put  her  hands  to  her  face;  she  thought 
her  heart  would  break.  He  gently  drew  her  to  a 
seat  on  the  stone  beside  him,  and  still  keeping  his 
arm  round  her,  slowly  and  soothingly  went  on — 

"  Think  that  she  is  happy ; — ^think  that  she  is 
safe; — think  that  she  is  with  that  blessed  One 
whose  face  we  seek  at  a  distance, — satisfied  with 
His  likeness,  instead  of  wearily  struggling  with  sin  ; 
— ^think  that  sweetly  and  easily  she  has  got  home ; 
and  it  is  our  home  too.  "We  must  weep,  because 
we  are  left  alone ;  but  for  her — *  I  heard  a  voice 
from  heaven  saying  unto  me,  Blessed  are  the  dead 
that  die  in  the  Lord  1 '  " 

As  he  spoke  in  low  and  sweet  tones,  Ellen's  tears 
calmed  and  stopped ;  but  she  still  kept  her  hands 
to  her  face. 

"  Shall  we  go  home,  Ellie  ?"  said  her  brother, 
after  another  silence.     She  rose  up  instantly  and 
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said  "  Tes."  But  he  held  her  still,  and  lookiog  for 
a  moment  at  the  tokens  of  watching  and  grief  and 
care  in  her  countenance,  he  gently  kissed  the  pale 
little  face,  adding  a  word  of  endearment  which  al- 
most broke  Ellen's  heart  again.  Then  taking  her 
hand  they  went  down  the  mountain  together. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

'*  I  have  seen  angels  by  the  sick  one's  pillow ; 

Theirs  waa  the  soft  tone  and  the  soundless  tread, 

Wliere  smitten  hearts  were  drooping  like  the  willow. 

They  stood  *  between  the  living  and  the  dead.' " 

Unknown. 

The  whole  Marsliman  family  arrived  to-day  from 
Ventnor ;  some  to  see  Alice's  loved  remains,  and 
all  to  follow  them  to  the  grave.  The  parsonage 
could  not  hold  so  many  ;  the  two  Mr.  Marshmans, 
therefore,  with  Major  and  Mrs.  Gillespie,  made 
their  quarters  at  TmrlwaJl.  Margery's  hands  were 
full  enough  with  those  that  were  left. 

In  the  afternoon,  however,  she  found  time  for  a 
visit  to  the  room,  the  room.  She  was  standing  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed,  gazing  on  the  sweet  face  she 
loved  so  dearly,  when  Mrs.  Chauncey  and  Mrs. 
Vawse  came  up  for  the  same  purpose.  All  three 
stood  some  time  in  silence. 

The  bed  was  strewn  with  flowers,  somewhat  sin- 
gularly disposed.  Upon  the  pillow,  and  upon  and 
about  the  hands,  which  were  folded  on  the  breast, 
were  scattered  some  of  the  rich  late  roses, — roses 
and  rose-buds,  strewn  with  beautiful  and  profuse 
carelessness.  A  single  stem  of  white  lilies  lay  on 
the  side  of  the  bed ;  the  rest  of  the  flowers,  a  large 
quantity,  covered  the  feet,  seeming  to  have  been 
flung  there  without  any  attempt  at  arrangement. 
They  were  of  various  kinds,  chosen  however  with 
exquisite  taste  and  feeling.    Beside  the  roses,  there 
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were  none  that  were  not  either  white  or  distin- 
guished for  their  fragrance.  The  delicate  white 
verbearer,  the  pure  feverfew,  mignonette,  sweet 
geranium,  white  myrtle,  the  rich-scented  heliotrope, 
were  mingled  with  the  late-blossoming  damask  and 
purple  roses ;  no  yellow  flowers,  no  purple,  except 
those  mentioned;  even  the  flaunting  petunia, 
though  white,  had  been  left  out  by  the  nice  hand 
that  had  culled  them.  But  the  arranging  of  these 
beauties  seemed  to  have  been  little  more  than  at- 
tempted ;  though,  indeed,  it  might  be  questioned 
whether  the  finest  art  could  have  improved  the 
effect  of  what  the  over-tasked  hand  of  affection 
had  left  half  done.  Mrs.  Chauncey,  however,  after 
a  while,  began  slowly  to  take  a  flower  or  two  from 
the  foot  and  place  them  on  other  parts  of  the  bed. 

"  Will  Mrs.  Chauncey  pardon  my  being  so  bold," 

said  Margery  then,  who  had  looked  on  with  no 

.pleasure  while  this  was  doing, — "but  if  she  had 

seen    when  those  flowers    were    put    there,  —  it 

^wouldn't  be  her  wish,  I  am  sure  it  wouldn't  be 

her  wish  to  stir  one  of  them." 

Mrs.  Chauncey's  hand,  which  was  stretched  out 
for  a  fourth,  drew  back. 

"  Why,  who  put  them  here  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Miss  Men,  ma'am." 

"  Where  is  EUen  ?  " 

"I  think  she  is  sleeping,  ma'am.  Poor  child! 
she's  the  most  wearied  of  us  all  with  sorrow  and 
watching,"  said  Margery,  weepiug. 

"  You  saw  her  bring  them  up,  did  you  ?  " 

"  I  saw  her,  ma'am.  O,  will  I  ever  forget  it  as 
long  as  I  live !  " 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Chauncey,  gently. 

"  It's  a  thing  one  should  have  seen,  ma'am,  to 
understand.     I  don't  know  as  I  can  tell  it  well." 

li  li  *i. 
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Seeing  however  that  Mrs.  Chauncey  still  looked 
her  wish,  Margery  went  on,  half  under  her  breath. 

"  Why,  ma'am,  the  way  it  was, — I  had  come  up 
to  get  some  linen  out  of  the  closet,  for  I  had 
watched  my  time;  Mrs.  Chauncey  sees  I  was 
afeard  of  finding  Mr.  John  here,  and  I  knew  he 
was  Mng  down  just  then,  80-" 

"  Lying  down,  was  he  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Vawse.  "  I 
did  not  know  he  had  taken  any  rest  to-day." 

"  It  was  very  little  he  took,  ma'am,  indeed, 
though  there  was  need  enough  I  am  sure ; — ^he  had 
been  up  with  his  father  the  Eve-long  blessed  night. 
And  then  the  first  thing  this  morning  he  was 
away  after  Miss  Ellen,  poor  child !  wherever  she 
had  betaken  herself  to ;  I  happened  to  see  her 
before  anybody  was  out,  going  round  the  comer 
of  the  house,  and  so  I  knew  when  he  asked  me  for 
her." 

"  Was  she  going  after  flowers  then  /"  said  Mrs. 
Chauncey. 

"  O,  no,  ma'am, — it  was  a  long  time  after ;  it  was 
this  morning  some  time. — I  had  come  up  to  the 
linen  closet,  knowing  Mr.  John  was  in  his  room, 
and  I  thought  I  was  safe ;  and  I  had  just  taken 
two  or  three  pieces  on  my  arm,  you  know,  ma'am, 
when  somehow  I  forgot  myself,  and  forgot  what  I 
had  come  for,  and  leaving  what  I  should  ha'  been 
a  doing,  I  was  standing  there,  looking  out  this  way 
at  the  dear  features  I  never  thought  to  see  in  death 
— and  I  had  entirely  forgotten  what  I  was  there  for, 
ma'am, — when  I  heard  Miss  Ellen's  little  footstep 
coming  softly  up-stairs.  I  didn't  want  her  to  catch 
sight  of  me  just  then,  so  I  had  just  drew  myself 
back  a  bit,  so  as  I  could  see  her  without  her  seeing 
me  back  in  the  closet  where  I  was.  But  it  had 
like  to  have  got  the  better  of  me  entirely,  ma'am, 
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when  I  see  her  come  in  with  a  lapful  of  them 
flowers,  and  looking  so  as  she  did  too!  but  with 
much  trouble  I  kept  quiet.  She  went  up  and  stood 
by  the  side  of  the  bed,  just  where  Mrs.  Chauncey 
is  standing,  with  her  sweet  sad  little  face, — it's  the 
hardest  thing  to  see  a  child's  face  to  look  so, — and 
the  flowers  all  gathered  up  in  her  frock.  It  was 
odd  to  see  her,  she  didn't  cry, — not  at  all, — only 
once  I  see  her  brow  wrinkle,  but  it  seemed  as  if  she 
had  a  mind  not  to,  for  she  put  her  hand  up  to  her 
face  and  held  it  a  little,  and  then  she  began  to  take 
out  the  flowers  one  by  one,  and  she'd  lay  a  rose 
here  and  a  rose-bud  there,  and  so ;  and  then  she 
went  round  to  the  other  side  and  laid  the  lilies,  and 
two  or  three  more  roses  there  on  the  pillow.  But 
I  could  see  all  the  while  it  was  getting  too  much 
for  her ;  I  see  very  soon  she  wouldn't  get  through  ; 
she  just^placed  two  or  three  more,  and  one  rose 
there  in  that  hand,  and  that  was  the  last.  I  could 
see  it  working  in  her  face ;  she  turned  as  pale  as 
her  lilies  all  at  once,  and  just  tossed  up  all  the 
flowers  out  of  her  frock  on  to  the  bed-foot  there, — 
that's  just  as  they  fell, —  and  down  she  went  on  her 
knees,  and  her  face  in  her  hands  on  the  side  of  the 
bed.  I  thought  no  more  about  my  linen,"  said 
Margery  weeping, — "  I  couldn't  do  anything  but 
look  at  that  child  kneeling  there,  and  her  flowers, — 
and  all  beside  her  she  used  to  call  her  sister,  and 
that  couldn't  be  a  sister  to  her  no  more ;  and  she's 
without  a  sister  now  to  be  sure,  poor  child!" 

"  She  has  a  brother,  unless  I  am  mistaken," 
said  Mrs.  Chauncey,  when  she  could  speak. 

"  And  that's  just  what  I  was  going  to  tell  you, 
ma'am.  She  had  been  there  five  or  ten  minutes 
without  moving,  or  more — I  am  sure  I  don't  know 
how  long  it  was,  I  didn't  think  how  time  went,-^ 
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when  the  first  thing  I  knew  I  heard  another  step, 
and  Mr.  John  came  in.  I  thought,  and  expected, 
he  was  taking  some  sleep ;  hut  I  suppose,"  said 
Margery,  sighing,  "  he  couldn't  rest.  I  knew  his 
step  and  just  drew  myself  hack  further.  He  came 
just  where  you  are,  ma'am,  and  stood  with  his  arms 
folded  a  long  time  looking.  I  don't  know  how 
Miss  Ellen  didn't  hear  him  come  in ;  hut  however 
she  didn't ; — and  they  were  hoth  as  still  as  death, 
one  on  one  side,  and  the  other  on  the  other  side. 
And  I  wondered  he  didn't  see  her ;  but  her  white 
dress  and  all — and  I  suppose  he  had  no  thought 
but  for  one  thing.  I  knew  the  first  minute  he  did 
see  her,  when  he  looked  over  and  spied  her  on  the 
other  side  of  the  bed ; — I  see  his  colour  change ; 
and  then  his  mouth  took  the  look  it  always  did 
whenever  he  sets  himself  to  do  anything.  He  stood 
a  minute,  and  then  he  went  round,  and  knelt  down 
beside  of  her,  and  softly  took  away  one  of  her  hands 
from  under  her  face,  and  held  it  in  both  of  his 
own,  and  then  he  made  such  a  prayer ! — Oh,"  said 
Margery,  her  tears  falling  fast  at  the  recollection, 
— "  I  never  heard  the  like  !  I  never  did.  He  gave 
thanks  for  Miss  Alice,  and  he  had  reason  enough 
to  be  sure, — and  for  himself  and  Miss  Ellen — I 
wondered  to  hear  him  ! — and  he  prayed  for  them 
too,  and  others, — and — oh,  I  thought  I  couldn't 
stand  and  hear  him ;  and  I  was  afeard  to  breathe 
the  whole  time,  lest  he  would  know  I  was  there. 
It  was  the  beautifullest  prayer  I  did  ever  hear,  or 
ever  shall,  however." 

"  And  how  did  Ellen  behave  ?"  said  Mrs.  Chaun- 
cey,  when  she  could  speak. 

"  She  didn't  stir,  nor  make  the  least  motion  nor 
sound,  till  he  had  done,  and  spoke  to  her.  They 
stood  a  little  while  then,  and  Mr.  John  put  the 
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rest  of  the  flowers  up  there  round  her  hands  and 
the  pillow, — Miss  Ellen  hadn't  put  more  than  half 
a  dozen ; — I  noticed  how  he  kept  hold  of  Miss 
Ellen's  hand  all  the  time.  I  heard  her  begin  to  tell 
him  how  she  didn't  finish  the  flowers,  and  he  told 
her,  *  I  saw  it  all,  Ellie,'  he  said ;  and  he  said  *  it 
didn't  want  finishing.'  I  wondered  how  he  should 
see  it,  but  I  suppose  he  did,  however.  I  under- 
stood it  very  well.  They  went  away  down-stairs 
after  that." 

"  He  is  beautifully  changed,"  said  Mrs.  Vawse. 

"  I  don't  know,  ma'am,"  said  Margery, — "  I've 
heard  that  said  afore,  but  I  can't  say  as  I  ever 
could  see  it.  He  always  was  the  same  to  me — 
alwavs  the  honourablest,  truest,  noblest — my  hus- 
band says  he  was  a  bit  fiery,  but  I  never  could  tell 
that  the  one  temper  was  sweeter  than  the  other ; 
only  every  body  always  did  whatever  Mr.  John 
wanted,  to  be  sure ;  but  he  was  the  perfect  est  gen- 
tleman, always." 

"  I  have  not  seen  either  Mr.  John  or  Ellen  since 
my  mother  came,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey. 

"No,  ma'am,"  said  Margery, — "they  were  out 
reading  under  the  trees  for  a  long  time  ;  and  Miss 
Ellen  came  in  the  kitchen-way  a  little  while  ago, 
and  went  to  lie  down." 

"  How  is  Mr.  Humphreys  ?" 

"01  can't  teU  you,  ma'am, — ^he  is  worse  than 
any  one  knows  of,  I  am  afraid,  unless  Mr.  John ; 
you  will  not  see  him,  ma'am  ;  he  has  not  been  here 
once,  nor  don't  mean  to,  I  think.  It  will  go  hard 
with  my  poor  master,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Margery, 
weeping ; — "  dear  Miss  Alice  said  Miss  EUen  was  to 
take  her  place ;  but  it  would  want  an  angel  to  do 
that." 
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"  Ellen  will  do  a  great  deal,"  said  Mrs.  Vawse ; 
— "  Mr.  Humphreys  loves  her  well  now,  I  know." 

"  So  do  I,  ma'am,  I  am  sure ;  and  so  does  every- 
one ;  but  still — " 

Margery  broke  off  her  sentence  and  sorrowfully 
went  down-stairs.  Mrs.  Chauncey  moved  no  more 
flowers. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day  Margery 
came  sofbly  into  Ellen's  room. 

"Miss  Ellen,  dear,  you  are  awake,  aren't  you?" 

"  Yes,  Margery,"  said  Ellen,  sitting  up  on  the 
bed ; — "  come  in.     What  is  it  ?" 

"I  came  to  ask  Miss  Ellen  if  she  could  do  me  a 
great  favour ; — there's  a  strange  gentleman  come, 
and  nobody  has  seen  him  yet,  and  it  don't  seem 
right.    He  has  been  here  this  some  time." 

"  Have  you  told  Mr.  John  ?" 

"  No,  Miss  Ellen ;  he  is  in  the  library  with  my 
master ;  and  somehow  I  durstn't  go  to  the  door ;  may 
hap  they  wouldn't  be  best  pleased.  Would  Miss 
Ellen  mind  telling  Mr.  John  of  the  gentleman's 
being  here?" 

EUen  would  mind  it  very  much,  there  was  no 
doubt  of  that ;  Margery  could  hardly  have  asked 
her  to  put  a  greater  force  upon  herseu  ;  she  did  not 
say  so. 

"  "You  are  sure  he  is  there,  Margery  ?" 

"  I  am  quite  sure.  Miss  Ellen.  I  am  very  sorry 
to  disturb  you ;  but  if  you  wouldn't  mind — I  am 
ashamed  to  have  the  gentleman  leffc  to  himself  so 
long." 

I  win  do  it,  Margery." 

She  rose  up,  and  mechanically  smoothing  her  hair, 
set  off  to  the  library.  On  the  way  she  almost  re- 
pented her  willingness   to  oblige  Margery ;   the 
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errand  was  marvellously  disagreeable  to  her.  She 
had  never  gone  to  that  room  except  with  Alice ; 
never  entered  it  uninvited.  She  could  hardly  make 
up  her  mind  to  knock  at  the  door.  But  she  had 
promised ;  it  must  be  done. 

The  first  fearful  tap  was  too  light  to  arouse  any 
mortal  ears.  At  the  second,  though  not  mucn 
better,  she  heard  some  one  move,  and  John  opened 
the  door.  Without  waiting  to  hear  her  speak  he 
immediately  drew  her  in,  very  unwillingly  on  her 
part,  and  led  her  silently  up  to  his  father.  The  old 
gentleman  was  sitting  in  his  great  study-chair  with 
a  book  open  at  his  side.  He  turned  from  it  as  she 
came  up,  took  her  hand  in  his,  and  held  it  for  a  few 
moments  without  speaking.  Ellen  dared  not  raise 
her  eyes. 

"  My  little  girl,"  said  he  very  gravely,  though 
not  without  a  tone  of  kindness  too, — "  are  you  com- 
ing here  to  cheer  my  loneliness  ?" 

Ellen  in  vain  struggled  to  speak  an  articulate 
word;  it  was  impossible;  she  suddenly  stooped 
down  and  touched  ner  lips  to  the  hand  that  lay  on 
the  arm  of  the  chair.  He  put  the  hand  tenderly 
upon  her  head. 

"  Q-od  bless  you,'*  said  he,  "  abundantly,  for  all 
the  love  you  showed  her.  Come, — if  you  will, — and 
be,  as  far  as  a  withered  heart  will  let  you,  all  that 
she  wished.  AU  is  yours — except  what  wiQ  be 
buried  with  her." 

EUen  was  awed  and  pained,  very  much.  Not 
because  the  words  and  manner  were  sad  and 
solemn ;  it  was  the  tone  that  distressed  her.  There 
was  no  tearfiilness  in  it ;  it  trembled  a  little ; 
it  seemed  to  come  indeed  from  a  withered  heart. 
She    shook   with    the   effort    she  made   to  con- 
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trol  herself.     John  asked  her  presently  for  what 
she  had  come. 

"  A  gentleman,"  said  Ellen, — "  there  is  a  gentle- 
man— a  stranger — " 

He  went  immediately  out  to  see  him,  leaving  her 
standing  there.  EUen  did  not  know  whether  to  go 
or  stay ;  she  thought  from  his  not  taking  her  with 
him  he  wished  her  to  stay ;  she  stood  doubtfully. 
Presently  she  heard  steps  coming  back  along  the 
hall — steps  of  two  persons — ^the  door  opened,  and 
the  strange  gentleman  came  in.  No  stranger  to 
Ellen  !  she  knew  him  in  a  moment ;  it  was  her  old 
friend,  her  friend  of  the  boat, — Mr.  George  Marsh- 
man. 

Mr.  Humphreys  rose  up  to  meet  him,  and  the 
two  gentlemen  shook  hands  in  silence.  Ellen  had 
at  firat  shrunk  out  of  the  way  to  the  other  side  of 
the  room,  and  now  when  she  saw  an  opportunity 
she  was  going  to  make  her  escape ;  but  John  gently 
detained  her ;  and  she  stood  still  by  his  side,  though 
with  a  kind  of  feeling  that  it  was  not  there  the 
best  place  or  time  for  her  old  friend  to  recognize 
her.  He  was  sitting  by  Mr.  Humphreys,  and 
for  the  present  quite  occupied  with  him.  Ellen 
thought  nothing  of  what  they  were  saying ;  with 
eyes  eagerly  fixed  upon  Mr.  Marshman,  she  was 
reading  memory's  long  story  over  again.  The 
same  pleasant  look  and  kind  tone  that  she  remem- 
bered so  well,  came  to  comfort  her  in  her  first  sor- 
row,— the  old  way  of  speaking,  and  even  of  moving 
an  arm  or  hand,  the  familiar  figure  and  face ;  how 
they  took  Ellen's  thoughts  back  to  the  deck  of  the 
steamboat,  the  hymns,  the  words;  the  love  and 
kindness  that  led  and  persuaded  her  so  faithfully 
and  effectually  to  do  her  duty ; — it  was  all  present 
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again ;  and  Ellen  gazed  at  him  as  at  a  picture  of  the 
past,  forgetting  for  the  moment  everything  else. 
The  same  love  and  kindness  were  endeavouring  now 
to  say  something  for  Mr.  Humphreys'  relief;  it  was 
a  hard  task.  The  old  gentleman  heard  and  answer- 
ed, for  the  most  part,  briefly,  but  so  as  to  show  that 
his  friend  laboured  in  vain;  the  bitterness  and 
hardness  of  grief  were  unallayed  yet.  It  was  not 
until  John  made  some  slight  remark  that  Mr. 
Marshman  turned  his  head  that  way ;  he  looked 
for  a  moment  in  some  surprise,  and  then  said,  his 
countenance  lightening,  "Is  that  Ellen  Montgo- 
mery?" 

Ellen  sprang  across  at  that  word  to  take  his  out- 
stretched hand.  But  as  she  felt  the  weU-remem- 
bered  grasp  of  it,  and  met  the  old  look,  the  thought 
of  which  she  had  treasured  up  for  years, — it  was 
too  much.  Back,  as  in  a  flood  to  her  heart,  seemed 
to  come  at  once  aU  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  the 
time  since  that  time  ; — ^the  difference  of  this  meet- 
ing jfrom  the  joyfiil  one  she  had  so  often  pictured 
to  herself ;  the  sorrow  of  that  time  mixed  with  the 
sorrow  now  ;  and  the  sense  that  the  very  hand  that 
had  wiped  those  first  tears  away  was  the  one  now 
laid  in  the  dust  by  death.  All  thronged  on  her  heart 
at  onee;  and  it  was  too  much.  She  had  scarce 
touched  Mr.  Marshman' s  hand  when  she  hastily 
withdrew  her  own,  and  gave  way  to  an  overwhelm- 
ing biu*st  of  sorrow.  It  was  infectious.  There  was 
such  an  utter  absence  of  aU  bitterness  or  hardness 
in  the  tone  of  this  grief;  there  was  so  touching  an 
expression  of  submission  mingled  with  it,  that  even 
Mr.  Humphreys  was  overcome.  EUen  was  not  the 
only  subdued  weeper  there ;  not  the  only  one  whose 
tears  came  from  a  broken-up  heart.  For  a  few 
minutes  the  silence  of  stifled  sobs  was  iu  the  room, 

1^  > 
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till  Ellen  recovered  enough  to  make  her  escape ; 
and  then  the  colour  of  sorrow  was  lightened,  in  one 
breast  at  least. 

"Brother,"  said  Mr.  Humphreys, — "I  can  hear 
you  now  better  than  I  could  a  little  while  ago.  I 
nad  almost  forgotten  that  Q-od  is  good.  *  Light  in 
the  darkness  ;' — I  see  it  now.  That  child  has  given 
me  a  lesson." 

Ellen  did  not  know  what  had  passed  around  her, 
nor  what  had  followed  her  quitting  the  room.  But 
she  thought  when  John  came  to  the  tea-table  he 
looked  relieved.  If  his  general  kindness  and  ten- 
derness of  manner  toward  herself  could  have  been 
greater  than  usual,  she  might  have  thought  it  was 
that  night ;  but  she  only  thought  he  felt  better. 

Mr.  Marshman  was  not  permitted  to  leave  the 
house.  He  was  a  great  comfert  to  everybody.  Not 
himself  overburdened  with  sorrow,  he  was  able  to 
make  that  effort  for  the  good  of  the  rest  which  no 
one  yet  had  been  equal  to.  The  whole  family,  except 
Mr.  Himiphreys,  were  gathered  together  at  this 
time ;  and  his  grave,  cheerful,  unceasing  kindness 
made  that  by  far  the  most  comfortable  meal  that 
had  been  taken.  It  was  exceedingly  grateful  to 
EUen  to  see  and  hear  him,  from  the  old  remembrance 
as  well  as  the  present  effect.  And  he  had  not  for- 
gotten his  old  kindness  for  her ;  she  saw  it  in  his 
look,  his  words,  his  voice,  shown  in  every  way ;  and 
the  feeling  that  she  had  got  her  old  Mend  again, 
and  should  never  lose  him,  now  gave  her  more  deep 
pleasure  than  anything  else  could  possibly  have  done 
at  that  time.  His  own  family,  too,  had  not  seen 
him  for  a  long  time,  so  his  presence  was  a  matter 
of  general  satisfaction. 

Later  in  the  evening,  Ellen  was  sitting  beside 
him  on  the  sofa,  looking  and  listening, — he  was 
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like  a  piece  of  old  music  to  her, — when  John  came 
to  the  back  of  the  sofa,  and  said  he  wanted  to  speak 
to  her.  She  went  with  him  to  the  other  side  of  the 
room. 

"  Ellie,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  think  my  fa- 
ther would  like  to  hear  you  sing  a  hymn, — do  you 
think  you  could  ?  " 

EUen  looked  up,  with  a  peculiar  mixture  of  un- 
certainty and  resolution  in  her  countenance,  and 
said  "  Yes." 

"  Not  if  it  will  pain  you  too  much, — and  not  un- 
less you  think  you  can  surely  go  through  with  it, 
Ellen,"  he  said  gently. 

«  No,"  said  EUen,—"  I  wiU  try." 

"  "Will  it  not  give  you  too  much  pain  ?  do  you 
think  you  can  ?  " 

"  No — I  will  try,"  she  repeated. 

As  she  went  along  the  hall,  she  said  and  resolved 
to  herself  that  she  would  do  it.  The  library  was 
dark ;  comiug  from  the  light,  Ellen  at  first  could 
see  nothing.  John  placed  her  in  a  chair,  and  went 
awav  himself  to  a  little  distance,  where  he  remained 
perfectly  still.  She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands 
for  a  minute,  and  prayed  for  strength;  she  was 
afraid  to  try. 

Alice  and  her  brother  were  remarkable  for  beauty 
of  voice  and  utterance.  The  latter  Ellen  had  in  part 
caught  from  them  ;  in  the  former,  she  thought  her- 
self greatly  inferior.  Perhaps  she  underrated  her- 
self;  her  voice,  though  not  indeed  powerful,  was 
low  and  sweet,  and  very  clear ;  and  the  entire  sim- 
plicity and  feeling  with  which  she  sang  hymns  was 
more  effectual  than  any  higher  qualities  oi  tone  and 
compass.  She  had  been  very  much  accustomed  to 
sing  with  Alice,  who  excelled  in  beautiful  truth  and 
simplicity  of  expression ;  listening  with  delight,  as 
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she  had  often  done,  and  often  joining  with  her, 
Ellen  had  caught  something  of  her  manner.  She 
thought  nothing  of  all  this  now ;  she  had  a  trying 
task.  Sing ! — then  and  there ! — And  what  should 
she  sing  ?  All  that  class  of  hymns  that  bore  di- 
rectly on  the  subject  of  their  sorrow  must  be  left 
on  one  side  ;  she  hardly  dared  think  of  them.  In- 
stinctively she  took  up  another  class,  that  without 
baring  the  wound  woidd  lay  the  balm  close  to  it. 

A  few  minutes  of  deep  stillness  passed  in  the 
dark  room ;  then  very  low,  and  in  tones  that  trem- 
bled a  little,  rose  the  words. 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ; 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

The  tremble  in  her  voice  ceased,  as  she  went  on. 

It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul. 

And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

By  Him  my  prayers  acceptance  gain. 

Although  with  sin  defiled ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain, 

And  I  am  owned  a  child. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought, — 

But  when  I  see  Thee  as  thou  art, 
ril  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  laboring  breath; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

EUen  paused  a  minute.  There  was  not  a  sound  to 
be  heard  in  the  room.  She  thought  of  the  hymn, 
"  Loving  Kindness  ;"  but  the  tune  and  the  spirit  of 
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the  words  were  too  lively.  Her  mother's  favourite, 
"  "lis  my  happiness  below,"  but  Ellen  could  not  ven- 
ture that ;  she  strove  to  forget  it  as  fast  as  possible. 
She  sang,  clearly  and  sweetly  as  ever,  now. 

Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord, 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  His  word; — 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
"  Say,  poor  fflnner,  lovest  thou  Me  ? 

"  I  delivered  thee  when  hound. 
And  when  bleeding  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right. 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

*'  Can  a  mother's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yea — she  may  forgetftil  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

"  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love ; 
Higher  than  the  heights  above. 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
Free  and  MthftQ,  strong  as  death. 

"  Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  life  is  done. 
Partner  of  My  throne  shall  be, — 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  Me  ?" 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore, — 
Oh  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more ! 

EUen's  task  was  no  longer  painful,  but  most  de- 
lightful. She  hoped  she  was  doing  some  good; 
and  that  hope  enabled  her,  after  the  nrst  trembling 
beginning,  to  go  on  without  any  difficulty.  She 
was  not  thinking  of  herself.  It  was  very  well  she 
could  not  see  the  effect  upon  her  auditors.  Through 
the  dark  her  eyes  could  onlv  just  discern  a  dark 
figure  stretched  upon  the  sofa,  and  another  stand- 
ing by  the  mantelpiece.  The  room  was  profoundly 
still,  except  when  she  was  singing.     The  choice  of 
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hymns  gave  her  the  greatest  trouble.  She  thought 
of  **  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home,"  but  it  would  not 
do ;  she  and  Alice  had  too  often  sung  it  in  strains 
of  joy.     Happily  came  to  her  mind  the  beautiful 

"  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  stunts  of  the  Lord,''  &e. 

She  went  through  all  the  seven  long  verses.  Still, 
when  EUen  paused  at  the  end  of  this,  the  breathless 
silence  seemed  to  invite  her  to  go  on.  She  waited 
a  minute  to  gather  breath.  The  blessed  words  had 
gone  down  into  her  very  heart ;  did  they  ever  seem 
half  so  sweet  before?  She  was  cheered  and 
strengthened,  and  thought  she  could  go  through 
with  the  next  hymn,  though  it  had  been  much  loved 
and  often  used  both  by  her  mother  and  Alice. 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. 
Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fiy. 
While  the  billows  near  me  roU, 
While  the  tempest  still  is  nigh. 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 
Till  the  storm  of  life  be  past; — 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, — 
O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

Other  reftige  have  I  none, 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee — 


Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone  ! 
StiU  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 
All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; — 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  alll  want ; 
More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 
'Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 
Vile  and  frill  of  sin  I  am. 
Thou  art  frdl  of  truth  and  grace. 
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Still  sflence ; — "  silence  that  spoke !"  Ellen  did 
not  know  what  it  said,  except  that  her  hearers  did 
not  wish  her  to  stop.  Her  next  was  a  very  favour- 
ite hymn  of  them  all. 

"What  are  these  in  hright  array/*  &c. 

Ellen  had  allowed  her  thoughts  to  travel  too  far 
along  with  the  words^  for  in  the  last  lines  her 
voice  was  unsteady  and  faint.  She  was  fain  to 
make  a  longer  pause  than  usual  to  recover  herself. 
But  in  vain ;  the  tender  nerve  was  touched ;  there 
was  no  stilling  its  quivering. 

"Ellen," — said  Mr.  Humphreys  then  after  ^ 
few  minutes.  She  rose  and  went  to  the  sofa.  He 
folded  her  close  to  his  breast. 

"  Thank  you,  my  child,"  he  said  presently ; — 
"  you  have  been  a  comfort  to  me.  Nothing  but  a 
choir  of  angels  could  have  been  sweeter." 

As  Ellen  went  away  back  through  the  hall  her 
tears  almost  choked  her ;  but,  for  all  that,  there 
was  a  strong;  throb  of  pleasure  at  her  heart. 

"  I  have  been  a  comfort  to  him,"  she  repeated. 
"  Oh,  dear  AUce !— so  I  wiU !" 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

"A  child  no  more ! — a  maiden  now — 
A  graceM  maiden  with  a  gentle  brow ; 
A  cheek  tinged  lightly,  and  a  dove-like  eye. 
And  all  hearts  bl^  her  as  she  passes  by/' 

Masy  Howitt. 

The  whole  Marshmau  family  returned  to  Ventnor 
immediately  after  the  funeral,  Mr.  George  ex- 
cepted ;  he  stayed  with  Mr.  Humphreys  over  the 
Sabhath,  and  preached  for  him  ;  and  much  to  every 
one's  pleasure,  lingered  still  a  day  or  two  longer ; 
then  he  was  obliged  to  leave  them.  John  also  must 
go  back  to  Doncaster  for  a  few  weeks :  he  would 
not  be  able  to  return  home  again  before  the  early 
part  of  August.  For  the  month  intervening,  and 
as  much  longer,  indeed,  as  possible,  Mrs.  Marsh- 
man  wished  to  have  Ellen  at  Ventnor ;  assuring 
her  that  it  was  to  be  her  home  always  whenever 
she  chose  to  make  it  so.  At  first,  neither  Mrs. 
Marshman  nor  her  daughters  would  take  any  de- 
nial ;  and  old  Mr.  Marshman  was  fixed  upon  it. 
But  Ellen  begged  with  tears  that  she  might  stay 
at  home  and  begin  at  once,  as  far  as  she  could,  to 
take  Alice's  place.  Her  kind  friends  insisted  that 
it  would  do  her  harm  to  be  left  alone  for  so  long, 
at  such  a  season.  Mr.  Humphreys,  in  the  best  of 
times,  kept  very  much  to  himself,  and  now  he  would 
more  than  ever ;  she  would  be  very  lonely.  "  But 
how  lonely  he  will  be  if  I  go  away  !"  said  EUen ; — 
"I  can't   go."     Finding  that  her  heart  was  set 
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upon  it,  and  that  it  would  be  a  real  grief  to  her  to 
go  to  Ventnor,  John,  at  last,  joined  to  excuse  her ; 
and  he  made  an  arrangement  with  Mrs.  Vawse,  in- 
stead, that  she  should  come  and  stay  with  Ellen  at 
the  parsonage  till  he  came  back.  This  gave  Ellen 
great  satisfaction ;  and  her  kind  Ventnor  friends 
were  obliged  unwillingly  to  leave  her. 

The  first  few  days  after  John's  departure  were, 
indeed,  sad  days — very  sad  to  every  one ;  it  could 
not  be  otherwise.  Ellen  drooped  miserably.  She 
had,  however,  the  best  possible  companion  in  her 
old  Swiss  Mend.  Her  good  sense,  her  steady 
cheerftdness,  her  firm  principle,  were  always  awake 
for  Ellen's  good,  ever  ready  to  comfort  her,  to 
cheer  her,  to  prevent  her  from  giving  undue  way 
to  sorrow,  to  urge  her  to  useftil  exertion.  Affec- 
tion and  gratitude,  to  the  living  and  the  dead,  gave 
powerful  aid  to  these  efforts.  EUen  rose  up  in  the 
morning  and  lay  down  at  night,  with  the  present 
pressing  wish,  to  do  and  be  lor  the  ease  and  com- 
fort of  her  adopted  father  and  brother,  all  that  it 
was  possible  for  her.  Very  soon,  so  soon  as  she 
could  rouse  herself  to  anything,  she  began  to  turn 
over  in  her  mind  all  manner  of  ways  and  means 
for  this  end.  And,  in  general,  whatever  Alice 
would  have  wished,  what  John  did  wish,  was  law  to 
her. 

"  Margery,"  said  EUen,  one  day ,  "  I  wish  you 
would  tell  me  all  the  things  Alice  used  to  do ;  so 
that  I  may  begin  to  do  them  as  soon  as  I  can." 

"  What  things.  Miss  Ellen  ?" 

"  I  mean,  the  things  she  used  to  do  about  the 
house,  or  to  help  you, — do  not  you  know? — all 
sorts  of  things.  I  want  to  know  them  all,  so  that 
I  may  do  them  as  she  did.     I  want  very  much." 

"  O,  Miss  Ellen,  dear,"  said  Margery,  tearfully 
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'*  you  are  too  little  and  tender  to  do  them  things  ; 
— I  would  be  sorry  to  see  you,  indeed !" 

"  Why  no,  I  am  not,  Margery,"  said  Ellen ;  "  do 
you  not  know  how  I  used  to  do  at  aunt  Fortune's  ? 
Now  tell  me — please,  dear  Margery !  If  I  cannot 
do  it,  I  will  not,  you  know." 

"  O,  Miss  inien,  she  used  to  see  to  various 
things  about  the  house  ; — I  do  not  know  as  I  can 
tell  them  all  directly  ;  some  were  to  help  me ;  and 
some  to  please  her  father,  or  Mr.  John,  if  he  was 
at  home ;  she  thought  of  every  one  else  before  her- 
self, sure  enough." 

"  Well,  what,  Margery  ?  what  were  they  ?  Tell 
me  aUyou  can  remember." 

"  Why,  Miss  Ellen, — ^for  one  thing, — she  used  to 
go  into  the  library  every  morning,  to  put  it  in 
order,  and  dust  the  books,  and  papers,  and  things ; 
in  fact,  she  took  the  charge  of  that  room  entirely  ; 
I  never  went  into  it  at  all,  unless  once  or  twice  in 
the  year,  to  wash  the  windows." 

Mien  looked  grave;  she  thought  with  herself 
there  might  be  difficulty  in  the  way  of  her  taking 
this  part  of  Alice's  daily  duties ;  she  did  not  feel 
that  she  had  the  freedom  of  the  library. 

"And  then,"  said  Margery,  "she  used  to  skim 
the  cream  for  me,  most  mornings,  when  I'd  be 
busy  ;  and  wash  up  the  breakfast  things, — " 

**0,  I  forgot  all  about  the  breakfast  things!" 
exclaimed  Ellen ; — "  how  could  I !  I  will  do  them 
to  be  sure,  after  this.  I  never  thought  of  them, 
Margery.     And  I  will  skim  the  cream,  too." 

"  Dear  Miss  Ellen,  I  wouldn't  want  you  to ;  I 
didn't  mention  it  for  that;  but  you  were  wish- 
ing me  to  tell  you — I  don't  want  to  trouble  your 
dear  little  head  about  such  work.  It  was  more  the 
thoughtfulnesB  that  cared  about  me  than  the  help 
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of  all  she  could  do,  though  that  was  not  a  little  ; — 
I  shall  get  along  well  enough !—" 

"  But  I  should  like  to, — it  would  make  me  hap- 
pier ;  and  do  not  you  think  /  want  to  help  you 
too,  Margery  ?" 

"  The  Lord  bless  you.  Miss  Ellen,"  said  Mar- 
gery, in  a  sort  of  desperation,  setting  down  one 
iron  and  taking  up  another,  "don't  talk  in  that 
way,  or  you'll  upset  me  entirely. — I  aint  a  bit 
better  than  a  child,"  said  she,  her  tears  falling  fast 
on  the  sheet  she  was  hurriedly  ironing. 

"What  else,  dear  Margery?"  said  Ellen  pre- 
sently.    "  Tell  me  what  else." 

"  Well,  Miss  EUen,"  said  Margery,  dashing  away 
the  water  from  her  eyes, — "  she  used  to  look  over 
the  clothes  when  they  went  up  froia  the  wash; 
and  put  them  away ;  and  mend  them,  if  there  were 
any  places  wanted  mending." 

"I  am  a&aid  I  do  not  know  how  to  manage 
that,"'  said  Ellen,  very  gravely. — "  There  is  one 
thing  I  can  do, — I  can  dam  stockings  very  nicely  ; 
but  that  is  only  one  kind  of  mending.  I  do  not 
know  much  about  the  other  kinds." 

"  Ah,  well,  but  she  did,  however,"  said  Margery, 
searching  in  her  basket  of  clothes  for  some  parti- 
cular pieces.  "  A  beautiful  mender  she  was  to  be 
sure !  Look  here,  Miss  Ellen,— just  see  that  patch 
— the  way  it  is  put  on — so  evenly  by  a  thread  all 
round ;  and  the  stitches,  see — and  see  the  way  this 
rent  is  darned  down ; — oh,  that  was  the  way  she 
did  everything." 

"  I  cannot  do  it  so,"  said  Ellen,  sighing, — "  but 
I  can  learn ; — that  I  can  do.  You  will  teach  me, 
Margery,  will  you  not  ?" 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Ellen,  dear,  its  more  than  I  can 
myself;  but  I  will  tell  you  who  will,  and  that's 
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Mrs.  Yawse.  I  am  thinking  it  was  her  she  learned 
of  in  the  first  place, — but  I  aint  certain.  Anyhow 
she's  a  first-rate  hand.'* 

"  Then  I  will  get  her  to  teach  me,"  said  Ellen ; 
— "  that  wiU  do  very  nicely.  And  now,  Margery, 
what  else  ?" 

"  O  dear,  Miss  Ellen, — I  don't  know, — ^there  was 
a  thousand  little  things  that  I'd  only  recollect  at 
the  minute ;  she'd  set  the  table  for  me  when  my 
hands  was  uncommon  full ;  and  often  she'd  come 
out  and  make  some  little  thing  for  the  master  when 
I  wouldn't  have  the  time  to  do  the  same  myself; — 
and  I  can't  teU — one  can't  think  of  those  things 
but  just  at  the  minute.  Dear  Miss  Ellen,  I'd  be 
sorry  indeed  to  see  you  a  trying  your  little  hands 
to  do  aU  that  she  done." 

"Never  mind,  Margery,"  said  Ellen,  and  she 
threw  her  arms  around  the  kind  old  woman  .as  she 
spoke  ;  "  I  wiU  not  trouble  you — and  you  will  not 
be  troubled  if  I  am  awkward  about  anything  at 
first,  wiU  you  ?" 

Margery  could  only  throw  down  her  holder  to 
return  most  affectionately,  as  well  as  respectfully, 
Ellen's  caress,  and  press  a  very  hearty  kiss  upon 
her  forehead. 

Ellen  next  went  to  Mrs.  Vawse  to  beg  her  help 
in  the  mending  and  patching  line.  Her  old  friend 
was  very  glad  to  see  her  take  up  anything  with  in- 
terest, and  readily  agreed  to  do  her  best  in  the 
matter.  So  some  old  clothes  were  looked  up; 
pieces  of  linen,  cotton,  and  flannel  gathered  toge- 
ther ;  a  large  basket  found  to  hold  all  these  rags  of 
shape  and  no  shape ;  and  for  the  next  week  or  two 
Ellen  was  indefatigable.  She  would  sit  making 
vain  endeavours  to  arrange  a  large  linen  patch  pro- 
perly, till  her  cheeks  were  burning  with  excite- 
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ment ;  and  bend  over  a  dam,  doing  her  best  to 
take  invisible  stitches,  till  Mrs.  Vawse  was  obliged 
to  assure  her  it  was  quite  unnecesaaiy  to  take  so 
much  pains.  Taking  pains,  however,  is  the  sure 
way  to  success.  EUen  could  not  rest  satisfied  till 
she  had  equalled  Alice's  patching  and  darning ;  and 
though  when  Mrs.  Vawse  left  her  she  had  not  quite 
reached  that  point,  she  was  bidding  fair  to  do  so  in 
a  little  while. 

In  other  things  she  was  more  at  home.  She 
could  skim  milk  well  enough,  and  immediately 
began  to  do  it  for  Margery.  She  at  once  also  took 
upon  herself  the  care  of  the  parlour  cupboard  and 
all  the  things  in  it,  which  she  knew  well  had  been 
Alice's  office ;  and,  thanks  to  Miss  Fortune's  train- 
ing, even  Margery  was  quite  satisfied  with  her  neat 
and  orderly  manner  of  doing  it.  Ellen  begged  her 
when  the  clothes  came  up  from  the  wash,  to  show 
her  where  everything  went,  so  that  for  the  future 
she  might  be  able  to  put  them  away ;  and  she 
studied  the  shelves  of  the  linen  closet,  and  the 
chests  of  drawers  in  Mr.  Humphreys'  room,  till  she 
almost  knew  them  by  heart.  As  to  the  library,  she 
dared  not  venture.  She  saw  Mr.  Humphreys  at 
meals  and  at  prayers,— only  then.  He  had  never 
asked  her  to  come  into  his  study  since  the  night 
she  sang  to  him,  and  as  for  her  asking— nothing 
could  have  been  more  impossible.  Even  when  he 
was  out  of  the  house,  even  for  hours,  Ellen  never 
thought  of  going  where  she  had  not  been  expressly 
permitted  to  go. 

When  Mr.  Van  Brunt  informed  his  wife  of  El- 
len's purpose  to  desert  her  service  and  make  her 
future  home  at  the  parsonage,  the  lady's  astonish- 
ment was  only  less  than  her  indignation ;  the  lat- 
ter not  at  all  lessened  by  learning  that  BUen  was  to 

VOL.   n.  "E  "E 
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become  the  adopted  cliild  of  the  house.      For  a 

while  her  words  of  displeaaure  were  poured  forth  in 

a  torrent ;   Mr.  Van  Brunt  meantime  saying  very 

little,  and  standing  by  like  a  steadfast  rock  that  the 

waves  dash  past^  not  upon.     She  declared  that  this 

was  "  the  cap-sheaf  of  Miss  Humphreys'  doings  ; 

she  might  have  been  wise  enough  to  have  expected 

as  much ;  she  wouldn't  have  been  such  a  fool  if  she 

had !     This  was  what  she  had  let  Ellen  go  there 

for!  a  pretty  return r*     But  she  went  on.     "She 

wondered  who   they  thought  they  had    to    deal 

with ;  did  they  think  she  was  going  to  let  EUen  go 

in  that  way  ?    she  had  the  first  and  only  right  to 

her ;   and  EUen  had  no  more  business  to  go  and 

give  herself  away  than  one  of  her  oxen ;  they  would 

find  it  out,  she  guessed,  pretty  quick ;  Mr.  John 

and  all ;  she'd  have  her  back  in  no  time  1"     What 

were  her  thoughts  and  feelings,  when  after  having 

spent  her  breath  she  found  her  husband  quietly 

opposed  to  this  conclusion,  words  cannot  teU.    Her 

words  could  not ;  she  was  absolutely  dumb,  till  he 

had  said  his  say ;  and  then,  appalled  by  the  serenity 

of  his  manner,  she  left  indignation  on  one  side  for 

the  present,  and  began  to  argue  the  matter.     But 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  coolly  said  he  had  promised ;  she 

might  get  as  many  help  as  she  liked,  he  would  pay 

for  them  and  welcome ;   but  Ellen  would  have  to 

stay  where  she  was.     He  had  promised  Miss  Alice ; 

and  he  wouldn't  break  his  word  "  for  kings,  lords, 

and  commons."     A  most  extraordinary  expletive 

for  a  good  republican, — which  Mr.  Van  Brunt  had 

probably  inherited  from  his  father  and  grandfather. 

What  can  waves  do  against  a  rock  ?     The  whilome 

Miss  Fortune  disdained  a  struggle  which  must  end 

in  her  own  confusion,  and  wisely  kept  her  chagrin 

to  herself;  never  even  approaching  the  subject  after- 
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wards,  with  him  or  any  other  person.  Ellen  had 
left  the  whole  matter  to  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  expecting 
a  storm,  and  not  wishing  to  share  it.  Happily,  it 
all  blew  over. 

As  the  month  drew  to  an  end,  and  indeed  long 
before,  Ellen's  thoughts  began  to  look  forward 
eagerly  to  John's  coming  home.  She  had  learned 
by  this  time  how  to  mend  clothes  ;  she  had  grown 
somewhat  accustomed  to  her  new  round  of  little 
household  duties ;  in  eyerything  else  the  want  of 
him  was  felt.  Study  flagged;  though  knowing  what 
his  wish  would  be,  and  what  her  duty  was,  she 
faithfully  tried  to  go  on  with  it.  She  had  no  heart 
for  riding  or  walking  by  herself.  She  was  lonely ; 
she  was  sorrowful ;  she  was  weary ;  all  Mrs.  Vawse's 
pleasant  society  was  not  worth  the  mere  knowledge 
that  he  was  in  the  house  ;  she  longed  for  his  coming. 

He  had  written  what  day  they  might  expect  him. 
But  when  it  came  Ellen  found  that  her  feeling  had 
changed ;  it  did  not  look  the  bright  day  she  had 
expected  it  would.  Up  to  that  time  she  had  thought 
only  of  herself ;  now  she  remembered  what  sort  of 
a  coming  home  this  must  be  to  him;  and  she 
dreaded  almost  as  much  as  she  wished  for  the  mo- 
ment of  his  arrival.  Mrs.  Vawse  was  surprised  to 
see  that  her  face  was  sadder  that  day  than  it  had 
been  for  many  past ;  she  could  not  understand  it. 
Ellen  did  not  explain.  It  was  late  in  the  day  be- 
fore he  reached  home,  and  her  anxious  watch  of 
hope  and  fear  for  the  sound  of  his  horse's  feet  grew 
very  painftil.  She  busied  herself  with  setting  the 
tea-table ;  it  was  all  done ;  and  she  could  by  no 
means  do  anything  else.  She  could  not  go  to  the 
door  to  listen  there  ;  she  remembered  too  well  the 
last  time ;  and  she  knew  he  would  remember  it. 

He  came  at  last.     Ellen's  feeling  had  judged 


828  THE   WIDE,   WIDE  WOBLD. 

rightly  of  his,  for  the  greeting  was  withont  a  word 
on  either  side  ;  and  when  he  left  the  room  to  go  to 
his  father,  it  was  rery,  Tery  long  before  he  came 
back.  And  it  seemed  to  Ellen  for  several  days  that 
he  was  more  grave  and  talked  less  than  even  the 
last  time  he  had  been  at  home.  She  was  sorry 
when  Mrs.  Vawse  proposed  to  leave  them.  But 
the  old  lady  wisely  said  they  would  all  feel  better 
when  she  was  gone ;  and  it  was  so.  Truly  as  she 
was  respected  and  esteemed,  on  all  sides,  it  was  felt 
a  relief  by  every  one  of  the  family  when  she  went 
back  to  her  mountain-top.  They  were  left  to  them- 
selves ;  they  saw  what  their  numbers  were ;  there 
was  no  restraint  upon  looks,  words,  or  silence. 
Ellen  saw  at  once  tnat  the  gentlemen  felt  easier, 
that  was  enough  to  make  her  so.  The  extreme  op- 
pression that  had  grieved  and  disappointed  her  the 
first  few  days  after  John's  return,  gave  place  to  a 
softened  gravity  ;  and  the  household  fell  again  into 
all  its  old  ways  ;  only  that  upon  every  brow  there 
was  a  chastened  air  of  sorrow,  in  everything  that 
was  said  a  tone  of  remembrance,  and  that  a  little 
figure  was  going  about  where  Alice's  used  to  move 
as  mistress  of  the  house. 

Thanks  to  her  brother,  that  little  figure  was  an 
exceedingly  busy  one.  She  had  in  the  first  place 
her  household  duties,  in  discharging  which  she  was 
perfectly  untiring.  From  the  cream  skimmed  for 
Margery,  and  the  cups  of  coffee  poured  out  every 
morning  for  Mr.  Humphreys  and  her  brother,  to 
the  famous  mending  which  took  up  ofben  one  half 
of  Saturday,  whatever  she  did  was  done  with  her 
best  diligence  and  care ;  and  from  love  to  both  the 
dead  and  the  living,  Ellen's  zeal  never  slackened. 
These  things  however  filled  but  a  small  part  of  her 
time,  let  her  be  as  particular  as  she  would ;  and 
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Mr.  John  effectually  hindered  her  from  being  too 
particular.  He  soon  found  enough  for  both  her 
and  himself  to  do. 

Not  that  they  ever  forgot  or  tried  to  forget  Alice ; 
on  the  contrary,  they  sought  to  remember  her, 
humbly,  calmly,  hopefully,  thankfullv  1  By  diligent 
performance  of  duty,  by  Christian  mith,  by  conver- 
sation and  prayer,  they  strove  to  do  this,  and  after 
a  time  succeeded.  Sober  that  winter  was,  but  it 
was  very  far  from  being  an  unhappy  one. 

"  John,"  said  Ellen  one  day,  some  time  after 
Mrs.  Vawse  had  left  them, — "  do  you  think  Mr. 
Humphreys  would  let  me  go  into  his  study  every 
day  when  he  is  out,  to  put  it  in  order  and  dust 
the  books  ?" 

"  Certainly.     But  why  does  not  Margery  do  it  ?  '* 

"  She  does,  I  believe,  but  she  never  used ;  and  I 
should  like  to  do  it  very  much  if  I  was  sure  he 
would  not  dislike  it.  I  would  be  careful  not  to 
disturb  anything ;  I  would  leave  everything  just  as 
I  found  it." 

"  Tou  may  go  when  you  please,  and  do  what  you 
please  there,  Ellie." 

"  But  I  do  not  like — I  could  not  without  speak- 
ing to  him  first ;  I  should  be  afraid  he  would  come 
back  and  find  me  there,  and  he  might  think  I  had 
not  had  leave." 

"  And  you  wish  me  to  speak  to  him, — is  that  it  ? 
Cannot  you  muster  resolution  enough  for  that, 
EUie?" 

EUen  was  satisfied,  for  she  knew  by  his  tone  he 
would  do  what  she  wanted. 

"  Father,"  said  John  the  next  morning  at  break- 
fast ; — "  EUen  wishes  to  take  upon  herself  the  daily 
care  of  your  study,  but  she  is  afraid  to  ventiure 
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without  being  assured  it  will  please  you  to  see  her 
there." 

The  old  gentleman  laid  his  hand  affectionatelj  on 
EUen's  head,  and  told  her  she  was  welcome  to 
come  and  go  when  she  would ; — the  whole  house 
was  hers. 

The  grave  kindness  and  tenderness  of  {he  tone 
and  action  spoiled  Ellen's  breakfast.  She  could 
not  look  at  anybody  nor  hold  her  head  up  for  the 
rest  of  the  time. 

As  Alice  had  anticipated,  her  brother  was  called 
to  take  the  charge  of  a  church  at  Bandolph,  and  at 
the  same  time  another  more  distant  was  offered 
him.  He  refused  them  both,  rightly  judging  that 
his  place  for  the  present  was  at  home.  But  the  call 
from  Eaudolph  being  pressed  upon  him  very  much, 
he  at  length  agreed  to  preach  for  them  during  the 
winter ;  riding  thither  for  the  purpose  every  Satur- 
day, and  returning  to  Carra-carra  on  Monoiay. 

As  the  winter  wore  on  a  grave  cheerfulness  stole 
over  the  household.  Ellen  little  thought  how  much 
she  had  to  do  with  it.  She  never  heard  Margery 
teU  her  husband,  which  she  often  did  with  great 
affection,  "  that  that  blessed  child  was  the  light  of 
the  house."  And  those  who  felt  it  the  most  said 
nothing.  Ellen  was  sure,  indeed,  from  the  way  in 
which  Mr.  Humphreys  spoke  to  her,  looked  at  her, 
now  and  then  laid  his  hand  on  her  head,  and  some- 
times, very  rarely,  kissed  her  forehead,  that  he  loved 
her  and  loved  to  see  her  about ;  and  that  her  Tvish 
of  supplying  Alice's  place  was  in  some  little  mea- 
sure fulfilled.  Few  as  those  words  and  looks  were, 
they  said  more  to  Ellen  than  whole  discourses  would 
from  other  people ;  the  least  of  them  gladdened  her 
heart  with  the  feeling  that  she  was  a  comfort  to 
him.    But  she  never  knew  how  much.     Deep  as  the 
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gloom  still  over  him  was,  Ellen  never  dreamed  how 
much  deeper  it  would  have  heen,  but  for  the  little 
figure  flitting  round  and  filling  up  the  vacancy; 
how  much  he  reposed  on  the  gentle  look  of  aflbc- 
tion,  the  pleasant  voice,  the  watchful  thoughtful- 
ness  that  never  left  anything  undone  that  she  could 
do  for  his  pleasure.  Perhaps  he  did  not  know  it 
himself.  .She  was  not  sure  he  even  noticed  many  of 
the  little  things  she  daily  did  or  tried  to  do  for  mm. 
Always  silent  and  reserved,  he  was  more  so  now 
than  ever ;  she  saw  him  little,  and  very  seldom  long 
at  a  time,  unless  when  they  were  riding  to  church 
together;  he  was  always  in  his  study  or  abroad. 
But  the  trifles  she  thought  he  did  not  see  were 
noted  and  registered,  and  repaid  with  all  the  affec- 
tion he  had  to  give. 

As  for  Mr.  John,  it  never  came  into  EUen's  head 
to  think  whether  she  was  a  comfort  to  him ;  he  was 
a  comfort  to  her;  she  looked  at  it  in  quite  another 
point  of  view.  He  had  gone  to  his  old  sleeping- 
room  up-stairs,  which  Margery  had  settled  with 
herself  he  would  make  his  study  ;  and  for  that  he 
had  taken  the  sitting-room.  This  was  Ellen's  study 
too,  so  she  was  constantly  with  him ;  and  of  the 
quietest  she  thought  her  movements  would  have 
to  be. 

"  What  are  you  stepping  so  softly  for  ?"  said  he 
one  day,  catching  her  nana  as  she  was  passing  near 
him. 

"Tou  were  busy — I  thought  you  were  busy," 
said  Ellen. 

"And  what  then?" 

"  I  was  afiraid  of  disturbing  you." 

"  You  never  disturb  me,"  said  he  ; — "  you  need 
not  fear  it.     Step  as  you  please,  and  do  not  shut 
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the  doors  careAilly.     I  see  and  hear  jou. ;  bat  with- 
out any  disturbance." 

Ellen  found  it  was  so.  But  she  was  an  excep- 
tion to  the  general  rule;  other  people  disturbed 
him,  as  she  had  one  or  two  occasions  of  knowing. 

Of  one  thing  she  was  perfectly  sure,  whatever  he 
might  be  doing, — that  he  saw  and  heard  her ;  and 
equally  sure  that  if  anything  were  not  right  she 
should  sooner  or  later  hear  of  it.  But  this  was  a 
censorship  EUen  rather  loved  than  feared.  In  the 
first  place,  she  was  never  misunderstood;  in  the 
second,  however  ironical  and  severe  he  might  be  to 
others,  and  EUen  knew  he  could  be  both  when 
there  was  occasion,  he  never  was  either  to  her. 
With  great  plainness  always,  but  with  an  equally 
happy  choice  of  time  and  manner,  he  either  said  or 
looked  what  he  wished  her  to  understand.  This 
happened  indeed  only  about  comparative  trifles ; 
to  have  seriously  displeased  him,  !E91en  would  have 
thought  the  last  great  evil  that  could  fall  upon  her 
in  this  world. 

One  day  Margery  came  into  the  room  with  a 
paper  in  her  hand. 

"  Miss  Ellen,"  said  she  in  a  low  tone, — "  here  is 
Anthony  Eox  again — he  has  brought  another  of 
his  curious  letters  that  he  wants  to  know  if  Miss 
EUen  will  be  so  good  as  to  write  out  for  him  once 
more.  He  says  he  is  ashamed  to  trouble  you  so 
much." 

EUen  was  reading,  comfortably  ensconced  in  the 
comer  of  the  wide  sofa.  She  gave  a  glance,  a  most 
ungratified  one,  at  the  very  original  document  in 
Margery's  hand.     Unpromising  it  certainly  looked. 

"Another!  Dear  me! — I  wonder  if  there  is 
not  somebody  else  he  could  get  to  do  it  for  him. 
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Margery?  I  think  I  have  had  my  share.  Tou 
do  not  know  what  a  piece  of  work  it  is,  to  copy  out 
one  of  those  scrawls.  It  takes  me  ever  so  long  in 
the  first  place  to  find  what  he  has  written,  and  then 
to  put  it  so  that  any  one  else  can  make  sense  of  it 
— I  have  got  about  enough  of  it.  Do  you  not 
suppose  he  could  find  plenty  of  other  people  to  do 
it  for  him  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,  Miss  Ellen, — I  suppose  he  could." 

"  Then  ask  him,  do  ;  wont  you,  Margery  ?  I 
am  so  tired  of  it !  and  this  is  the  third  one  ;  and  I 
have  got  something  else  to  do.  Ask  him  if  there 
is  not  somebody  else  he  can  get  to  do  it ; — if  there 
is  not,  I  will ; — tell  him  I  am  busy." 

Margery  withdrew  and  Ellen  buried  herself  again 
in  her  book.  Anthony  Eox  was  a  poor  Irishman, 
whose  uncouth  attempts  at  a  letter  Ellen  had  once 
offered  to  write  out  and  make  straight  for  him, 
upon  hearing  Margery  tell  of  his  lamenting  that 
he  could  nor  make  one  fit  to  send  home  to  his 
mother. 

Presently  Margery  came  in  again,  stopping  this 
time  at  the  table  which  Mr.  John  had  pushed  to 
the  further  side  of  the  room  to  get  away  from  the 
fire. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  she  said, — "  I  am 
ashamed  to  be  so  troublesome, — but  this  Irish 
body,  this  Anthony  Eox,  has  begged  me,  and  I 
didn't  know  how  to  refuse  him,  to  come  in  and 
ask  for  a  sheet  of  paper  and  a  pen  for  him,  sir, — 
he  wants  to  copy  a  letter, — if  Mr.  John  would  be 
so  good ;  a  quill  pen,  sir,  if  you  please ;  he  cannot 
write  with  any  other." 

"  No,"  said  John,  coolly.     "  Ellen  will  do  it." 

Margery  looked  in  some  doubt  frora  the  table  to 
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the  sofa,  but  Ellen  instantly  rose  up  and  with  a 
burning  cheek  came  forward  and  took  the  paper 
from  the  hand  where  Margery  still  held  it. 

"  Ask  him  to  wait  a  little  while,  Margery,"  she 
said  hurriedly, — "  I  will  do  it  as  soon  as  I  can, — 
tell  him  in  half  an  hour." 

It  was  not  a  yery  easy  nor  quick  job.  Ellen 
worked  at  it  patiently,  and  finished  it  well  by  the 
end  of  the  half  hour ;  though  with  a  burning  cheek 
still ;  and  a  dimness  over  her  eyes  frequently 
obliged  her  to  stop  till  she  could  clear  them.  It 
was  done,  and  she  carried  it  out  to  the  kitchen 
herself. 

The  poor  man's  thanks  wefce  very"  warm;  but 
that  was  not  what  EUen  wanted.  She  could  not 
rest  tm  she  had  got  another  word  from  her  brother. 
He  was  busy ;  she  dared  not  speak  to  him ;  she  sat 
fidgeting  and  uneasy  in  the  comer  of  the  sofa  till 
it  was  time  to  get  ready  for  riding.  She  had  plenty 
of  time  to  make  up  her  mind  about  the  right  and 
the  wrong  of  her  own  conduct. 

During  the  ride  he  was  just  as  uBual,  and  she 
began  to  think  he  did  not  mean  to  say  anything 
more  on  the  matter.  Pleasant  talk  and  pleasant 
exercise  had  almost  driven  it  out  of  her  head,  when 
as  they  were  walking  their  horses  over  a  level  place, 
he  suddenly  began. 

"  Bjr-the-by,  you  are  too  busy,  EUie,"  said  he. 
"Which  of  your  studies  shall  we  cut  off?" 

"  Please,  Mr.  John,"  said  Ellen  blushing, — "  do 
not  say  anythiug  about  that !  I  was  not  studying 
at  aU — I  was  just  amusing  myself  with  a  book — I 
was  only  selfish  and  lazy." 

"  Onlf/ — I  would  rather  you  were  too  busy,  EUie." 

Ellen's  eyes  filled. 
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"I  was  wrong,"  she  said, — "I  knew  it  at  the 
time,  —at  least  as  soon  as  you  spoke  I  knew  it ;  and 
a  little  before ;  I  was  very  wrong !" 

And  hi»  keen  eye  saw  that  the  confession  was 
not  out  of  compliment  to  him  merely ;  it  came  from 
the  heart. 

"You  are  right  now,"  he  said  smiling.  "But 
how  are  your  reins  ?" 

EUen's  heart  was  at  rest  again. 

"01  forgot  them,"  said  she  gaily, — "  I  was 
thinking  of  something  else." 

"  You  must  not  tafi[  when  you  are  riding,  unless 
you  can  contrive  to  manage  two  things  at  once ; 
and  no  more  lose  command  of  your  horse  than  you 
would  of  yourself." 

EUen's  eye  met  his  with  all  the  contrition,  affec- 
tion, and  ingenuousness  that  even  he  wished  to  see 
there  ;  and  they  put  their  horses  to  the  canter. 

This  winter  was  in  many  ways  a  very  precious 
one  to  EUen.  French  gave  her  now  no  trouble ; 
she  was  a  clever  arithmetician ;  she  knew  geogra- 
phy admirably,  and  was  tolerably  at  home  in  both 
English  and  American  history ;  the  way  was  cleared 
for  the  course  of  improvement  in  which  her  bro- 
ther's hand  led  and  helped  her.  She  began  Latin ; 
carried  on  the  study  of  natural  philosophy  which 
they  had  begun  the  vear  before,  which,  with  his 
instructions,  was  perfectly  delightful  to  EUen ;  he 
gave  her  some  works  of  harder  reading  than  she  had 
yet  tried,  besides  histories  in  Erench  and  English, 
and  higher  branches  of  arithmetic.  These  things 
were  not  crowded  together  sa  as  to  fatigue,  nor 
hurried  through  so  as  to  overload.  CarefuUy  and 
thoroughly  she  was  obliged  to  go  through  every 
subject  they  entered  upon ;  and  just  at  that  age, 
opening  as  her  understanding  was,  it  grappled 
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eagerly  with  all  that  he  gave  her,  as  well  from  lore 
to  learning  as  from  love  to  him.  In  reading  too, 
she  began  to  take  new  and  strong  delight.  Espe- 
cially two  or  three  new  English  periocucals,  which 
John  sent  for  on  purpose,  were  mines  of  pleasure 
to  Ellen.  There  was  no  fiction  in  them  either; 
they  were  as  full  of  instruction  as  of  interest.  At 
all  times  of  the  day  and  night,  in  her  intervals  of 
business,  Ellen  might  be  seen  with  one  of  these  in 
her  hand ;  nestled  among  the  cushions  of  the  sofa, 
or  on  a  little  bench  by  the  side  of  the  fireplace  in 
the  twilight,  where  she  could  have  the  benefit  of 
the  blaze,  by  which  she  loved  to  read  as  well  as 
ever.  Sorrowful  remembrances  were  then  flown, 
all  things  present  were  out  of  view,  and  Ellen's 
face  was  dreamingly  happy. 

It  was  well  that  there  was  always  somebody 
near,  who  never  lost  sight  of  her.  If  ever  EUen 
was  in  danger  of  bending  too  long  over  her  studies 
or  indulging  herself  too  much  in  the  sofa-comer, 
she  was  sure  to  be  broken  off  to  take  an  hour  or 
two  of  smart  exercise,  riding  or  walking,  or  to 
recite  some  lesson  (and  their  recitations  were  very 
lively  things),  or  to  read  aloud,  or  to  talk.  Some- 
times if  he  saw  that  she  seemed  to  be  drooping  or 
a  little  sad,  he  would  come  and  sit  down  by  her 
side  or  call  her,  find  out  what  she  was  thinking 
about ;  and  then,  instead  of  slurring  it  over,  talk  of 
it  fairly  and  set  it  before  her  in  such  a  Ught  that  it 
was  impossible  to  think  of  it  again  gloomily,  for 
that  day  at  least.  Sometimes  he  took  other  means ; 
but  never  when  he  was  present  allowed  her  lone  to 
look  weary  or  sorrowful.  He  often  read  to  her, 
and  every  day  made  her  read  aloud  to  him.  This 
Ellen  disliked  very  much  at  first,  and  ended  with 
liking  it  as  much.     She  had  an  admirable  teacher. 
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He  taught  her  how  to  manage  her  voice  and  how 
to  manage  the  language ;  in  both  which  he  excelled 
himself,  and  was  determined  that  she  should  ;  and 
besides  this  their  reading  often  led  to  talking  that 
Ellen  delighted  in.  Always  when  he  was  making 
copies  for  her  she  read  to  him,  and  once  at  any 
rate  in  the  course  of  the  day. 

Every  day  when  the  weather  would  permit,  the 
Black  Prince  and  the  Brownie  with  their  respec- 
tive riders  might  be  seen  abroad  in  the  country, 
far  and  wide.  In  the  course  of  their  rides  Ellen's 
horsemanship  was  diligently  perfected.  Very  often 
their  turning  place  was  on  the  top  of  the  Oat's 
Back,  and  the  horses  had  a  rest  and  Mrs.  Vawse  a 
visit  before  they  went  down  again.  They  had  long 
walks  too,  by  hill  and  dale;  pleasantly  silent  or 
pleasantly  talkative, — all  pleasant  to  Ellen  ! 

Her  only  lonely  or  sorrowful  time  was  when 
John  had  gone  to  Bandolph.  It  began  early  on 
Saturday  morning,  and  perhaps  ended  with  Sun- 
day night ;  for  all  Monday  was  hope  and  expecta- 
tion. Even  on  Saturday  she  had  not  much  time  to 
mope ;  that  was  the  day  for  her  great  week's  mend- 
ing. When  John  was  gone  and  her  morning 
affairs  were  finished,  Ellen  brought  out  her  work 
basket,  and  established  herself  on  the  so&  for  a 
quiet  day's  sewing,  without  the  least  fear  of  inter- 
ruption. But  sewing  did  not  always  hinder  think- 
ing. And  then  certainly  the  room  did  seem  very 
empty,  and  very  still;  and  the  clock,  which  she 
never  heard  the  rest  of  the  week,  kept  ticking  an 
ungracious  reminder  that  she  was  alone.  Ellen 
would  sometimes  forget  it  in  the  intense  interest 
of  some  nice  little  piece  of  repair  which  must  be 
exquisitely  done  in  a  wristband  or  a  glove;  and 
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then  perhaps  Margery  would  softly  open  the  door 
and  come  in. 

"  Miss  EUen,  dear,  you're  lonesome  enough ;  ian't 
there  something  I  can  do  for  you  ?  I  can't  rest  for 
thiTikiTig  of  your  being  here  all  by  yoursdf." 

«  O,  neTer  mind  M^ery,"  saii  ^°j  smiling,- 
"  I  am  doing  very  well,  i  am  living  in  hopes  of 
Monday.  Come  and  look  here,  Margery, — how  will 
that  do  ? — don't  you  think  I  am  learning  to  mend  P" 

"  It's  beauti^  Miss  Ellen !  I  can't  make  out 
how  you've  learned  so  quick.  I'll  tell  Mr.  John 
some  time  who  does  these  things  for  him." 

"  No,  indeed,  Margery !  do  not.  Please  not,  Mar- 
gery. I  like  to  do  it  very  much  indeed,  but  I  do 
not  want  he  should  know  it,  nor  Mr.  Humphreys. 
Now  you  will  not,  Margery,  will  you  ?  " 

"  Miss  Ellen,  dear,  I  wouldn't  do  the  least  little 
thing  as  would  be  worrisome  to  you  for  the  whole 
world.     Aren't  you  tired  sitting  here  all  alone  ?  " 

"  O,  sometimes,  a  little,"  said  Ellen,  sighing.  "  I 
can't  help  that,  you  know." 

"  I  feel  it  even  out  there  in  the  kitchen,"  said 
Margery ; — "  I  feel  it  lonesome  hearing  the  houise 
so  still ;  I  miss  the  want  of  Mr.  John's  step  up  and 
down  the  room.  How  fond  he  is  of  walking  so,  to 
be  sure !  How  do  you  manage,  Miss  Ellen,  with 
him  making  his  study  here  ?  don't  you  have  to  keep 
uncommon  quiet  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Ellen, — "no  quieter  than  I  like.  I 
do  just  as  I  wish." 

"  I  thought,  to  be  sure,"  said  Margery,  "  he  would 
have  taken  up-stairs  for  his  study,  or  the  next 
room,  one  or  t'other ;  he  used  to  be  mighty  parti- 
cular in  old  times ;  he  didn't  like  to  have  anybody 
round  when  he  was  busy ;  but  I  am  glad  he  is  u- 
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tered,  however ;  it  is  better  for  you,  Miss  Ellen, 
dear,  though  I  didn't  know  how  you  was  ever  going 
to  make  out  at  first." 

Ellen  thought  for  a  minute,  when  Margery  was 
gone,  whether  it  could  be  that  John  was  putting  a 
force  upon  his  liking  for  her  sake,  bearing  her  pre- 
sence when  he  would  rather  have  been  without  it. 
But  she  thought  of  it  only  a  minute ;  she  was  sure, 
when  she  recollected  herself,  that,  however  it  hap- 
pened, she  was  no  hindrance  to  him  in  any  kind  of 
work ;  that  she  went  out  and  came  in,  and  as  he 
had  said,  he  saw  and  heard  her  without  any  dis- 
turbance. Besides,  he  had  said  so ;  and  that  was 
enough. 

Saturday  evening  she  generally  contrived  to  busy 
herself  in  her  books.  But  when  Sunday  morning 
came  with  its  calmness  and  brightness ;  when  the 
business  of  the  week  was  put  away,  and  quietness 
abroad  and  at  home  invited  to  recollection,  then 
Ellen's  thoughts  went  back  to  old  times,  and  then 
she  missed  the  cabn  sweet  face  that  had  agreed  so 
well  with  the  day.  She  missed  her  in  the  morning 
when  the  early  sun  streamed  in  through  the  emply 
room.  She  missed  her  at  the  breakfast-table,  where 
John  was  not  to  take  her  place.  On  the  ride  to 
church,  where  Mr.  Humphreys  was  now  her  silent 
companion,  and  every  tree  in  the  road  and  every 
opening  in  the  landscape  seemed  to  call  for  Alice 
to  see  it  with  her.  Very  much  she  missed  her  in 
church.  The  empty  seat  beside  her, — the  unused 
hymn-book  on  the  shelf, — the  want  of  her  sweet 
voice  in  the  singing,-— oh,  how  it  went  to  Ellen's 
heart !  And  Mr.  Humphreys'  grave,  steadfast  look 
and  tone  kept  it  in  her  mind ;  she  saw  it  was  in  his. 
Those  Sunday  mornings  tried  Ellen.  At  first  they 
were  bitterly  sad ;  her  tears  used  to  flow  abundantly 
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wbenever  they  could  unseen     Time  softened  this 
feeling. 

Wtole  Mr.  Humphreys  went  on  to  his  second 
service  in  the  village  beyond,  Ellen  stayed  at 
Carra-carra,  and  tried  to  teach  a  Sunday  schooL 
She  determined,  as  far  as  she  could,  to  supply 
beyond  the  home  circle  the  loss  that  was  not 
felt  only  there.  She  was  able  however  to  ga- 
ther together  but  her  own  four  children,  whom 
she  had  constantly  taught  from  the  beginnings 
and  two  others.  The  rest  were  scattered.  After 
her  lunch,  which,  as  she  had  no  companion  but 
Margery,  was  now  a  short  one,  EUen  went  next  to 
the  two  old  women  that  Alice  had  been  accustomed 
to  attend  for  the  purpose  of  reading,  and  what 
EUen  called  preaching.  These  poor  old  people  had 
sadly  lamented  the  loss  of  the  faithful  fhend  whose 
place  they  never  expected  to  see  supplied  in  this 
world,  and  whose  kmdness  had  constantly  sweet- 
ened their  lives  with  one  great  pleasure  a  week. 
EUen  felt  afraid  to  take  so  much  upon  herself,  as 
to  attempt  for  them  what  Alice  had  done ;  how- 
ever she  resolved ;  and  at  the  very  first  attempt  their 
gratitude  and  joy  far  overpaid  her  for  the  effort 
she  had  made.  Practice  and  the  motive  she  had 
soon  enabled  EUen  to  remember  and  repeat  faith- 
fuUy  the  greater  part  of  Mr.  Humphreys'  morning 
sermon.  Reading  the  Bible  to  Mrs.  Blockson  was 
easy ;  she  had  often  done  that ;  and  to  repair  the 
loss  of  Alice's  pleasant  comments  and  explana- 
tions she  bethought  her  of  her  PUgrim's  Progress. 
To  her  deUght  the  old  woman  heard  it  greedily, 
and  seemed  to  take  great  comfort  in  it ;  often  re- 
ferring to  what  EUen  had  read  before,  and  begging 
to  hear  such  a  piece  over  again.  EUen  generaUy 
went  home  pretty  thoroughly  tired,  yet  feeling 


THE  WIDE,  WIDE  WOBIiD.  841 

happy ;  the  pleasure  of  doing  good  still  Beup  over- 
balmced  the  pains. 

Sunday  evening  was  another  lonely  time ;  Ellen 
spent  it  as  best  she  could.  Sometimes  with  her 
Bible  and  prayer,  and  then  she  ceased  to  be 
lonely ;  sometimes  with  so  many  pleasant  thoughts 
that  had  sprung  up  out  of  the  employments  of  the 
morning  that  she  could  not  be  sorrowful;  some- 
times she  could  not  help  being  both.  In  any  case, 
she  was  very  apt,  when  the  darkness  came  on,  to 
sing  hymns ;  and  it  grew  to  be  a  habit  with  Mr. 
Humphreys,  when  he  heard  her,  to  come  out  of  his 
study  and  lie  down  upon  the  sofa  and  listen,  suffermg 
no  fight  in  the  room  but  that  of  the  fire.  EUen 
never  was  better  pleased  than  when  her  Sunday 
eveniQffs  were  thus  spent.  She  sang  with  wonder- 
M  picture  when  she  sang  for  himf  and  she  made 
it  her  business  to  fill  her  memory  with  all  the 
beautiful  hymns  she  ever  knew  or  could  find,  or  that 
he  liked  particularly. 

"With  the  first  opening  of  her  eyes  on  Monday 
morning  came  the  tnought,  "  John  will  be  at  home 
to-day !  "  That  was  enough  to  carry  EUen  plea- 
santly through  whatever  the  day  might  bring. 
She  generally  kept  her  mending  of  stockings  for 
Monday  morning,  because  with  that  thought  in 
her  head  she  did  not  mind  anything.  She  had 
no  visits  from  Margery  on  Monday;  but  EUen 
sang  over  her  work,  sprang  about  with  happy 
energy,  and  studied  her  hardest ;  for  John  in  what 
he  expected  her  to  do  made  no  calculations  for 
work  of  which  he  knew  nothing.  He  was  never  at 
home  tiU  late  in  the  day ;  and  when  EUen  had 
done  all  she  had  to  do  and  set  the  supper-table 
with  punctUious  care,  and  a  face  of  busy  happi- 
ness   it   would   have  been  a  pleasure  to   see    if 

Qt  Qt  *! 
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there  had  been  any  one  to  look  at  it,  she  would 
take  what  happened  to  be  the  favourite  book,  and 
plant  herself  near  the  glass  door,  like  a  very  epi- 
cure, to  enjoy  both  the  present  and  the  future  at 
once.  Even  then  the  present  often  made  her  for- 
get the  future;  she  would  be  lost  in  her  book, 
nerhaps  hunting  the  elephant  in  India,  or  fighting 
Nelson's  battles  over  again,  and  the  first  news  she 
would  have  of  that  for  which  she  had  set  herself 
there  to  watch  would  be  the  click  of  the  door-lock 
or  a  tap  on  the  glass,  for  the  horse  was  almost 
always  left  at  the  further  door.  Back  then  she 
came,  from  India  or  the  Nile;  down  went  the 
book ;  EUen  had  no  more  thought  but  for  what 
was  before  her. 

For  the  rest  of  that  evening  the  measure  of 
EUen's  happiness  was  full.  It  did  not  matter 
whether  John  were  in  a  talkative  or  a  thoughtful 
mood ;  whether  he  spoke  to  her  and  looked  at  her 
or  not ;  it  was  pleasure  enough  to  feel  that  he  was 
there.  She  was  perfectly  satisfied  merely  to  sit 
down  near  him,  though  she  did  not  get  a  word  by 
the  hour  together. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

Ke  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  doud. 

Chatjcbe. 

One  Monday  evening,  John  being  tired,  was  rest- 
ing in  the  comer  of  the  sofa.  The  silence  had 
lasted  a  long  time.  EUen  thought  so,  and  standing 
near,  she  by-and-by  put  her  hand  ffently  into  one  of 
his  which  he  was  tioughtfiiUv  piling  through  the 
locks  of  his  hair.  Her  hand,  was  clasped  immedi- 
ately, and  quitting  his  abstracted  look  he  asked 
what  she  had  been  doing  that  day?  Ellen's 
thoughts  went  back  to  mending  stocKings  and  a 
long  rent  in  her  dress  ;  she  merely  answered,  smi- 
ling, that  she  had  been  busy. 

"  Too  busy,  I  am  a&aid.  Come  round  here  and 
sit  down.     "What  have  you  been  busy  about  ?  *' 

EUen  never  thought  of  trying  to  evade  a  question 
of  his.  She  coloured  and  hesitated.  He  did  not 
press  it  any  further. 

"  Mr.  John,"  said  EUen,  when  the  sUence  seemed 
to  have  set  in  again, — "  there  is  something  I  have 
been  wanting  to  ask  you  this  great  while, — ** 

"  Why  has  it  not  been  asked  this  great  whUe  ?" 

"  I  did  not  quite  like  ; — I  did  not  know  what  you 
would  say  to  it." 

•*  I  am  sorry  I  am  at  aU  terrible  to  you,  EUie." 

"  Why  you  are  not ! "  said  EUen,  laughing, — "  how 
you  talk !  but  I  do  not  much  like  to  ask  people 
things." 


844  THS  WIDE,  WIDE  WOBLD. 

"  I  do  not  know  about  that,"  said  he,  smiling ; — 
"my  memory  rather  seems  to  say  that  you  ask 
things  pretty  often." 

"  Ah  yes, — those  things, — but  I  mean — I  do  not 
like  to  ask  things  when  I  not  quite  sure  how  people 
will  like  it." 

"  Tou  are  right,  certainly,  to  hesitate  when  you 
are  doubtM  in  such  a  matter ;  but  it  is  best  not  to 
be  doubtM  when  I  am  concerned." 

""Well,"  said  Ellen, — "I  wished  very  much — ^I 
was  going  to  ask— if  you  would  have  any  objection 
to  let  me  read  one  of  your  sermons." 

"None  in  the  world,  Bllie,"  said  he  smiling, — 
"  but  they  have  never  been  written  yet." 

"Not  written!" 

"No— there  is  all  I  had  to  guide  me  yester- 
day." 

"  A  half  sheet  of  paper ! — and  only  written  on 
one  side ! — 0  I  can  make  nothing  of  this.  What  is 
thU?  Hebrew?" 

"  Shorthand." 

"  And  is  that  all !  I  cannot  understand  it,"  said 
Ellen,  sighing  as  she  gave  back  the  paper. 

"  What  if  you  were  to  go  with  me  next  time  ? 
They  want  to  see  you  very  much  at  Ventnor." 

"  So  do  I  want  to  see  them,"  said  Ellen, — "  very 
much  indeed." 

"  Mrs.  Marshman  sent  a  most  earnest  request  by 
me  that  you  would  come  to  her  the  next  time  I  go 
to  Bandolph." 

EUen  gave  the  matter  a  very  serious  considera- 
tion, if  one  might  judge  by  her  face. 

"  WTiat  do  you  say  to  it  ?" 

"I  should  like  to  go — very  much,"  said  Ellen 
slowh',— "  but—" 

"  !But  you  do  not  think  it  would  be  pleasant  ?" 
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"  No,  no,"  said  Ellen,  laughing, — "  I  do  not  mean 
that ;  but  I  think  I  would  rather  not." 

"Why?" 

"  0 — I  have  some  reasons." 

"  Tou  must  give  me  very  good  ones,  or  I  think  I 
shall  overrule  your  decision,  EUie." 

"  I  have  very  good  ones, — aplenty  of  them, — 
only — " 

A  glance,  somewhat  comical  in  its  keenness,  over- 
turned Ellen's  hesitation. 

"  I  have  indeed,"  said  she,  laughing, — "  only  I  did 
not  want  to  teU  you.  The  reason  why  I  did  not 
wish  to  go  was  because  I  thought  I  should  be  missed. 
Tou  do  not  know  how  much  I  miss  you,"  said  she 
with  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"That  is  what  I  was  afraid  of!  Tour  reasons 
make  against  you,  Ellie." 

"  I  hope  not ; — I  do  not  think  they  ought." 

"But  Ellie,  I  am  very  sure  my  father  would 
rather  miss  you  once  or  twice  than  have  you  want 
what  would  be  good  for  you." 

"  I  know  that !  I  am  sure  of  that ;  but  that  does 
not  alter  my  feeling,  you  know.  And  besides — 
that  is  not  .aU." 

"  Who  else  will  miss  you  ?" 

EUen's  quick  look  seemed  to  say  that  he  knew 
too  much  alreac^,  and  that  she  did  not  wish  him  to 
know  more.  He  did  not  repeat  the  question,  but 
EUen  felt  that  her  secret  was  no  longer  entirely  her 
own. 

"  And  what  do  you  do,  Ellie,  when  you  feel 
lonely?"  he  went  on  presently. 

EUen's  eyes  watered  at  the  tone  in  which  these 
words  were  spoken ;  she  answered,  "  Different 
things." 

"  The  best  remedy  for  it  is  prayer.     In  seeking 
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the  face  of  our  best  Friend  we  forget  the  lo89  of 
others.  That  is  what  I  try,  EDie,  when  I  feel 
alone  : — do  you  try  it  ?'*  said  he  softly. 

Ellen  looked  up ;  she  could  not  well  speak  at 
that  moment. 

"  There  is  an  antidote  in  that  for  every  trouble* 
You  know  who  said, '  he  that  eometh  to  Me  shall 
never  hunger,  and  he  that  believeth  on  Me  shall 
never  thirst.*" 

"  It  troubles  me,"  said  he  after  a  pause,  "  to 
leave  you  so  much  alone.  I  do  not  know  that  it 
were  not  best  to  take  you  with  me  eveiy  week." 

"  0  no !"  said  Ellen—"  do  not  think  of  me.  I 
do  not  mind  it  indeed.  I  do  not  always  feel  so-^ 
sometimes, — ^but  I  get  on  very  well ;  and  I  would 
rather  stay  here,  indeed  I  would.  I  am  always 
happy  as  soon  as  Monday  morning  comes." 

He  rose  up  suddenly  and  began  to  walk  up  and 
down  the  room.  ^ 

"  Mr.  John—" 

"  What  EUie  ?" 

"  I  do  sometimes  seek  His  face  very  mack  when 
I  cannot  find  it." 

She  hid  her  face  in  the  sofa-cushion.  He  was 
silent  a  few  miautes,  and  then  stopped  his  walk. 

**  There  is  something  wrong  ttien  with  you, 
EUie,"  he  said  gently.  "  How  has  it  been  through 
the  week?  If  you  can  let  day  after  day  pass 
without  remembering  your  best  Eriend,  it  may  be 
that  when  you  feel  the  want  you  will  not  readily 
find  Him.  How  is  it  daily,  EUie  ?  Is  seeking  His 
face  your  first  concern  ?  do  you  give  a  sufficient 
time  faithfully  to  your  Bible  and  prayer  ?" 

EUen  shook  her  head;  no  words  were  possible. 
He  took  up  his  walk  again.  The  silence  had  lasted 
a  length  of  time,  and  he  was  stiU  walking  when 
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Ellen  came  to  his  side  and  laid  lier  hand  on  his 
arm. 

"  Have  you  settled  that  question  with  your 
conscience,  EUie  ?" 

She  weepingly  answered,  "Yes."  They  walked  a 
few  turns  up  and  down. 

""Win  you  promise  me,  Ellie,  that  every  day 
when  it  shall  be  possible,  you  will  give  an  hour  at 
least  to  this  business  ? — ^whatever  else  may  be  done 
or  undone?" 

EUen  promised ;  and  then  with  her  hand  in  his, 
they  continued  their  walk  through  the  room  till 
Mr.  Humphreys  and  the  servants  came  in.  Her 
brother's  prayer  that  night  EUen  never  forgot. 

No  more  was  said  at  that  time  about  her  going 
to  Ventnor.  But  a  week  or  two  affcer  John 
smilingly  told  her  to  arrange  all  her  private  affairs, 
and  to  let  her  firiends  know  they  need  not  expect 
her  the  next  Sunday,  for  that  he  was  going  to  take 
her  with  him.  As  she  saw  that  he  had  made  up  his 
mind,  EUen  said  nothing  in  the  way  of  objectmg; 
and  now  that  the  decision  was  taken  from  her,  she 
was  reaUy  very  glad  to  go.  She  arranged  every- 
thing, as  he  had  said ;  and  was  ready  on  Saturday 
morning  to  set  off  with  a  very  light  neart. 

They  went  in  the  sleigh.  In  a  happy  quiet 
mood  of  mind,  EUen  enjoyed  everything  exceed- 
ingly. She  had  not  been  at  Ventnor  for  several 
months;  the  change  of  scene  was  very  grateful. 
She  could  not  help  thinking,  as  they  sUd  along 
smoothly  and  swimy  over  the  hard-frozen  snow, 
that  it  was  a  good  deal  pleasanter,  for  once,  than 
sitting  alone  in  the  parlour  at  home  with  her  work- 
basket.  Those  days  of  solitary  duty,  however,  had 
)repared  her  for  the  pleasure  of  this  one ;  EUen 

lew  that,  and  was  ready  to  be  thankful  for  every- 
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thing.  Throughout  the  whole  journey,  whether  the 
eye  and  mind  silently  indulged  in  roving,  or  still 
better  loved  conversation  interrupted  that,  as  it 
often  did,  Ellen  was  in  a  state  of  most  unmixed  and 
unruffled  satisfaction.  John  had  not  the  slightest 
reason  to  doubt  the  correctness  of  his  judgment  in 
bringing  her.  He  stayed  but  a  moment  at  Ventnor, 
and  leaving  her  there,  proceeded  to  Eandolph. 

EUen  was  received  as  a  precious  loan  that  must 
be  taken  the  greatest  care  of,  and  enjoyed  as  much 
as  possible  while  one  has  it.  Mrs.  Marshman  and 
Mrs.  Chauncey  treated  her  as  if  she  had  been  their 
own  chUd.  Ellen  Chauncey  overwhelmed  her  with 
joyful  caresses,  and  could  scarcely  let  her  out  of 
arms  by  night  or  by  day.  She  was  more  than  ever 
Mr.  Marshman' s  pet;  but  indeed  she  was  well- 
petted  by  aU  the  family.    It  was  a  very  happy  visit. 

Even  Sunday  left  nothing  to  be  wisned.  To  her 
great  joy,  not  only  Mrs.  Chauncey  went  with  her 
in  the  morning  to  hear  her  brother  (for  his  church 
was  not  the  one  the  family  attended),  but  the  car- 
riage was  ordered  in  the  afternoon  also ;  and  Mrs. 
Chauncey  and  her  daughter  and  Miss  Sophia  went 
with  her  again.  When  they  returned.  Miss  Sophia, 
who  had  taken  a  very  great  fancy  to  her,  brought 
her  into  her  own  room,  and  made  her  lie  down  with 
her  upon  the  bed,  though  EUen  insisted  she  was 
not  tired. 

"  Well,  you  ought  to  be,  if  you  are  not,"  said  the 
lady.  "  I  am.  Keep  away,  Ellen  Chauncey — ^you 
cannot  be  anywhere  without  talking.  Tou  can  live 
without  Ellen  for  half-an-hour,  cannot  you  ?  Leave 
us  a  little  while  in  quiet." 

Ellen  for  her  part  was  quite  willing  to  be  quiet. 
But  Miss  Sophia  was  not  sleepy,  and,  as  it  soon 
appeared,  had  no  intention  of  being  silent  herself. 
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"  Well,  how  do  you  like  your  brother  in  the  pul- 
pit ?"  she  began. 

"  I  like  him  anywhere,  ma*  am,"  said  EUen,  smil- 
ing a  very  unequivocal  smile. 

"  I  thought  he  would  have  come  here  with  you 
last  night ; — it  is  very  mean  of  him !  He  never 
comes  near  us  ;  he  always  goes  to  some  wretched 
little  lodging  or  place  in  the  town  there  ; — always ; 
never  so  much  as  looks  at  Ventnor,  unless  some- 
times he  may  stop  for  a  minute  at  the  door." 

«  He  said  he  would  come  here  to-night,"  said 
EUen. 

"  Amazing  condescension  iq  him !  However,  he 
is  not  like  anybody  else  ;  I  suppose  we  must  not 
judge  him  by  common  rules.  How  is  Mr.  Hum- 
phreys, EUen  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,  ma'am,"  said  EUen, — "it  is 
hard  to  teU ;  he  does  not  say  much.  I  think  he  is 
rather  more  cheerful — if  anything — than  I  expected 
he  would  be." 

"  And  how  do  you  get  on  there,  poor  child !  with 
only  two  such  grave  people  about  you?" 

"I  get  on  very  weU,  ma'am,"  said  EUen,  with 
what  Miss  Sophia  thought  a  somewhat  ciuious 
smile. 

"  I  believe  you  wOl  grow  to  be  as  sober  as  the 
rest  of  them,"  said  she.  "How  does  Mr.  John 
behave  ?" 

EUen  turned  so  indubitably  curious  a  look  upon 
her  at  this,  that  Miss  Sophia  half  laughed  and 
went  on. 

"  Mr.  Humphreys  was  not  always  as  sUent  and 
reserved  as  he  is  now ;  I  remember  him  when  he 
was  different ; — though  I  do  not  think  he  ever  was 
much  Hke  his  son.     Did  you  ever  hear  about  it  ?'* 

"  About  what,  ma'am  ?" 

H   H 
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''  0  all  about  his  coming  to  this  country,  and 
what  brought  him  to  Carrarcarra  ?" 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  My  father,  you  see,  had  come  out  long  before, 
but  the  two  families  had  been  always  very  mtimate 
in  England,  and  it  was  kept  up  after  he  came  away. 
He  was  a  particular  friend  of  an  elder  brother  of 
Mr.  Humphreys ;  his  estate  and  my  grandfather's 
lay  very  near  each  other ;  and  besides,  there  were 
other  things  that  drew  them  to  each  other; — he 
married  my  aunt,  for  one.  My  father  made  several 
journeys  to  England  in  the  course  of  years,  and  so 
Kept  up  his  attachment  to  the  whole  family,  you 
know;  and  he  became  very  desirous  to  get  Mr. 
HumpluOTS  over  here, — ^this  Mr.  Humphreys,  you 
know.  He  was  the  younger  brother.  He  had  not 
anything  then  but  his  living,  and  that  was  a  small 
one ;  he  had  some  property  left  him  though,  just 
before  he  came  to  America." 

"But  Miss  Sophia" — Ellen  hesitated, — "are 
you  sure  they  would  like  I  should  hear  all  this  ?" 

"  Why  yes,  child ! — of  course  they  would !  every- 
body knows  it.  Some  things  made  Mr.  Humphreys 
as  willing  to  leave  England  about  that  time  as  my 
father  was  to  have  him.  An  excellent  post  was  of- 
fered him  in  one  of  the  best  institutions  here,  and 
he  came  out.  That  is  about — let  me  see — I  was 
just  twelve  years  old,  and  Alice  was  one  year 
younger.  She  and  I  were  just  like  sisters  always 
from  that  time.  "We  lived  near  and  saw  each  other 
every  day,  and  our  two  families  were  just  like  one. 
But  they  were  liked  by  everybody.  Mrs.  Hum- 
phreys was  a  very  fine  person, — very  ;  oh  very !  I 
never  saw  any  woman  I  admired  more.  Her  death 
almost  killed  her  husband ;  and  I  think,  Alice — I 
do  not  know  ; — ^there  is  not  the  least  sign  of  deli- 
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cate  health  about  Mr.  Humphreys  nor  Mr.  John, 
— not  the  slightest, — ^nor  was  there  about  Mrs. 
Humphreys.     She  was  a  very  fine  woman." 

"  How  long  ago  did  she  die  ?"  said  EUen. 

"  Five, — six,  seven, — seven  years  ago.  Mr.  John 
had  been  left  in  England  till  a  little  before.  Mr. 
Humphreys  was  never  the  same  after  that.  He 
would  not  hold  his  professorship  any  longer;  he 
could  not  bear  society;  he  just  went  and  buried  him- 
self at  Carra-carra.  That  was  a  little  after  we  came 
here," 

How  much  all  this  interested  EUen !  She  was 
glad,  however,  when  Miss  Sophia  seemed  to  have 
talked  herself  out,  for  she  wanted  very  much  to 
think  over  John's  aennon.  And  as  Miss  Sophia 
happily  feU  into  a  doze  soon  after,  she  had  a  long 
quiet  time  for  it,  tOl  it  grew  dark,  and  EUen  Chaun- 
cey,  whose  impatience  could  hold  out  no  longer,  came 
to  seek  her. 

John  came  in  the  evening.  EUen's  patience  and 
poHteness  were  severely  tried  in  the  course  of  it ; 
for  whUe  she  longed  exceedingly  to  hear  what  her 
brother  and  the  older  members  of  the  fiamUy  were 
talking  about,  —  animated  delightful  conversation 
she  was  sure, — EUen  Chauncey  detained  her  in 
another  part  of  the  room ;  and  for  a  good  part  of 
the  evening  Ae  had  to  bridle  her  impatience,  and 
attend  to  what  she  did  not  care  about.  She  did  it, 
and  EUen  Chauncey  did  not  suspect  it ;  and  at  last 
she  found  means  to  draw  both  her  and  herself  near 
the  larger  group.  But  they  seemed  to  have  finished 
what  they  were  talking  about;  there  was  a  luU. 
EUen  waited,  and  hoped  they  would  begin  again. 

"  You  had  a  fuU  church  this  afternoon,  Mr.  John," 
said  Miss  Sophia. 

He  bowed  gravely. 
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"  Did  you  know  whom  you  had  among  your  audi- 
tors ?  the and were  there  ;"  uaTniug  some 

distinguished  strangers  in  the  neighbourhood. 

"I  think  I  saw  them." 

"You  *  think,'  you  did!  Is  that  an  excess  of 
pride  or  an  excess  of  modesty  ?  Now,  do  be  a  rea- 
sonable creature,  and  confess  that  you  are  not  insen- 
sible to  the  pleasure  and  honour  of  addressing  such 
an  audience!" 

Ellen  saw  something  like  a  flash  of  contempt,  for 
an  instant,  in  his  face,  instantly  succeeded  by  a  smile. 

"Honestly,  Miss  Sophia,  I  was  much  more  in- 
terested in  an  old  woman  that  sat  at  the  foot  of  the 
pulpit  stairs." 

"  That  old  thing !"  said  Miss  Sophia. 

"I  saw  her,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey ; — "poor  old 
creature !  she  seemed  most  deeply  attentive  when 
I  looked  at  her." 

"  /  saw  her!"  cried  Ellen  Chauncey, — "  and  the 
tears  were  running  down  her  cheeks  several  times." 

"  I  did  not  see  her,"  said  EUen  Montgomery,  as 
John's  eye  met  hers.     He  smiled. 

"  But  do  you  mean  to  say,"  continued  Miss  Sophia, 
"  that  you  are  absolutely  careless  as  to  who  hears 
you?" 

"  I  have  always  one  hearer,  Miss  Sophia,  of  so 
much  dignity,  that  it  sinks  the  rest  into  great  in- 
significance." 

"That  is  a  rebuke,"  said  Miss  Sophia; — "but, 
nevertheless,  I  shall  tell  you  that  I  liked  you  very 
much  this  afternoon." 

He  was  silent. 

"  I  suppose  you  will  tell  me  next,"  said  the  young 
lady,  laughing,  "  that  you  are  sorry  to  hear  me  say 
so?" 

"  I  am,"  said  he,  gravely.    . 
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"Why— may  I  ask?"  .'      .       . 

"  Tou  show  me  that  I  have  quite  failed  in  my  aim, 
so  far  at  least  as  one  of  my  hearers  was  concerned." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?" 

"  Do  you  rememher  what  Louis  the  Fourteenth 
said  toMassillon  ?— Mon  p^re,  j'ai  entendu  plusieurs 
grands  orateurs  dans  ma  chapeUe ;  j*en  ai  et6  fort 
content :  pour  vous,  toutes  les  fois  que  je  vous  ai 
entendu,  j'ai  6te  tres  m^content  de  moi-m^me  I" 

EUen  smiled.  Miss  Sophia  was  silent  for  an  in- 
stant. 

"  Then  you  really  mean  to  be  understood,  that 
provided  you  fail  of  your  aim,  as  you  say,  you  do  not 
care  a  straw  what  people  think  of  you  ?" 

"  As  I  would  take  a  bankrupt's  promissory  note 
in  lieu  of  told  gold.  It  gives  me  small  gratifica- 
tion, Miss  Sophia, — ^very  small  indeed, — to  see  the 
bowing  heads  of  the  gram  that  yet  my  sickle  cannot 
reach." 

"  I  agree  with  you  most  heartily,"  said  Mr. 
G-eorge  Marshman.  The  conversation  dropped; 
and  the  two  gentlemen  began  another  in  an  under 
tone,  pacing  up  and  down  the  floor  together. 

The  next  morning,  not  sorrowftdly,  Ellen  entered 
the  sleigh  again,  and  they  set  off  homewards. 

"  What  a  sober  little  piece  that  is,"  said  Mr. 
Howard. 

"  0  ! — sober !"  cried  Ellen  Chaunc^ ; — "  that  is 
because  you  do  not  know  her,  uncle  Howard.  She 
is  the  most  cheerful,  happy  girl  that  I  ever  saw, — 
always." 

"Except  EUen  Chauncey, — always,"  said  her 
uncle. 

"  She  is  a  singular  child,"  said  Mrs.  Gillespie. 
"  She  is   grave  certainly,  but  she  does  not  look 

H  H  2 
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moped  at  aU,  and  I  Bbould  think  she  would  be,  to 
death." 

"  There  is  not  a  bit  of  moping  about  her,"  said 
Miss  Sophia.  ''  She  can  laugh  and  smile  as  well  as 
anybody ;  though  she  has  sometimes  that  peculiar 
grave  look  of  the  eyes  that  would  make  a  stranger 
doubt  it.  I  think  John  Humphreys  has  infected 
her ;  he  has  something  of  the  same  look  himself.*' 

"  I  am  not  sure  whether  it  is  the  eyes  or  the 
mouth,  Sophia,"  said  Mr.  Howard. 

"It  is  both!"  said  Miss  Sophia.  "Did  you 
ever  see  the  eyes  look  one  way  and  the  mouth 
another  ?" 

"  And  besides,"  said  Ellen  Chauncey,  "  she  has 
reason  to  look  sober,  I  am  sure." 

**  She  is  a  fascinating  child,"  said  Mrs.  G-iUespie. 
"  I  cannot  comprehend  where  she  gets  the  manner 
she  has.  I  never  saw  a  more  perfectly  polite 
child;  and  there  she  has  been  for  months  with 
nobody  to  speak  to  but  two  gentlemen  and  the 
servants.  It  is  natural  to  her,  I  suppose :  she  can 
have  nobody  to  teach  her." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  as  to  that,"  said  Miss  Sophia ; 
"  but  I  have  noticed  the  same  thing  often.  Did 
you  observe  her  last  night,  Matilda,  when  John 
Humphreys  came  in  ?  you  were  talking  to  her  at 
the  moment ;  —  I  saw  her,  before  the  door  was 
opened,  —  I  saw  the  colour  come,  and  her  eye 
sparkle,  but  she  did  not  look  towards  him  for  an. 
instant,  till  you  had  finished  what  you  were  saying 
to  her,  and  she  had  given,  as  she  always  does,  her 
modest  quiet  answer;  and  then  her  eye  went 
straight  as  an  arrow  where  he  was  standing." 

"And  yet,"  said  Mrs.  Chauncey,  "she  never 
moved  towards    him  when   you  did,  but  stayed 
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quietly  on  that  side  of  the  room  with  the  young 
ones,  tOl  he  came  round  to  them,  and  it  was  some 
time  too." 

"  She  is  an  odd  child,"  said  Miss  Sophia,  laugh- 
ing.— "  What  do  you  think  she  said  to  me  yester- 
day? I  was  talking  to  her,  and  getting  rather 
communicative  on  the  subject  of  my  neighbours* 
affairs ;  and  she  asked  me  gravely, — the  little  mon- 
key ! — if  I  was  sure  they  would  like  her  to  hear  it  ? 
I  felt  quite  rebuked ;  though  I  did  not  choose  to 
let  her  know  as  much." 

"  I  wish  Mr.  John  would  bring  her  every  week," 
said  EUen  Chauncey,  sighing;  "it  would  be  so 
pleasant  to  have  her." 

Towards  the  end  of  the  winter,  Mr.  Humphreys 
began  to  propose  that  his  son  should  visit  England 
and  Scotknd  during  the  following  summer.  He 
wished  him  to  see  his  family,  and  to  know  his  na- 
tive country,  as  well  as  some  of  the  most  distin- 
guished men  and  institutions  in  both  kingdoms. 
Mr.  George  Marshman  also  urged  upon  him  some 
business  in  which  he  thought  he  could  be  eminently 
useful.  But  Mr.  John  declined  both  propositions, 
still  thinking  he  had  more  important  duties  at 
home.  This  only  cloud  that  rose  above  EUen's 
horizon  scattered  away. 

One  evening,  it  was  a  Monday,  in  the  twilight, 
John  was  as  usual  pacing  up  and  down  the  floor. 
EUen  was  reading  in  the  window. 

"  Too  late  for  you,  EUie." 

"  Yes,"  said  EHen,— "  I  know—  I  will  stop  in 
two  minutes." 

But  in  a  quarter  of  that  time  she  had  lost  every 
thought  of  stopping,  and  knew  no  longer  that  it 
was  growing  dusk.  Somebody  else,  however,  had 
not  forgotten  it.  The  two  minutes  were  not  ended. 
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when  a  hand  came  between  her  and  the  page,  and 
quietly  drew  the  book  away. 

"  O,  I  beg  your  pardon !"  cried  Ellen,  staaiing 
up.     "I  entirely  forgot  all  about  it." 

He  did  not  look  displeased ;  he  was  smiling.  He 
drew  her  arm  within  his. 

''  Come  and  walk  with  me.  Have  you  had  any 
exercise  to-day  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Why  not  ?" 

'^  I  had  a  good  deal  to  do,  and  I  had  fixed  myself 
so  nicely  on  the  sofa  with  my  books ;  and  it  looked 
cold  ana  disagreeable  out  of  doors." 

"  Since  when  have  you  ceased  to  be  a  fixture  ?" 

"What  I—Oh,"  said  EUen,  laughing,— «  how  shall 
I  ever  get  rid  of  that  troublesome  word  ?  What 
shall  I  say? — I  had  arranged  myself,  established 
myself,  so  nicely  on  the  sofa." 

"  And  did  you  think  that  a  sufficient  reason  for 
not  going  out  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Ellen,  "  I  did  not ;  and  I  did  not  de- 
cide  that  I  would  not  go ;  and  yet  I  let  it  keep  me 
at  home  after  all ; — just  as  I  dud  about  reading  a 
few  minutes  ago.  I  meant  to  stop,  but  I  forgot  it, 
and  I  should  have  gone  on  I  do  not  know  how  long 
if  you  had  not  stopped  me.     I  very  often  do  so." 

He  paused  a  minute,  and  then  said, 

"  Tou  must  not  do  so  any  more,  Ellie." 

The  tone,  in  which  there  was  a  great  deal  both  of 
love  and  decision,  wound  round  Ellen's  heart,  and 
constrained  her  to  answer  immediately, 

"  I  wiU  not— I  wiU  not." 

"  Never  parley  with  conscience ; — it  is  a  danger- 
ous habit." 

"  But  then — it  was  only — " 

"  About  trifles ;  I  grant  you ;  but  the  habit  is 
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no  trifle.  There  will  not  be  a  just  firmness  of 
mind  and  steadfastness  of  action,  where  tampering 
with  duty  is  permitted  even  in  little  things." 

"  I  will  try  not  to  do  it,"  Ellen  repeated. 

"  No,"  said  he,  smiling, — "  let  it  stand  as  at  first. 
'  I  mil  not,*  means  something ;  '  I  will  trjf'  is  very 
apt  to  come  to  nothing.  *  I  will  keep  thy  precepts 
with  my  whole  heart !  * — not  '  I  will  try.*  x  our  re- 
liance is  precisely  the  same  in  either  case." 

"  I  will  not,  John,"  said  Ellen,  smiling. 

"  What  were  you  poring  over  so  intently  a  while 
ago?" 

"  It  was  an  old  magazine — Blackwood's  Magazine, 
I  believe,  is  the  name  of  it — I  found  two  great  piles 
of  them  in  a  closet  up-stairs  the  other  day ;  and  I 
brought  this  one  down." 

"  This  is  the  first  that  you  have  read  ?" 

"  Yes — I  got  very  much  interested  in  a  curious 
story  there ; — why  ?" 

"  What  will  you  say,  EUie,  if  I  ask  you  to  leave 
the  rest  of  the  two  piles  unopened  ?" 

"  Why,  I  will  say  that  I  will  do  it,  of  course," 
said  Ellen,  with  a  little  smothered  sigh  of  regret, 
however ; — "  if  you  wish  it." 

"  I  do  wish  it,  Ellie." 

"  Very  well — I  will  let  them  alone  then.  I  have 
enough  other  reading ;  I  do  not  know  how  I  hap- 
pened to  take  that  one  up ;  because  I  saw  it  there, 
I  suppose." 

"  Have  you  finished  Nelson  yet  ?" 

"  O  yes ! — I  finished  it  on  Saturday  night.  O  I 
like  it  very  much !  I  am  going  all  over  it  again 
though.     I  like  Nelson  very  much ;  do  not  you  ?" 

"  Tes — as  well  as  I  can  like  a  man  of  very  fine 
qualities  without  principle." 

"  Was  he  that  ?"  said  EUen. 


358  THE   WIDE,  WIDE   WOBLD. 

"  Yes ;  did  you  not  find  it  out  ?  I  am  a&aid  your 
eyes  were  blinded  by  admiration.'* 

"  Were  they !"  said  Ellen.  "  I  thought  he  was 
so  very  fine,  in  everything ;  and  I  should  be  Bony  to 
think  he  was  not." 

"  Look  over  the  book  again  by  all  means,  with 
a  more  critical  eye ;  and  when  you  have  done  so 
you  shall  give  me  your  cool  estimate  of  his  cha- 
racter." 

"O  me!"  said  Ellen.  "WeU,— but  J  do  not 
know  whether  I  can  give  you  a  cool  estimate  of  him ; 
— however  1  wiU  trv.  I  cannot  think  cooUy  of  him 
now,  just  after  Trafalgar.  I  think  it  was  a  shame 
that  Collingwood  did  not  anchor  as  Nelson  told  him ; 
do  not  you  ?  I  think  he  might  have  been  obeyed 
while  he  was  living  at  least." 

"  It  is  difficult,"  said  John,  smiling,  "  to  judge 
correctly  of  many  actions  without  having  been  on 
the  spot  and  in  the  circumstances  of  the  actors.  I 
believe  you  and  I  must  leave  the  question  of  Trafal- 
gar to  more  nautical  heads." 

"  How  pleasant  this  moonlight  is !"  said  Ellen. 

"  What  makes  it  pleasant  ?" 

"  What  makes  it  pleasant ! — I  do  not  know ;  I 
never  thought  of  such  a  thing.  It  is  nmde  to  be 
pleasant, — I  cannot  tell  why  ;  can  anybody  ?" 

"  The  eye  loves  light  for  many  reasons,  but  all 
kinds  of  light  are  not  equally  agreeable.  What 
makes  the  peculiar  charm  of  these  long  streams  of 
pale  light  across  the  floor  ?  and  the  shadowy  bright- 
ness without  ?  " 

"  You  must  teU,"  said  Ellen ;  "  I  cannot." 

"  You  know  we  enjoy  anything  much  more  by 
contrast ;  I  think  that  is  one  reason.  Night  is  the 
reign  of  darkness,  which  we  do  not  love ;  and  here 
is  light  struggling  with  the  darkness,  not  enough  to 
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overcome  it  entirely,  but  yet  banishiiig  it  to  nooks 
and  comers  and  distant  parts,  by  the  side  of  wbicb 
it  shows  itself  in  contrasted  beauty.  Our  eyes  bless 
the  unwonted  victory." 

"  Yes,"  said  Ellen, — "  we  only  have  moonlight 
nights  once  in  a  while." 

"  But  that  is  only  one  reason  out  of  many,  and 
not  the  greatest.  It  is  a  very  refined  pleasure,  and 
to  resolve  it  into  its  elements  is  something  like  tir- 
ing to  divide  one  of  these  same  white  rays  of  light 
mto  the  many  various  coloured  ones  that  form  it ; 
— and  not  by  any  means  so  easy  a  task." 

"  Then  it  was  no  wonder  that  I  coidd  not  answer," 
said  EUen. 

"  No — you  are  hardly  a  full-grown  philosopher 
yet,  EUie." 

"  The  moonlight  is  so  calm  and  quiet,"  Ellen  ob- 
served, admiringly. 

"  And  why  is  it  calm  and  quiet  ? — I  must  have  an 
answer  to  that." 

"  Because  we  are  generally  calm  and  quiet  at  such 
times  ?  "  Ellen  ventured  after  a  little  thought. 

"Precisely! — ^we  and  the  world.  And  associa- 
tion has  given  the  moon  herself  the  same  character. 
Besides  that,  her  mild  sober  light  is  not  fitted  for 
the  purposes  of  active  employment,  and  therefore 
the  more  graciously  invites  us  to  the  pleasures  of 
thought  and  fancy." 

"  I  am  loving  it  more  and  more,  the  more  you  talk 
about  it,"  said  EUen,  laughing. 

"  And  there  you  have  touched  another  reason, 
Ellie,  for  the  pleasure  we  have,  not  only  in  moon- 
light, but  in  most  other  thiugs.  When  two  things 
have  been  in  the  mind  together,  and  made  any  im- 
pression, the  mind  associates  them  ;  and  you  cannot 
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see  or  think  of  the  one  without  briiiging  back  the 
remembrance  or  the  feeling  of  the  other.  If  we 
have  enjoyed  the  moonlight  in  pleasant  scenes,  in 
happy  hours,  with  friends  that  we  loved, — though 
the  sight  of  it  may  not  always  make  us  directly  re- 
member them,  it  yet  brings  with  it  a  waft  from  the 
feeling  of  the  old  times, — sweet  as  long  as  life  lasts?" 

"  Aid  sorrowful  things  may  be  associated  too  ?  " 
said  Ellen. 

"  Yes,  and  sorrowful  things. — But  this  power  of 
association  is  the  cause  of  half  the  pleasure  we  en- 
joy. There  is  a  tune  my  mother  used  to  sing — I 
cannot  hear  it  now  without  beiag  carried  swifblj 
back  to  my  boyish  days, — ^to  the  very  spirit  of  the 
time ;  \feel  myself  spring  over  the  greensward  as  I 
did  then." 

"  Oh,  I  know  that  is  true,"  said  Men.  "  The 
camelia,  the  white  camelia,  you  know, — ^I  like  it  so 
much  ever  since  what  you  said  about  it  one  day.  I 
never  see  it  without  thinking  of  it ;  and  it  would 
not  seem  half  so  beautiful  but  for  that.*' 

"  What  did  I  say  about  it  ?  " 

"Do  not  you  remember?  you  said  it  was  like 
what  you  ought  to  be,  and  what  you  should  be  if 
you  ever  reached  Heaven ;  and  you  repeated  that 
verse  in  the  Eevelation  about  '  those  that  have  not 
defiled  their  garments.'  I  always  think  of  it.  It 
seems  to  give  me  a  lesson." 

"  How  eloquent  of  beautiful  lessons  all  nature 
would  be  to  us,"  said  John,  musingly,  "if  we  had 
but  the  eye  and  the  ear  to  take  them  in." 

"And  in  that  way  you  would  heap  associations 
upon  associations  ?  " 

"  Tes  ;  till  our  store-house  of  pleasure  was  very 
full." 
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"You  do  that  now,"  said  Ellen.  ** I  wish  you 
would  teach  me." 

"  I  have  read  precious  things  sometimes  in  the 
bunches  of  flowers  of  which  you  are  so  fond,  Ellie. 
Cannot  you  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know — I  only  think  of  themselves ; 
except — sometimes,  they  make  me  think  of  Alice." 

"  You  know  jfrom  any  works  we  may  form  some 
judgment  of  the  mind  and  character  of  their  au- 
thor?" 

"From  their  writings,  I  know  you  can,"  said 
Ellen ! — "  from  what  other  works  ?  " 

"  From  any  which  are  not  mechanical ;  from  any 
in  which  the  mind,  not  the  hand,  has  been  the 
creating  power.  I  saw  you  very  much  interested 
the  other  day  in  the  Edaystone  lighthouse  ;  did  it 
help  you  to  form  no  opinion  of  Mr.  Smeaton  ?  " 

"  Why  yes,  certainly,"  said  Ellen, — "  I  admired 
him  exceedingly  for  his  cleverness  and  perseverance ; 
but  what  other  works  ? — I  cannot  think  of  any." 

"  There  is  the  lighthouse, — ^that  is  one  thing. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  ocean  waves  that  now 
and  then  overwhelm  it  ?" 

Ellen  half  shuddered.  "  I  should  not  liko.  to  go 
to  sea,  John !  But  you  were  speaking  of  men's 
works  and  women's  works  ?" 

"Well,  women's  works, — I  cannot  help  forming 
some  notion  of  a  lady's  mind  and  character  from 
the  way  she  dresses  herself." 

"  Can  you !  do  you !" 

"  I  cannot  help  doing  it.  Many  things  appear 
in  the  style  of  a  lady's  (&ess  that  she  never  dreams 
of; — the  style  of  her  thoughts  among  others." 

"  It  is  a  pity  ladies  do  not  know  that,"  said  Ellen 
laughing  ; — "they  would  be  very  careftd." 

"  It  would  not  mend  the  matter,  Ellie.     That  is 
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one  of  the  things  in  which  people  are  obliged  to 
speak  truth.  As  the  mind  is,  so  it  will  show 
itself." 

"  But  we  have  got  a  great  way  from  the  flowers," 
said  Ellen. 

**  You  shall  bring  me  some  to-morrow,  EUie,  and 
we  wiU  read  them  together." 

"  There  are  enough  over  there  now,"  said  Ellen, 
looking  towards  the  little  flower-stand,  which  was 
as  full  and  as  flourishing  as  ever, — "  but  we  could 
not  see  them  well  by  this  light." 

"A  bunch  of  flowers  seems  to  bring  me  very 
near  the  Hand  that  made  them.  They  are  the  work 
of  His  fingers ;  and  I  cannot  consider  them  with- 
out being  joyfully  assured  of  the  glory  and  loveli- 
ness of  their  Creator.  It  is  written  as  plainly  to 
me  in  their  delicate  painting  and  sweet  breath  and 
curious  structure,  as  in  the  very  pages  of  the  Bible  ; 
though  no  doubt  without  the  Bible  I  could  not 
read  the  flowers." 

"I  never  thought  much  of  that,"  said  Ellen. 
"  And  then  you  find  particular  lessons  in  particular 
flowers  ?" 

"  Sometimes." 

"  O  come  here !"  said  Ellen,  pulling  him  towards 
the  flower-stand, — "  and  tell  me  what  this  daphne  is 
like — you  need  not  see  that,  only  smeU  it,  that  is 
enough  ; — do  John,  and  tell  me  what  it  is  like !" 

He  smiled  as  he  complied  with  her  request  and 
walked  away  again. 

"  WeU,  what  is  it  ?"  said  EUen ;  "  I  know  you 
have  thought  of  something." 

"  It  is  hke  the  fragrance  that  Christian  society 
sometimes  leaves  upon  the  spirit ;  when  it  is  just 
what  it  ought  to  be." 

"  My  Mr.  Marshman !"  exclaimed  Ellen. 
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John  smiled  again.  "  I  thought  of  him,  Ellie. 
And  I  thought  also  of  Cowper's  lines : — 

"  *  When  one  who  holds  communion  with  the  skies. 
Has  filled  his  nm  where  those  pure  waters  rise. 
Descends  and  dwells  among  us  meaner  things, — 
It  is  as  if  an  angel  shook  lus  wings  \*" 

Ellen  was  silent  a  minute  from  pleasure. 

"  Well,  I  have  got  an  association  now  with  the 
daphne!'*  she  said  joyously ;  and  presently  added 
sighing, — "  How  much  you  see  in  everything,  that 
I  do  not  see  at  all " 

"  Time,  Ellie,"  said  John ; — "  there  must  be  time 
for  that.  It  will  come.  Time  is  cried  out  upon  as 
a  great  thief;  it  is  people's  ovni  fault.  Use  him 
but  well ;  and  you  will  get  from  his  hand  more  than 
he  will  ever  take  from  you." 

Ellen's  thoughts  travelled  on  a  little  way  from 
this  speech, — and  then  came  a  sigh,  of  some  burden, 
as  it  seemed ;  and  her  face  was  softly  laid  against 
the  arm  she  held. 

"  Let  us  leave  all  that  to  God,"  said  John  gently. 

Ellen  started.  "  How  did  you  know — how  could 
you  know  what  I  was  thinking  of?" 

"  Perhaps  my  thoughts  took  the  same  road,"  said 
he  smiling.  "  But  Ellie,  dear,  let  us  look  to  that 
one  source  of  happiness  that  can  never  be  dried  up ; 
it  is  not  safe  to  count  upon  anything  else." 

"  It  is  not  wonderful,"  said  JEllen  in  a  tremulous 
voice, — "if  I — " 

"  It  is  not  wonderful,  Ellie,  nor  wrong.  But  we, 
who  look  up  to  God  as  our  Father, — who  rejoice  in 
Christ  our  Saviour,— we  are  happy,  whatever  beside 
we  may  gain  or  lose.  Let  us  trust  Him,  and  never 
doubt  that,  Ellie." 

"  But  stiU— "  said  EUen. 
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"  But  still,  we  wiW.  hope  and  pray  alike  in  that 
matter.  And  while  we  do,  and  may,  with  our  whole 
hearts,  let  us  leave  ourselves  in  our  Father's  hand. 
The  joy  of  the  knowledge  of  Christ !  the  joy  the 
world  cannot  intermeddle  with,  the  peace  it  cannot 
take  away  ! — Let  us  make  that  our  own,  EUie ;  and 
for  the  rest,  put  away  all  anxious  care  about  what 
we  cannot  control." 

Ellen's  hand  however  did  not  just  then  lie  quite 
so  lightly  on  his  arm  as  it  did  a  few  minutes  ago  ; 
he  could  feel  that ;  and  could  see  the  glitter  of  one 
or  two  tears  in  the  moonlight  as  they  felL  The 
hand  was  fondly  taken  in  his  ;  and  as  they  slowly 
paced  up  arid  down,  he  went  on  in  low  tones  of 
kindness  and  cheerfulness  with  his  pleasant  words, 
till  she  was  too  happy  in  the  present  to  be  anxious 
about  the  future ;  looked  up  again  brightly  into  his 
face,  and  questions  and  answers  came  as  gaily  as 
ever. 
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Who  knows  what  may  happen  ?  Patience  and  shuffle  the 
cards !  .  .  Perhaps,  after  all,  I  shall  some  day  go  to  Home, 
and  come  hack  St.  Peter. — Longfellow. 

The  rest  of  the  winter,  or  rather  the  early  part  of 
the  spring,  passed  happily  away.  March,  at  Thirl- 
wall,  seemed  more  to  belong  to  the  former  than  the 
latter.  Then  spring  came  in  good  earnest ;  April 
and  May  brought  warm  days  and  wild  flowers. 
EUen  refreshed  herself  and  adorned  the  room  with 
quantities  of  them;  and  as  soon  as  might  be 
she  set  about  restoring  the  winter-ruined  gar- 
den. Mr.  John  was  not  fond  of  gardening;  he 
provided  her  with  all  manner  of  tools,  ordered 
whatever  work  she  wanted  to  be  done  for  her,  sup- 
plied her  with  new  plants,  and  seeds,  and  roots,  and 
was  always  ready  to  give  her  his  help  in  any  opera- 
tions or  press  of  business  that  called  for  it.  But, 
for  the  most  part,  Ellen  hoed,  and  raked,  and  trans- 
planted, and  sowed  seeds,  while  he  walked  or  read ; 
often  giving  his  counsel  indeed,  asked  and  unasked, 
and  always  coming  in  between  her  and  any  dif&cult 
or  heavy  job.  The  hours  thus  spent  were  to  Ellen 
hours  of  unmixed  delight.  When  he  did  not 
choose  to  go  himself,  he  sent  Thomas  with  her,  as 
the  garden  was  some  little  distance  down  the  moun- 
tain away  from  the  house  and  from  everybody  ;  he 
never  allowed  her  to  go  there  alone. 

As  if  to  verify  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  remark,  that 

I  I  2 


366  THE   WIDE,   WIDE    WOBLD. 

"  something  is  always  happening  most  years,"  ftbout 
the  middle  of  May  there  came  letters  that  after  all 
determined  John's  going  abroad.  The  sudden  death 
of  two  relatives,  one  after  the  other,  had  left  the  &- 
mily  estate  to  Mr.  Humphreys  ;  it  required  the  per- 
sonal attendance  either  of  himself  or  his  son ; — lie 
could  not,  therefore  his  son  must  go.  Once  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  Mr.  John  thought  it  best 
his  going  should  fulfil  all  the  ends  for  which  both. 
Mr.  Humphreys  and  Mr.  Marshman  had  desired 
it ;  this  would  occasion  his  stay  to  be  prolonged  to 
at  least  a  year,  probably  more.  And  he  must  set 
off  without  delay. 

In  the  midst,  not  of  his  hurry,  for  Mr.  John  sel- 
dom was  or  seemed  to  be  in  a  hurry  about  any- 
thing; but  in  the  midst  of  his  business  he  took 
special  care  of  everything  that  concerned,  or  could 
possibly  concern,  Ellen.  He  arranged  what  books 
she  should  read ;  what  studies  she  should  carry  on ; 
and  directed  that  about  these  matters,  as  well  as 
about  aU  others,  she  should  keep  up  a  constant 
communication  with  him  by  letter.  He  requested 
Mrs.  Chauncey  to  see  that  she  wanted  nothing,  and 
to  act  as  her  general  guardian  in  all  minor  things, 
respecting  which  Mr.  Humphreys  could  be  expected 
to  take  no  thought.  And  what  Ellen  thanked  him 
for  most  of  all,  he  found  time  for  all  his  wonted 
rides,  and  she  thought  more  than  his  wonted  talks 
with  her ;  endeavouring,  as  he  well  knew  how,  both 
to  strengthen  and  cheer  her  mind  in  view  of  his 
long  absence.  The  memory  of  those  hours  never 
went  from  her. 

The  family  at  Ventnor  were  exceedingly  desirous 
that  she  should  make  one  of  them  during  all  the 
time  John  should  be  gone ;  they  urged  it  with 
every  pojjsible  argument.     Ellen  said  little,  but  he 
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knew  she  did  not  wish  it ;  and  finally  compounded 
the  matter  by  arranging  that  she  should  stay  at  the 
parsonage  through  the  summer,  and  spend  the  win- 
ter at  Ventnor,  sharing  all  Ellen  Chauncey's  ad- 
vantages of  every  kind.  Ellen  was  all  the  more 
pleased  with  this  arrangement,  because  Mr.  George 
Marshman  would  be  at  home.  The  church  Jo&i 
had  been  serving  were  become  exceedingly  attached 
to  him,  and  woidd  by  no  means  hear  of  giving  him 
up  ;  and  Mr.  Greorge  had  engaged,  if  possible,  to 
supply  his  place  while  he  should  be  away.  EUen 
Chauncey  was  in  ecstatics.  And  it  was  further 
promised  that  the  summer  should  not  pass  without 
as  many  visits  on  both  sides  as  could  well  be 
brought  about. 

Ellen  had  the  comfort,  at  the  last,  of  hearing 
John  say  that  she  had  behaved  unexceptionably 
well  where  he  knew  it  was  difficult  for  her  to  be- 
have well  at  all.  That  was  a  comfort  from  him, 
whose  notions  of  unexceptionable  behaviour,  she 
knew,  were  remarkably  high.  But  the  parting, 
after  all,  was  a  dreadfully  hard  matter;  though 
softened  as  much  as  it  could  be  at  the  time,  and 
rendered  very  sweet  to  Ellen's  memory  by  the  ten- 
derness, gentleness,  and  kindness,  with  which  her 
brother  without  checking  soothed  her  grief.  He 
was  to  go  early  in  the  morning,  and  he  made  Ellen 
take  leave  of  him  the  night  before,  but  he  was  in 
no  hurry  to  send  her  away ;  and  when  at  length  he 
told  her  it  was  very  late,  and  she  rose  up  to  go, 
he  went  with  her  to  the  very  door  of  her  room, 
and  there  bade  her  good  night. 

How  the  next  days  passed  Ellen  hardly  knew ; 
they  were  unspeakably  long. 

Not  a  week  after,  one  morning  Nancy  Vawse 
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came  into  the  kitchen,  and  asked  in  her  blunt 
fashion, 

"  Is  Ellen  Montgomery  at  home  ?" 

"  I  believe  Miss  Ellen  is  in  the  parlour,"  said 
Margery  dryly. 

"  I  want  to  speak  to  her." 

Margery  silently  went  across  the  hall  to  the  sit- 
ting-room. 

"  Miss  Ellen,  dear,"  she  said  softly,  "  here  is  that 
Nancy  girl  wanting  to  speak  with  you, — will  you 
please  to  see  her?" 

Ellen  eagerly  desired  Margery  to  let  her  in,  bj 
no  means  £spleased  to  have  some  interruption  to 
the  sorrowful  thoughts  she  could  not  banish.  She 
received  Nancy  very  kindly. 

"  Well,  I  declare,  Ellen!"  said  that  young  lady, 
whose  wandering  eye  was  upon  eveiybhing  but 
EUen  herself, — "  aint  you  as  fine  as  a  fiddle  ?  I 
guess  you  never  touch  your  fingers  to  a  file  now-a- 
days, — do  you?" 

"A  file!"  said  Ellen. 

"  You  ha' n't  forgot  what  it  means,  I  s'pose,"  said 
Nancy  somewhat  scornfully, — "  'cause  if  you  think 
I'm  a  going  to  swallow  that,  you're  mistaken.  I've 
seen  you  file  off"  tables  down  yonder  a  few  times, 
ha'n'tl?" 

"01  remember  now,"  said  Ellen,  smiling ; — "  it 
is  so  long  since  I  heard  the  word  that  I  did  not 
know  what  you  meant.  Margery  calls  it  a  dish- 
cloth, or  a  floor-cloth,  or  something  else." 

"Well,  you  don't  touch  one  now-a-davs,  do  you  ?  '* 

"  No,"  said  Ellen,  "  I  have  other  thmgs  to  do." 

"  Well,  I  guess  you  have.  You've  got  enough 
of  books  now,  for  once,  ha' n't  you  ?  What  a  lot ! — 
I  say,  Ellen,  have  you  got  to  read  all  these  ?" 
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"  I  hope  so,  in  time,"  said  Ellen,  smiling.  "  Why 
Jiave  you  not  been  to  see  me  before  ?" 

"Oh  —  I  don't  know  !'*  — said  Nancy,  whose 
roving  eye  looked  a  little  as  if  she  felt  herself  out 
of  her  sphere.  "  I  didn't  know  as  you  would  care 
to  see  me  now." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  you  should  think  so,  Nancy  ;  I 
would  be  as  glad  to  see  you  as  ever.  I  have  not 
forgotten  all  your  old  kindness  to  me  when  aunt 
Fortune  was  sick." 

"  Tou've  forgotten  all  that  went  before  that,  I 
s'pose,"  said  Nancy  vdth  a  half  laugh.  "  Tou  beat 
all !  Most  folks  remember  and  forget  just  t'other 
way  exactly.  But  besides,  I  didn't  know  but  I 
should  catch  myself  in  queer  company." 

"  Well — I  am  all  alone  now,"  said  Ellen  with  a 
sigh. 

"  Yes,  if  you  wam't  I  wouldn't  be  here,  I  can 
tell  you.  What  do  you  think  I  have  come  for  to- 
day, EUen?" 

"  For  anything  but  to  see  me  ? " 

Nancy  nodded  very  decisively. 

"WhatP" 

"  Quess." 

"  How  can  I  possibly  guess  ?  What  have  you 
tucked  up  in  your  apron  there  ?" 

"  Ah ! — that's  the  very  thing,"  said  Nancy. 
"  What  have  I  got,  sure  enough  ?" 

"  Well,  I  cannot  tell  through  your  apron,"  said 
Ellen  smiling. 

"  And  /  can't  tell  either ; — that's  more,  aint  it  ? 
Now  listen,  and  I'll  teU  you  where  I  got  it,  and 
then  you  may  find  out  what  it  is,  for  I  don't  know. 
Promise  you  wont  teU  anybody. 

"  I  don't  like  to  promise  that,  Nancy." 

"Why?" 
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"  Because  it  might  be  something  I  ought  to  tell 
somebody  about." 

"  But  it  aint." 

"  If  it  is  not  I  will  not  teU.  Cannot  you  leave 
it  so?" 

"  But  what  a  plague !  Here  I  have  gone  and 
done  all  this  just  for  you,  and  now  you  must  go  and 
make  a  fuss.  What  hurt  would  it  do  you  to  pro- 
mise ? — it's  nobody's  business  but  yours  and  mine, 
and  somebody  else  s  that  wont  make  any  talk  about 
it  I  promise  you." 

"  I  wiU  not  speak  of  it  certainly,  Nancy,  unless  I 
think  I  ought ;  can  you  not  trust  me  ?  " 

"  I  wouldn't  give  two  straws  for  anybody  else's 
say  so,"  said  Nancy  ; — "  but  as  you're  as  stiff  as  the 
mischief,  I  s'pose  I'U  have  to  let  it  go.  I'll  trust 
you !  Now  listen.  It  don't  look  like  anything, 
does  it  ?  " 

"  Why,  no,"  said  EUen  laughing ;  "  you  hold  your 
apron  so  loose  that  I  cannot  see  anything." 

"  Well,  now  listen.  You  know  I've  been  helping 
down  at  your  aunt's, — did  you  ?  " 

"  No.''^ 

"  Well,  I  have, — these  six  weeks.  Tou  never  see 
anything  go  on  quieter  than  they  do,  EUen.  I  de- 
clare its  fun.  Miss  Fortune  never  was  so  good  in 
her  days.  I  don't  mean  she  aint  as  ugly  as  ever, 
you  know,  but  she  has  to  keep  it  in.  All  I  have  to 
do  if  I  think  anything  is  going  wrong,  I  just  let  her 
think  I  am  going  to  speak  to  him  about  it ; — only  I 
have  to  do  it  very  cunning  for  fear  she  would  guess 
what  I  am  up  to  ;  and  the  next  thing  I  know  it's 
aU  straight.  He  is  about  the  coolest  shaver,"  said 
Nancy,  "  I  ever  did  see.  The  way  he  walks  through 
her  notions  once  in  a  while — not  very  often,  mind 
you,  but  when  he  takes  a  fancy, — its  fun  to  see  ! 
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O  I  can  get  along  there  first-rate  now.     Tou^d  have 
a  royal  time,  Ellen." 

"  »v  eU,  Nancy — ^your  story?'* 

"  Don't  you  be  in  a  hurry  !  I  am  going  to  take 
my  time.  Well,  I've  been  there  this  six  weeks  ; 
doing  all  sorts  of  things,  you  know ;  taking  your 
place,  Ellen ;  don't  you  wish  you  was  back  in  it  ? — 
Well,  a  couple  of  weeks  since,  Mrs.  Van  took  it 
into  her  head  she  would  have  up  the  wagon  and 
go  to  ThirlwaU  to  get  herself  some  things ;  a  queer 
start  for  her ;  but  at  any  rate  Yan  Brunt  brought 
up  the  wagon,  and  in  she  got,  and  off  they  went. 
Now  she  meant,  you  must  know,  that  I  should  be 
fast  in  the  cellar-kitchen  all  the  while  she  was  gone, 
and  she  thought  she  had  given  me  enough  to  keep 
me  busy  there ;  but  I  was  up  to  her !  I  was  as  spry 
as  a  cricket,  and  flew  round,  and  got  things  put  up  ; 
and  then  I  thought  I'd  have  some  fun.  What  do 
you  think  I  did  ? — Mrs.  Montgomery  was  quietly 
sitting  in  the  chimney-comer,  and  I  nad  the  whole 
house  to  myself.  How  Van  Brunt  looks  out  for 
her,  Ellen ;  he  wont  let  her  be  put  out  for  any- 
thing or  anybody." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Ellen,  her  face  flushing 
and  her  eyes  watering ;  "  it  is  just  like  him.  I  love 
him  for  it." 

"  The  other  night  she  was  mourning  and  lament- 
ing at  a  great  rate  because  she  hadn't  you  to  read 
to  her ;  and  what  do  you  think  he  does  but  goes 
and  takes  the  book  and  sits  down  and  reads  to  her 
himself.     You  should  have  seen  Mrs.  Van's  face !" 

"  What  book  ?"  said  Ellen. 

"What  book?  why  your  book, — the  Bible, — 
there  aint  any  other  boofe  in  the  house,  as  I  know. 
What  on  earth  are  you  crying  for,  Ellen  ? — He's 
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fetched  oyer  his  mother's  old  Bible,  and  there  it 
lays  on  a  shelf  in  the  cupboard  ;  and  he  has  it  out 
every  once  in  a  while.  Maybe  he's  coming  round, 
Ellen.  But  do  hold  up  your  head  and  listen  to 
me !  I  can't  talk  to  you  when  you  lie  with  your 
head  in  the  cushion  like  that.  I  ha'n't  more  than 
begun  my  story  yet." 

"  Well,  go  on,"  said  Ellen. 

"  You  see,  I  aint  in  any  hurry,"  said  Nancy, — 
"  becaiise  as  soon  as  I've  finished  I  shall  have  to 
be  off;  and  it's  fun  to  talk  to  you.  What  do  you 
think  T  did,  when  I  had  done  up  all  my  chores  ? — 
where  do  you  think  I  found  this,  eh  ?  yofu!d  never 
guess." 

"What  is  it?"  said  Ellen. 

"  No  matter  what  it  is ; — T  don't  know ; — ^where 
do  you  think  I  found  it  ?" 

"  How  can  I  tell  ?     I  don't  know." 

"  You'll  be  angry  with  me  when  I  tell  you." 

Ellen  was  silent. 

"  If  it  was  anybody  else,"  said  Nancy, — "I'd  ha' 
seen  'em  shot  afore  I'd  ha'  done  it,  or  told  of  it 
either ;  but  you  aint  like  anybody  else.  Look 
here  ?"  said  she,  tapping  her  apron  gently  with  one 
finger,  and  slowly  marking  off  each  word, — "  this 
— came  out  of — your — aunt's — ^box — in — the  closet 
— up-stairs — in — her  room." 

"Nancy!" 

"  Ay,  Nancy !  there  it  is.  Now  you  look ! 
'Twont  alter  it,  Ellen ;  that's  where  it  was,  if  you 
look  till  tea-time." 

"  But  how  came  you  there  ?" 

"  'Cause  I  wanted  to  amuse  myself,  I  teU  you. 
Partly  to  please  myself,  and  partly  because  Mrs. 
Van  would  be  so  mad,  if  she  knew  it." 


THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOBLD.  373 

*'0,  Nancy!" 

"  Well — I  don't  say  it  was  right, — but,  anyhow, 
I  did  it !  you  ha' n't  heard  what  I  found  yet." 

"  You  had  better  put  it  right  back  again,  Nancy, 
the  first  time  you  have  a  chance." 

"  Put  it  back  again ! — I'll  give  it  to  you,  and  then 
you  may  put  it  back  again,  if  you  have  a  mind.  I 
should  like  to  see  you!  WTiy  you  don't  know 
what  I  found." 

"  Well  what  did  you  find  ?  " 

"  The  box  was  chuck  fuU  of  all  sorts  of  things, 
and  I  had  a  mind  to  see  what  was  in  it,  so  I  pulled 
'em  out  one  after  the  other,  till  I  got  to  the  bot- 
tom. At  the  very  bottom  was  some  letters  and 
papers,  and  there, — staring  right  in  my  face, — the 
first  thing  I  see  was,  *Mis8  Ellen  Montgomery.'  " 

"  O,  Nancy !"  screamed  Ellen, — "  a  letter  for 
me?" 

"  Hush ! — and  sit  down,  wiU  you  P—yes,  a  whole 
package  of  letters  for  you.  Well,  thought  I,  Mrs. 
V  an  has  no  right  to  that  any  how,  and  she  aint  a 
going  to  take  the  care  of  it  any  more ;  so  I  just 
took  it  up  and  put  it  in  the  bosom  of  my  frock 
while  I  looked  to  see  if  there  was  any  more  for  you, 
but  there  wam't.     There  it  is  ! " 

And  she  tossed  the  packet  into  Ellen's  lap. 
Ellen's  head  swam. 

"  Well,  good-bye  !"  said  Nancy,  rising;  "  I  may 
go  now,  I  suppose,  and  no  thanks  to  me." 

"  Yes,  I  do — I  do  thank  you,  very  much,  Nancy," 
cried  EUen,  starting  up,  and  taking  her  by  the 
hand, — "  I  do  thank  you, — though  it  was  not  right ; 
— but  O,  how  could  she  !  how  could  she  !" 

"  Dear  me !"  said  Nancy  ;  "  to  ask  that  of  Mrs. 
Van !  she  could  do  anything.  Why  she  did  it,  aint 
so  easy  to  tell." 

K   K 
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Ellen,  bewildered,  scarcely  knew,  only  /elt^  that 
Nancy  had  gone.  The  outer  cover  of  her  packet, 
the  seal  of  which  was  broken,  contained  three  let- 
ters ;  two  addressed  to  EUen,  in  her  father's  hand, 
the  third  to  another  person.  The  seals  of  these 
had  not  been  broken.  The  first  that  Ellen  opened, 
she  saw  was  all  in  the  same  hand  with  the  direc- 
tion; she  threw  it  down,  and  eagerly  tried  the 
other.  And  yes !  there  was,  indeed,  the  beloved 
character  of  which  she  never  thought  to  have  seen 
another  specimen.  EUen's  heart  swelled  with  many 
feelings ;  thankfulness,  tenderness,  joy,  and  sor- 
row, past  and  present ; — that  letter  was  not  thrown 
down,  but  grasped,  while  tears  fell  much  too  fast 
for  eyes  to  do  their  work.  It  was  long  before  she 
could  get  far  in  the  letter.  But  when  she  had 
fairly  begun  it  she  went  on  swiftly,  and  almost 
breathlessly,  to  the  end. 

"  My  deae,  deab  little  Ellek, 

"  I  am  scarcely  able — ^but  I  must  write  to  you 
once  more.  Once  more,  daughter,  for  it  is  not 
permitted  me  to  see  your  face  again  in  this  world. 
I  look  to  see  it,  my  dear  child,  where  it  will  be 
fairer  than  ever  here  it  seemed,  even  to  me.  I 
shall  die  in  this  hope  and  expectation.  Ellen, 
remember  it.  Tour  last  letters  have  greatly  en- 
couraged and  rejoiced  me.  I  am  comforted,  and 
can  leave  you  quietly  in  that  Hand  that  has  led  me 
and  I  believe  is  leading  you.  Q-od  bless  you,  my 
child ! 

"  Ellen,  I  have  a  mother  living,  and  she  wishes 
to  receive  you  as  her  own  when  I  am  gone.  It  is 
best  you  should  know  at  once  why  I  never  spoke 
to  you  of  her.  After  your  aunt  Bessy  married  and 
went  to  New  Tork,  it  displeased  and  grieved  my 
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mother  greatly  that  I  too,  who  had  always  been 
her  favourite  child,  should  leave  her  for  an  American 
home.  And  when  I  persisted,  in  spite  of  all  that 
entreaties  and  authority  could  urge,  she  said  she 
forgave  me  for  destroying  all  her  prospects  of 
happiness,  but  that  after  I  should  be  married  and 
gone  she  should  consider  me  as  lost  to  her  entirely, 
and  so  I  must  consider  myself.  She  never  wrote 
to  me,  and  I  never  wrote  to  her  after  I  reached 
America.  She  was  dead  to  me.  I  do  not  say  that 
I  did  not  deserve  it. 

"  But  I  have  written  to  her  lately  and  she  has 
written  to  me.  She  permits  me  to  oie  in  the  joy 
of  being  entirely  forgiven,  and  in  the  further  joy 
of  knowing  that  the  only  source  of  care  I  had  leit 
is  done  away.  She  will  take  you  to  her  heart,  to 
the  place  I  once  filled,  and  I  believe  fill  yet.  She 
longs  to  have  you,  and  to  have  you  as  entirely  her 
own,  in  all  respects ;  and  to  this,  in  consideration 
of  the  wandering  life  your  father  leads,  and  will 
lead, — I  am  willing  and  he  is  willing  to  agree.  It 
is  arranged  so.  The  old  happy  home  of  my  child- 
hood will  be  yours,  my  EUen.  It  joys  me  to  think 
of  it.  Your  father  will  write  to  your  aunt  and  to 
you  on  the  subject,  and  furnish  you  with  funds. 
It  is  our  desire  that  you  should  take  advantage  of 
the  very  first  opportunity  of  proper  persons  going 
to  Scotland  who  will  be  willing  to  take  charge  of 
you.  Tour  dear  friends,  Mr.  and  Miss  Humphreys, 
will  I  dare  say  help  you  in  this. 

"  To  them  I  could  say  much,  if  I  had  strength. 
But  words  are  little.  If  blessings  and  prayers  from 
a  full  heart  are  worth  anything,  they  are  the  richer. 
My  love  and  gratitude  to  them  cannot " 

The  writer  had  failed  here ;  and  what  there  was 
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of  the  letter  had  evidently  been  written  at  different 
times.  Captain  Montgomery's  was  to  the  same 
purpose.  He  directed  Ellen  to  embrace  the  first 
opportunity  of  suitable  guardians  to  cross  the 
Atlantic  and  repair  to  No.  —  George' s-street, 
Edinburgh :  said  that  Miss  Fortune  would  give 
her  the  money  she  would  need,  which  he  had 
written  to  her  to  do,  and  that  the  accompanying 
letter  Ellen  was  to  carry  with  her  and  deliver  to 
Mrs.  Lindsay,  her  grandmother. 

Ellen  felt  as  if  her  head  would  split.  She  took 
up  that  letter,  gazed  at  the  strange  name  and 
direction  which  had  taken  such  new  and  startling 
interest  for  her,  wondered  over  the  thought  of  what 
she  was  ordered  to  do  with  it,  marvelled  what  sort 
of  fingers  they  were  which  would  open  it,  or 
whether  it  would  ever  be  opened ; — and  finally, 
in  a  perfect  maze,  unable  to  read,  think,  or  even 
weep,  she  carried  her  packet  of  letters  into  her 
own  room,  the  room  that  had  been  Alice's,  laid 
herself  on  the  bed,  and  them  beside  her ;  and  feU 
into  a  deep  sleep. 

She  woke  up  towards  evening  with  the  pressure 
of  a  mountain  weight  upon  her  mind  Her  ttioughts 
and  feelings  were  a  maze  still ;  and  not  Mr.  Hum- 
phreys himself  could  be  more  grave  and  abstracted 
than  poor  Ellen  was  that  night.  So  many  points 
were  to  be  settled, — so  many  questions  answered 
to  herself, — ^it  was  a  good  while  before  Ellen  could 
disentangle  them,  and  know  what  she  did  think 
and  feel,  and  what  she  would  do. 

She  very  soon  found  out  her  o^ti  mind  upon  one 
subject, — she  would  be  exceeding  sorry  to  be 
obliged  to  obey  the  directions  in  the  letters.  But 
must  she  obey  them  ? 

"I  have  promised  Alice,"  thought  Ellen; — "I 
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huve  promised  Mr.  Humphreys — I  cannot  be 
adopted  twice.  And  this  Mrs.  Lindsay,  —  my 
grandmother ! — she  cannot  be  nice  or  she  would 
not  have  treated  my  mother  so.  She  cannot  be  a 
nice  person : — hard, — she  must  be  hard ; — I  never 
want  to  see  her.  My  mother! — But  then  my 
mother  loved  her,  and  was  very  glad  to  have  me  go 
to  her.  Oh! — oh!  how  could  she! — how  could 
they  do  so ! — when  they  did  not  know  how  it  might 
be  with  me,  and  what  dear  friends  they  might 
make  me  leave!  Oh  it  was  cruel! — But  then 
they  did  not  know,  that  is  the  very  thing  ! — 
they  thought  I  would  have  nobody  but  aunt  For- 
tune, and  so  it  is  no  wonder — O  what  shall  I 
do  !  What  ou^ht  I  to  do  ?  These  people  in  Scot- 
land must  have  given  me  up  by  this  time :  it  is 
— ^let  me  see — it  is  just  about  three  years  now, — a 
little  less, — since  these  letters  were  written.  I  am 
older  now,  and  circumstances  are  changed !  I  have 
a  home,  and  a  father,  and  a  brother ;  may  I  not 
judge  for  myself? — But  my  mother  and  my  father 
have  ordered  me, — ^what  sliall  I  do ! — If  John  were 
only  here — but  perhaps  he  would  make  me  go, — ^he 
might  think  it  nght.  And  to  leave  him, — and  may- 
be never  see  him  again ! — and  Mr.  Humphreys  ! 
and  how  lonely  he  would  be  without  me, — I  cannot! 
I  will  not !  Oh,  what  shall  I  do !  What  shaU  I 
do!'' 

Ellen's  meditations  gradually  plunged  her  in 
despair;  for  she  could  not  look  at  the  event  of 
being  obliged  to  go,  and  she  could  not  get  rid  of 
the  feeling  that  perhaps  it  might  come  to  that. 
She  wept  bitterly;  it  did  not  mend  the  matter. 
She  thought  painfuUy,  fearfully,  long ;  and  was  no 
nearer  an  end.  She  could  not  en£ire  to  submit 
the  matter  to  Mr.  Humphreys ;  she  feared  his 
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decision ;  and  she  feared  also  that  he  would  give 
her  the  money  Miss  Fortune  had  failed  to  supply 
for  the  journey ;  how  much  it  might  be  EUen  had 
no  idea.  She  could  not  dismiss  the  subject  as 
decided  by  circumstances,  for  conscience  pricked 
her  with  the  fifth  commandment.  She  was  miser- 
able. It  happily  occurred  to  her  at  last  to  take 
counsel  with  Mrs.  Yawse ;  this  might  be  done  she 
knew  without  betraying  Nancy;  Mrs.  Vawse  was 
much  too  honourable  to  press  her  as  to  how  she 
came  by  the  letters,  and  her  word  could  easily  be 
obtained  not  to  speak  of  the  affairs  to  any  one. 
As  for  Miss  Fortune's  conduct,  it  most  be  made 
known ;  there  was  no  help  for  that.  So  it  was 
settled ;  and  Ellen's  breast  was  a  little  lightened  of 
its  load  of  care  for  that  time ;  she  had  leisure  to 
think  of  some  other  things. 

Why  had  Miss  Fortune  kept  back  the  letters  ? 
Ellen  guessed  pretty  well,  but  she  did  not  know 
quite  all.  The  package,  with  its  accompanying 
despatch  to  Miss  Fortune,  had  arrived  shortly  after 
Ellen  first  heard  the  news  of  her  mother's  death, 
when  she  was  refuged  with  Alice  at  the  parsonage. 
At  the  time  of  its  being  sent  Captain  Mont- 
gomery's movements  were  extremely  uncertain; 
and  in  obedience  to  the  earnest  request  of  his  wife 
he  directed  that  mthout  waiting  for  his  own  return 
Ellen  should  immediately  set  out  for  Scotland. 
Part  of  the  money  for  her  expenses  he  sent ;  the 
rest  he  desired  his  sister  to  furnish,  promising  to 
make  all  straight  when  he  should  come  home.  But 
it  happened  that  he  was  already  this  lady's  debtor 
to  a  small  amount,  which  Miss  Fortune  had  serious 
doubts  of  ever  being  repaid ;  she  instantly  deter- 
mined, that  if  she  had  once  been  a  fool  in  lending 
him  money,  she  would  not  a  second  time  in  adding 
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to  the  sum ;  if  he  wanted  to  send  his  daughter  on 
a  wild-goose  chase  after  great  relations,  he  might 
come  home  himself  and  see  to  it;  it  was  none  of 
her  business.  Quietly  taking  the  remittance  to 
refund  his  own  owing,  she  of  course  threw  the 
letters  into  her  box,  as  the  delivery  of  them  would 
expose  the  whole  transaction.  There  they  lay  till 
Nancy  found  them. 

Early  the  next  morning  after  breakfast  Ellen 
came  into  the  kitchen,  and  begged  Margery  to  ask 
Thomas  to  bring  the  Brownie  to  the  door.  Sur- 
prised at  the  energy  in  her  tone  and  manner,  Mar- 
gery gave  the  message,  and  added  that  Miss  Ellen 
seemed  to  have  picked  up  wonderfully ;  she  hadn't 
heard  her  speak  so  brisk  since  Mr.  John  went 
away. 

The  Brownie  was  soon  at  the  door,  but  not  so 
soon  as  Ellen,  who  had  dressed  in  feverish  haste. 
The  Brownie  was  not  alone ;  there  was  old  John 
saddled  and  bridled,  and  Thomas  Grimes  in  waiting. 

"  It  is  not  necessary  for  you  to  take  that  trouble, 
Thomas,*'  said  Ellen ; — "  I  do  not  mind  going  alone 
at  all." 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  EUen— (Thomas 
touched  his  hat), — but  Mr.  John  left  particular 
orders  that  I  was  to  go  with  Miss  Ellen  whenever 
it  pleased  her  to  ride ;  never  failing." 

"Did  he!"  said  Mien; — "but  is  it  convenient 
for  you  now,  Thomas  ?  I  want  to  go  as  far  as  Mrs. 
Vawse's." 

"It's  always  convenient.  Miss  Ellen, — always; 
Miss  EUen  need  not  thii^  of  that  at  all,  I  am 
always  ready." 

Ellen  mounted  upon  tjie  Brownie,  sighing  for 
the  want  of  the  hand  that  used  to  lift  her  to  the 
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saddle ;  and  spurred  by  this  recollection  set  of  at  a 
round  pace. 

Soon  she  was  at  Mrs.  Yawse's ;  and  soon,  finding 
her  alone,  Ellen  had  spread  out  all  her  difficulties 
before  her  and  given  her  the  letters  to  read.  Mrs. 
Yawse  readily  promised  to  speak  on  the  subject  to 
no  one  without  Ellen's  leave;  her  suspicions  fell 
upon  Mr.  Yan  Brunt,  not  her  granddaughter.  She 
heard  all  the  story,  and  read  the  letters  before 
making  any  remark. 

"  Now,  dear  Mrs.  Yawse,"  said  Ellen,  anxiously, 
when  the  last  one  was  folded  up  and  laid  on  the 
table, — "  what  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  I  think,  my  child,  you  must  go,"  said  the  old 
lady,  steadily. 

Ellen  looked  keenly,  as  if  to  find  some  otHer 
answer  in  her  face ;  her  own  changing  more  and 
more  for  a  minute,  tiU  it  sunk  in  her  hands. 

"  Cela  vous  donne  beaucoup  de  chagrin, — je  le 
vois  bien,"  said  the  old  lady,  tenderly.  (Their  con- 
versations were  always  in  Mrs.  Yawse' s  tongue.) 

"  But,"  said  Ellen  presently,  lifting  her  head 
again,  (there  were  no  tears) — "  I  cannot  go  with- 
out money." 

"  That  can  be  obtained  vrithout  any  difficulty." 

"  From  whom  ?  I  cannot  ask  aunt  Eortime  fop 
it,  Mrs.  Yawse ;  I  could  not  do  it ! " 

"  There  is  no  difficulty  about  the  money.  Show 
your  letter  to  Mr.  Humphreys." 

"0  1  cannot!"  said  Ellen,  covering  her  face 
again. 

"  Will  you  let  me  do  it  ?  I  will  speak  to  him  if 
you  permit  me." 

"  But  what  use  ?  He  ought  not  to  give  me  the 
money,  Mrs.  Yawse  ?     It  would  not  be  right ;  and 
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to  show  him  the  letters  would  be  like  asking  him  for 
it.     O  I  cannot  bear  to  do  that !" 

"  He  would  give  it  you,  Ellen,  with  the  greatest 
pleasure." 

"  O  no,  Mrs.  Vawse,"  said  Ellen,  bursting  into 
tears,  "  he  would  never  be  pleased  to  send  me  away 
from  him !  I  know — I  know — he  would  miss  me. 
O  what  shall  I  do  ! " 

"Not  that,  my  dear  Ellen,"  said  the  old  lady, 
coming  to  her  and  gently  stroking  her  head  with 
both  hands.  "You  must  do  what  is  right;  and 
you  know  it  cannot  be  but  that  will  be  the  best 
and  happiest  for  you  in  the  end." 

"01  wish — I  wish,"  exclaimed  Ellen  from  the 
bottom  of  her  heart,  —  "those  letters  had  never 
been  found ! " 

"Nay,  Ellen,  that  is  not  right." 

"  But  I  promised  Alice,  Mrs.  Vawse ;  ought  I 
to  go  away  and  leave  him  ?  O,  Mrs.  Vawse,  it  is 
very  hard!     Ought  1^'' 

"  Your  father  and  your  mother  have  said  it,  my 
chM." 

"  But  they  never  would  have  said  it  if  they  had 
known  ?  " 

"  But  they  did  not  know,  Ellen ;  and  here  it  is." 

Ellen  wept  violently,  regardless  of  the  caresses 
and  soothing  words  which  her  old  friend  lavished 
upon  her. 

"  There  is  one  thing ! "  said  she  at  last,  raising  her 
head, — "  I  do  not  know  of  anybody  going  to  Scot- 
land, and  I  am  not  likely  ;  and  if  I  only  do  not  be- 
fore autumn, — that  is  not  a  good  time  to  go,  and 
then  comes  winter." 

*'  My  dear  Ellen,"  said  Mrs.  Yawse,  sorrowfully, 
"  I  must  drive  you  from  your  last  hope.     Do  not 
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you  know  that  Mrs.  Oillespie  is  going  abroad  with 
all  her  family  ? — next  month,  I  think." 

Ellen  grew  pale  for  a  minute,  and  sat  holding 
bitter  counsel  with  her  own  heart.  Mrs.  Yawse 
hardly  knew  what  to  say  next. 

"  1  ou  need  not  feel  uneasy  about  your  journey- 
ing expenses,"  she  remarked,  after  a  pause ; — **  you 
can  easily  repay  them,  if  vou  wish,  wnen  you  reach 
your  friends  m  Scotland- 
Ellen  did  not  hear  her.  She  looked  up  with  an 
odd  expression  of  determination  in  her  face,  deter- 
mination taking  its  stand  upon  difficulties. 

"  I  shall  not  stay  there,  Mrs.  Yawse,  if  I  go  ! — I 
shall  go,  I  suppose,  if  I  must ;  but  do  you  think 
anythiQg  will  keep  me  there  ?     Never !  " 

"  You  wiU  stay  for  the  same  reason  that  you  go 
for,  EUen ;  to  do  your  duty." 

"  Yes,  till  I  am  old  enough  to  choose  for  myself, 
Mrs.  Yawse,  and  then  I  shall  come  back ;  if  they 
will  let  me." 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  by  *  they  ? '  " 

"  Mr.  Humphreys  and  Mr.  John." 

"  My  dear  Ellen,"  said  the  old  lady,  kindly,  "  be 
satisfied  with  doing  your  duty  now;  leave  the 
future.  While  you  follow  Him,  Q-od  wiU  be  your 
friend;  is  not  that  enough?  and  all  things  shall 
work  for  your  good.  You  do  not  know  what  you 
will  wish  when  the  time  comes  you  speak  of.  Xou 
do  not  know  what  new  friends  you  may  find  to 
love." 

EUen  had  in  her  own  heart  the  warrant  for  what 
she  had  said  and  what  she  saw  by  her  smile  Mrs. 
Yawse  doubted ;  but  she  disdained  to  assert  what 
she  could  bring  nothing  to  prove.  She  took  a  sor- 
rowful leave  of  her  old  friend  and  returned  home. 
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After  dinner,  when  Mr.  Humphreys  was  about 
going  back  to  his  study,  EUen  timidly  stopped  him 
and  gave  him  her  letters,  and  asked  him  to  look  at 
them  some  time  when  he  had  leisure.  She  told 
him  also  where  they  were  found  and  how  long  they 
had  lain  there,  and  that  Mrs.  Vawse  had  said  she 
ought  to  show  them  to  him. 

She  thought  that  he  would  read  them  at  once, — 
and  she  waited  with  a  beating  heart.  In  a  little 
while  she  heard  his  step  coming  back  along  the 
hall.  He  came  and  sat  down  by  her  on  the  sofa 
and  took  her  hand. 

"  What  is  your  wish  in  this  matter,  my  child  ?" 
he  said  gravely  and  cheerfully. 

Ellen's  look  answered  that. 

'*  I  will  do  whatever  you  say  I  must,  sir,"  she 
said,  faintly. 

"  I  dare  not  ask  myself  what  I  would  wish, 
Ellen ;  the  matter  is  taken  out  of  our  hands.  You 
must  do  your  parents'  will,  my  child.  I  will  try  to 
hope  that  you  will  gain  more  than  I  lose.  As  the 
Lord  pleases !  If  I  am  bereaved  of  my  children,  I 
am  bereaved." 

"  Mrs.  Gillespie,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  "  is  about 
going  to  England ; — I  know  not  how  soon.  It  will 
be  best  for  you  to  see  her  at  once  and  make  all 
arrangements  that  may  be  necessary.  I  will  go 
with  you  to-morrow  to  Yentnor,  if  the  day  be 
fine." 

There  was  something  Ellen  longed  to  say,  but  it 
was  impossible  to  get  it  out ;  she  could  not  utter  a 
word.  She  had  pressed  her  hands  upon  her  face 
to  try  to  keep  herself  quiet ;  but  Mr.  Humphreys 
could  see  the  deep  crimson  flushing  to  the  very 
roots  of  her  hair.  He  drew  her  close  within  his 
arms  for  a  moment,  kissed  her  forhead,  Ellen /<?/^  it 
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was  sadly,  and  went  awaj.  It  was  well  tbttt  she 
did  not  near  him  sigh  as  he  went  back  along  the 
hall ;  it  was  well  she  did  not  see  the  face  of  more 
settled  gravity  with  which  he  sat  down  to  his 
writing ;  she  had  enough  of  her  own. 

They  went  to  Ventnor.  Mrs.  Gillespie  with 
great  pleasure  undertook  the  charge  of  ner,  and 
promised  to  deliver  her  safely  to  her  friends  in 
Scotland.  It  was  arranged  that  she  should  go 
back  to  Thirlwall  to  make  her  adieus ,  and  that  in 
a  week  or  two  a  carriage  should  be  sent  to  bring 
her  to  Ventnor,  where  her  preparations  for  the 
journey  should  be  made,  and  whence  the  whole 
party  would  set  off. 

"  So  you  are  going  to  be  a  Scotchwoman  after 
all,  Ellen,"  said  Miss  Sophia. 

"  I  had  much  rather  be  an  American,  Miss 
Sophia." 

"  Why  Hutchinson  will  tell  you,"  said  the  young 
lady,  "  tliat  it  is  infinitely  more  desirable  to  be  a 
Scotchwoman  than  that." 

Ellen's  face,  however,  looked  so  little  inclined  to 
be  merry  that  she  took  up  the  subject  in  another  tone. 

"  Seriously,  do  you  know,"  said  she,  "  I  have 
been  thinking  it  is  a  very  happy  thing  for  you.  I 
do  not  know  what  would  become  of  you  alone  in 
that  great  parsonage  house.  You  would  mope 
yourself  to  death  in  a  little  while ;  especially  now 
that  Mr.  John  is  gone." 

"  He  will  be  back,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Yes,  but  what  if  he  is  ?  he  cannot  stay  at 
Thirlwall,  child.  He  cannot  live  thirty  miles  from 
his  church,  you  know.  Did  you  think  he  would  ? 
They  think  all  the  world  of  him  already.  I  expect 
they  will  barely  put  up  with  Mr.  Q-eorge  while  he 
is  gone; — ^they  will  want  Mr.  John  all  to  them- 
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selves  when  he  comes  back,  voii  may  rely  on  that. 
What  are  you  thinking  of,  child  ?" 

For  Ellen's  eyes  were  sparkling  with  two  or 
three  thoughts  which  Miss  Sophia  could  not  read. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  what  you  are  smiling  at," 
she  said,  with  some  curiosity.  But  the  smile  was 
almost  immediately  quenched  in  tears. 

Notwithstanding  Miss  Sophia's  discouraging  talk, 
Ellen  privately  agreed  with  Ellen  Chauncey,  that 
the  Brownie  should  be  sent  to  her  to  keep  and  use 
as  her  own,  till  his  mistress  should  come  back ;  both 
children  being  entirely  of  opinion  that  the  arrange- 
ment was  a  most  unexceptionable  one. 

It  was  not  forgotten  thafc  the  lapse  of  three 
years  since  the  date  of  the  letters  left  some  un- 
certainty as  to  the  present  state  of  affairs 
among  Ellen's  friends  in  Scotland;  but  this 
doubt  was  not  thought  sufficient  to  justify  her 
letting  pass  so  excellent  an  opportunity  of  making 
the  journey.  Especially  as  Captain  Montgomery's 
letters  spoke  of  an  uncle,  to  whom,  equally  with  her 
grandmother,  Ellen  was  to  be  consigned.  In  case 
circumstances  would  permit  it,  Mrs.  Gillespie  en- 
gaged to  keep  Ellen  i^dth  her,  and  bring  her  home 
to  America  when  she  herself  should  return. 

And  in  little  more  than  a  month  they  were  gone ; 
adieus  and  preparations  and  all  were  over.  EUen's 
parting  with  Mrs.  Yawse  was  very  tender  and  very 
sad; — with  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  extremely  and  grate- 
fully affectionate,  on  both  sides ; — with  her  aunt, 
constrained  and  brief;—  with  Margery  very  sorrow- 
ful indeed.  But  Ellen's  longest  and  most  lingering 
adieu  was  to  Captain  Parry,  the  old  grey  cat.  For 
one  whole  evenmg  she  sat  with  him  in  her  arms ; 
and  over  poor  pussy  were  shed  the  tears  that  fell 
for  many  better  loved  and  better  deserving  person- 
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a&;es,  as  well  as  those  not  a  few  that  were  wept  for 
him.  Since  Alice's  death,  Panyhad  transferred  his 
entire  confidence  and  esteem  to  Ellen ;  whether  firom 
feeling  a  want,  or  because  love  and  tenderness  had 
taught  her  the  touch  and  the  tone  that  were  fitted 
to  win  his  regard.  Only  John  shared  it.  Ellen  was 
his  chief  favourite,  and  almost  constant  companion. 
And  bitterer  tears  EUen  shed  at  no  time  than  that 
evening  before  she  went  away,  over  the  old  cat.  She 
could  not  distress  kitty  with  her  distress,  nor  weary 
him  with  the  calls  upon  his  sjrmpathy,  thoiigh  indeed 
it  is  true  that  he  sundry  times  poked  his  nose  up 
wonderingly  and  caressingly  in  her  face.  She  had 
no  remonstrance  or  interruption  to  fear;  and  taking 
pussy  as  the  emblem  and  representative  of  the  whole 
household,  EUen  wept  them  all  over  him,  with  a  ten- 
derness and  a  bitterness  that  were  somehow  inten- 
sified by  the  sight  of  the  grey  coat,  and  white 
gaws,  and  kindly  face,  of  her  unconscious  old  brute 
•iend. 

The  old  people  at  Carra-carra  were  taken  leave  of; 
the  Brownie,  too,  with  great  difficulty.  And  Nancy. 

"  I'm  really  sorry  you  are  going,  "Elllen,"  said  she ; 
— "  you're  the  only  soul  in  town  I  care  about.  I 
wish  I'd  thrown  them  letters  in  the  fire  after  all ! 
Who'd  ha'  thought  it ! " 

EUen  could  not  help  in  her  heart  echoing  the 
wish. 

"  I'm  real  sorry,  EUen,"  she  repeated.  "  Aint 
there  something  I  can  do  for  you  when  you  are 
gone  ?" 

"  O  yes,  dear  Nancy,"  said  EUen,  weeping, — "  if 
you  would  only  take  care  of  your  dear  grandmother. 
She  is  left  alone  now.  If  you  would  only  take  care 
of  her,  and  read  your  Bible,  and  be  good,  Nancy. — 
Oh  Nancy,  Nancy!  do,  do!" 
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They  kissed  each  other,  and  Nancy  went  away 
fairly  crying. 

Mrs.  Marshman's  own  woman,  a  steady  excellent 
person,  had  come  in  the  carriage  for  Ellen.  And 
the  next  morning,  early  after  breakfast,  when  every- 
thing else  was  ready,  she  went  into  Mr.  Humphreys' 
study  to  bid  the  last  dreaded  good-bye.  She  thought 
her  obedience  was  costing  her  dear. 

It  was  nearly  a  silent  parting.  He  held  her  a  long 
time  in  his  arms ;  and  there  Mien  bitterly  thought 
her  place  ought  to  be.  "  "What  have  I  to  do  to  seek 
new  relations  ?"  she  said  to  herself.  But  she  was 
speechless ;  till  gently  relaxing  his  hold  he  tenderly 
smoothed  back  her  disordered  hair,  and  kissing  her, 
said  a  very  few  grave  words  of  blessing  and  counsel. 
Ellen  gathered  all  her  strength  together  then,  for 
she  had  something  that  must  be  spoken. 

"  Sir,"  said  she,  falling  on  her  knees  before  him 
and  looking  up  in  his  face, — "  this  does  not  alter — 
you  do  not  take  back  what  you  said,  do  you  ?  " 

"  What  is  that  I  said,  my  child  ?" 

"  That,"  said  Ellen,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands 
on  his  knee,  and  scarce  able  to  speak  with  great 
effort, — "  that  which  you  said  when  I  first  came— 
that  which  you  said — about — " 

"  About  what,  my  dear  child  ?" 

"  My  going  away  does  not  change  anything,  does 
it,  sir  r     May  I  not  come  back,  if  ever  I  can  ?" 

He  raised  her  up  and  drew  her  close  to  his  bosom 
again. 

"  My  dear  little  daughter,"  said  he,  "  you  cannot 
be  so  glad  to  come  back  as  my  arms  and  my  heart 
will  be  to  receive  you.  I  scarce  dare  hope  to  see 
that  day,  but  all  in  this  house  is  yoiirs,  dear  Ellen, 
as  well  when  in  Scotland  as  here.  I  take  back 
nothing,  my  daughter.     Nothing  is  changed." 
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A  word  or  two  more  of  affection  and  blessing, 
which  Ellen  was  utterly  unable  to  answer  in  any 
way, — and  she  went  to  the  carriage ;  with  one  drop 
of  cordial  in  her  heart,  that  she  fed  upon  a  long 
while.  "He  called  me  his  daughter! — he  never 
said  that  before  since  Alice  died !  O  so  I  will  be 
as  long  as  I  live,  if  I  find  fifty  new  relations.  But 
what  good  will  a  daughter  tfairee  thousand  miles  off 
do  him!" 


CHAPTEE  XXIII. 

Speed,  Item.     She  is  proud, 

£aun.  Out  with  that ;  it  was  Eve's  legacy,  and  cannot  be 
ta'en  firom  her. 

Shakspeabb. 

The  voyage  was  peaceful  and  prosperous ;  in  due 
time  the  whole  party  found  themselves  safe  in  Lon- 
don.  Ever  since  they  set  out  Ellen  had  been  con- 
stantly gaining  on  Mrs.  Gi-illespie's  good  will ;  the 
Major  hardly  saw  her  but  she  had  something  to 
say  about  that  "  best-bred  child  in  the  world." 
"  Best-hearted  too,  I  think,"  said  the  Major ;  and 
even  Mrs.  Gillespie  owned  that  there  was  some- 
thing more  than  good-breeding  in  Ellen's  polite- 
ness. She  had  good  trial  of  it ;  Mrs.  Gillespie  was 
much  longer  ailing  than  any  of  the  party ;  and 
when  EUen  got  well,  it  was  her  great  pleasure  to 
devote  herself  to  the  service  of  the  only  member  of 
the  Marshman  family  now  within  her  reach.  She 
could  never  do  too  much.  She  watched  by  her, 
read  to  her,  was  quick  to  see  and  perform  aJl  the 
little  offices  of  attention  and  kindness  where  a  ser- 
vant's hand  is  not  so  acceptable ;  and  withal  never 
was  in  the  way  nor  put  herself  forward.  Mrs. 
Gillespie's  own  daughter  was  much  less  helpful. 
Both  she  and  William,  however,  had  long  since 
forgotten  the  old  grudge,  and  treated  Ellen  as  well 
as  they  did  anybody  ;  rather  better.  Major  Gilles- 
pie was  attentive  and  kind  as  possible  to  the  gentle, 
well-behaved  little  body  that  was  always  at  his 
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wife's  pillow ;  and  even  Lester,  the  maid,  told  one 
of  her  friends  ^  she  was  such  a  sweet  little  liEidy 
that  it  was  a  pleasure  and  gratification  to  do  anj- 
thing  for  her."  Lester  acted  this  out ;  and  in  her 
kindly  disposition  Ellen  found  very  substantial 
comfort  and  benefit  throughout  the  voyage. 

Mrs.  Gillespie  told  her  husband  she  should  be 
rejoiced  if  it  turned  out  that  they  might  keep  Ellen 
with  them  and  carry  her  back  to  America;  she 
only  wished  it  were  not  for  Mr.  Humphreys  but 
herself.  As  their  destination  was  not  now  Scot- 
land, but  Paris,  it  was  proposed  to  write  to  Ellen's 
friends  to  ascertain  whether  any  change  had  oc- 
curred, or  whether  they  still  wished  to  receive  her. 
This  however  was  rendered  unnecessary.  They 
were  scarcely  established  in  their  hotel,  when  a 
gentleman  from  Edinburgh,  an  intimate  friend  of 
the  Ventnor  family,  and  whom  Ellen  herself  had 
more  than  once  met  there,  came  to  see  them.  Mrs. 
Gillespie  bethought  herself  to  make  inquiries  of 
him. 

**  Do  you  happen  to  know  a  family  of  Lindsays 
in  George' s-street,  Mr.  Dundas?" 

"  Lindsays  ?  yes,  perfectly  well.  Do  you  know 
them?" 

"  No  ;  but  I  am  very  much  interested  in  one  of 
the  family.     Is  the  old  lady  living  ?" 

"  Yes,  certainly ; — not  very  old,  either — not 
above  sixty  or  sixty-five  ;  and  as  hale  and  alert  as 
at  forty.     A  very  fine  old  lady." 

"AlargefamiW?" 

"  O  no ;  Mr.  Lindsay  is  a  widower  this  some 
years,  with  no  children ;  and  there  is  a  widowed 
daughter  lately  come  home, — Lady  Keith  ; — that  is 
all." 

"  Mr.  Lindsay— that  is,  the  son  ?" 
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"  Yes.  You  would  like  them.  They  are  excel- 
lent people — excellent  family — wealthy — beautiful 
country  seat  on  the  south  bank  of  the  Tay,  some 
miles  from  Edinburgh.  I  was  down  there  two 
weeks  ago ; — entertain  most  handsomely  and 
agreeably,  two  things  that  do  not  always  go  toge- 
ther, x  ou  meet  a  pleasanter  circle  nowhere  than 
at  Lindsay's." 

"  And  that  is  the  whole  family  ?"  said  Mrs.  Q-il- 
lespie. 

"That  is  all.  There  were  two  daughters  mar- 
ried to  Americans,  some  dozen  or  so  years  ago. 
Mrs.  Lindsay  took  it  very  hard,  I  believe,  but  she 
bore  up,  and  bears  up  now,  as  if  misfortune  had 
never  crossed  her  path  ;  though  the  death  of  Mr. 
Lindsay's  wife  and  son  was  another  great  blow.  I 
do  not  believe  there  is  a  grey  hair  in  her  head  at 
this  moment.  There  is  some  peculiarity  about  them 
perhaps, — some  pride,  too ;— out  that  is  an  amiable 
weakness,"  he  added,  laughing,  as  he  rose. to  go; 
— "  Mrs.  Gillespie,  I  am  sure,  will  not  find  fault 
with  them  for  it." 

"  That  is  an  insinuation,  Mr.  Dundas ;  but  look 
here  at  what  I  am  bringing  to  Mrs.  Lindsay  in  the 
shape  of  a  granddaughter." 

"  What,  my  old  acquaintance.  Miss  Ellen !  is  it 
possible ! — My  dear  madam,  if  you  had  such  a 
treasure  for  sale,  they  would  pour  half  their  for- 
tune into  your  lap  to  purchase  it,  and  the  other 
half  at  her  feet." 

"  I  would  not  take  it,  Mr.  Dundas." 

"  It  would  be  no  mean  price,  I  assure  you  in  it- 
self, however  it  might  be  comparatively.  I  give 
Miss  Ellen  joy." 

Miss  Ellen  took  none  of  his  giving. 

"  Ah,  Ellen,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs,  Gillespie,  when 
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be  was  gone, — ''  we  shall  never  have  ^ou  back  in 
America  again.  I  give  up  all  hopes  of  it.  Why  do 
you  look  so  solemn,  my  love  ?  You  are  a  strange 
child;  most  ^irls  would  be  delighted  at  Buob  a 
prospect  opemng  before  them." 

"  You  forget  what  I  leave,  Mrs.  Gillespie.** 

"  So  will  you,  my  love,  in  a  few  days  ;  though  I 
love  you  for  remembering  so  well  tnose  that  have 
been  kind  to  you.  But  you  do  not  realise  yet  what 
is  before  you. 

"  Why  you  will  have  a  good  time,  Ellen/*  said 
Marianne ; — "  I  wonder  you  are  not  out  of  your 
wits  with  joy.     /  should  oe." 

''You  may  as  well  make  over  the  Brownie  to 
me,  Ellen,"  said  William; — "I  expect  you  will 
never  want  him  again." 

"  I  cannot,  you  know,  William ;  I  lent  him  to 
Ellen  Chauncey." 

"  Lent  him ! — ^that  is  a  good  one.  For  how 
long?" 

Mien  smiled,  though  sighing  inwardly  to  see 
how  very  much  narrowed  was  her  prospect  of  ever 
mounting  him  again.  She  did  nqt  care  to  explain 
herself  to  those  around  her.  Still,  at  the  very  bot- 
tom of  her  heart  lay  two  thoughts,  in  which  her 
hope  refuged  itself.  One  was  a  peculiar  assurance 
that  whatever  her  brother  pleased,  nothing  could 
hinder  him  from  accomplishmg ;  the  other,  a  like 
confidence  that  it  would  not  please  him  to  leave 
his  little  sister  not  looked  after.  But  all  began  to 
grow  misty,  and  it  seemed  now  as  if  Scotland  must 
henceforth  be  the  limit  of  her  horizon. 

Leaving  their  children  at  a  relation's  house.  Ma- 
jor and  Mrs.  Gillespie  accompanied  her  to  the 
north.  They  travelled  post,  and  arriving  in  the 
evening  at  Edinburgh,  put  up  at  an  hotel  in  Princes- 
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street.  It  was  agreed  that  EDen  should  not  seek 
her  new  home  till  the  morrDw  ;  she  should  eat  one 
more  supper  and  hreakfast  with  her  old  friends, 
and  have  a  night's  rest,  first.  She  was  very  glad 
of  it.  The  Major  and  Mrs.  Gillespie  were  en- 
chanted with  the  nohle  view  from  their  parlour 
windows ;  while  they  were  eagerly  conversing  toge- 
ther, Ellen  sat  alone  at  the  other  window,  looking 
out  upon  the  curious  Old  Town.  There  was  all 
the  fascination  of  novelty  and  heauty  ahout  that 
singularly  picturesque  mass  of  buildings  in  its 
sober  colouring,  growing  more  sober  as  the  twi- 
light fell ;  and  just  before  outlines  were  lost  in  the 
dusk,  lights  began  feebly  to  twinkle  here  and  there, 
and  grew  brighter  and  more  as  the  night  came  on,  till 
their  brilliant  multitude  were  all  that  could  be  seen 
where  the  curious  jumble  of  chimneys  and  house-tops 
and  crooked  ways  had  shown  a  little  before.  Ellen  sat 
watching  this  lighting  up  of  the  Old  Town,  feeling 
strangely  that  she  was  in  the  midst  of  new  scenes 
indeed,  entering  upon  a  new  stage  of  life  ;  and  hav- 
ing some  difiiculty  to  persuade  herself  that  she  was 
really  Ellen  Montgomery.  The  scene  of  extreme 
beauty  before  her  seemed  rather  to  increase  the 
confusion  and  sadness  of  her  mind.  Happily,  joy- 
fully, Ellen  remembered,  as  she  sat  gazing  over  the 
darkening  city  and  its  brightening  lights,  that  there 
was  One  near  her  who  coidd  not  change ;  that  Scot- 
land was  no  remove  from  Him  ;  that  His  providence 
as  well  as  His  heaven  was  over  her  there ;  that  there, 
not  less  that  in  America,  she  was  His  child.  She 
rejoiced,  as  she  sat  in  her  dusky  window,  over  His 
words  of  assurance,  "  I  am  the  G-ood  Shepherd,  and 
know  My  sheep,  and  am  known  of  Mine ;"  and  she 
looked  up  into  the  clear  sky  (that  at  least  was 
homelike)  in  tearful  thankfulness,  and  with  earnest 


894  TUE    WIDE,   WIDE   WOBLD. 

prayer  that  she  might  be  kept  from  evil.  Ellen 
thought  8he  might  have  special  need  to  offer  that 
prayer.  And  as  again  her  eye  wandered  over  the 
singular,  bright  spectacle  that  kept  reminding  her 
ishe  was  a  stranger  in  a  strange  place,  her  heart 
joyfully  leaned  upon  another  loved  sentence, — 
"  This  God  is  our  God  for  ever  and  ever ;  He  will 
be  our  guide  even  unto  death." 

She  was  called  from  her  window  to  supper. 

"  Why,  how  well  you  look,"  said  Mrs.  GilleBpie ; 
"  I  expected  you  would  have  been  half  tired  to 
death.     Does  she  not  look  well  ?" 

"As  if  she  were  neither  tired,  hungry,  nor 
sleepy,"  said  Major  Gillespie,  kindly; — "and  yet 
she  must  be  all  three." 

Ellen  was  all  three.  But  she  had  the  rest  of  a 
quiet  mind. 

In  the  same  quiet  mind,  a  little  fluttered  and  anx- 
ious now,  she  set  out  in  the  post-chaise  the  next 
morning  with  her  kind  friends  to  No.  — ,  George' s- 
street.  It  was  their  intention,  after  leaving  her, 
to  go  direct  to  England.  They  were  in  a  hurry  to 
be  there  ;  and  Mrs.  Gillespie  judged  that  the  pre- 
sence of  a  stranger  at  the  meeting  between  !E31en 
and  her  relations  would  be  desired  by  none  of  the 
parties.  But  when  they  reached  the  house,  they 
found  the  family  were  not  at  home  ;  they  were  in 
the  country — at  their  place  on  the  Tay.  The  di- 
rection was  obtained,  and  the  horses'  heads  turned 
that  way.  After  a  drive  of  some  length,  through 
what  kind  of  a  country  EUen  could  hardly  have  told, 
they  arrived  at  the  place. 

it  was  beautifully  situated;  and  through  well- 
kept  grounds  they  drove  up  to  a  large,  rather  old- 
fashioned,  substantial-looking  house.  "  The  ladies 
were  at  home ;"  and  that  ascertained,  Ellen  took  a 
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kind  leave  of  Mrs.  Gillespie,  shook  hands  with  the 
Major  at  the  door,  and  was  left  alone  for  the  second 
time  in  her  life,  to  make  her  acquaintance  with  new 
and  untried  friends.  She  stood  for  one  second 
looking  after  the  retreating  carriage, — one  swift 
thought  went  to  her  adopted  father  and  brother 
far  away, — one  to  her  Friend  in  heaven, — and  Ellen 
quietly  turned  to  the  servant  and  asked  for  Mrs. 
Lindsay. 

She  was  shown  into  a  large  room,  and  sat  down 
with  a  beating  heart,  looking  with  a  strange  feeliug 
upon  what  was  to  be  her  future  home,  while  the  ser- 
vant went  up-stairs.  The  house  was  handsome, 
comfortably,  luxuriously  furnished ;  but  without 
any  attempt  at  display.  Things  rather  old-fashion- 
ed than  otherwise;  plain,  even  homely,  in  some 
instances ;  yet  evidently  there  was  no  sparing  of 
money  in  any  line  of  use  or  comfort ;  nor  were 
reading  and  writing,  painting  and  music,  strangers 
there.  Unconsciously  acting  upon  her  brother's 
principle  of  judging  of  people  from  their  works, 
Ellen,  from  what  she  saw  gathered  around  her, 
formed  a  favourable  opinion  of  her  relations,  with- 
out thinking  of  it,  for  indeed  she  was  thinking  of 
something  else. 

A  lady  presently  entered,  and  said  that  Mrs. 
Lindsay  was  not  very  well,  and  seeing  Ellen's  very 
hesitating  look,  she  added,  "  shall  I  carry  her  any 
message  for  you  ?" 

This  lady  was  well-looking  and  well  dressed; 
but  somehow  there  was  something  in  her  face  or 
manner  that  encouraged  Ellen  to  an  explanation ; 
she  could  make  none.  She  silently  gave  her  her 
father's  letter,  with  which  the  lady  left  the  room. 

In  a  minute  or  two  she  returned,  and  said  her 
mother  would  see  Ellen  up-stairs,  and  asked  her  to 
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come  with  her.  This  then  must  be  Lady  Keith  I — 
but  no  sign  of  recognition !  Ellen  wondered,  as  her 
trembling  feet  carried  her  up-stairs,  and  to  the  door 
of  a  room  where  the  lady  motioned  her  to  enter ;  she 
did  not  follow  herself. 

A  large  pleasant  dressing-room ;  but  EUen  saw 
nothing  but  the  dignified  figure  and  searching 
glance  of  a  lady  in  black,  standing  in  the  middle  of 
the  room.  At  the  look  which  instantly  followed 
her  entering,  however,  Ellen  sprang  forward,  and 
was  received  in  arms  that  folded  her  as  fondly  and 
as  closely  as  ever  those  of  her  o\^ti  mother  had  done. 
"Without  releasing  her  from  their  clasp,  Mrs.  Lind- 
say presently  sat  down ;  and  placing  Ellen  on  her 
lap,  and  for  a  long  time  without  speaking  a  word, 
slie  overwhelmed  her  with  caresses, — caresses  ofben 
interrupted  with  passionate  bursts  of  tears.  Ellen 
herself  cried  heartily  for  company,  though  Mrs. 
Lindsay  little  guessed  why.  With  the  joy  and 
tenderness  arising  from  finding  a  relation  that  so 
much  loved  and  valued  her,  and  along  with  the  sym- 
pathy that  entered  into  Mrs.  Lindsay's  thoughts, 
there  were  mixed  other  feelings.  She  began  to 
know,  as  if  by  instinct,  what  kind  of  a  person  her 
grandmother  was.  The  clasp  of  the  arms  that  were 
about  her  said  as  plainly  as  possible,  "  I  will  never 
let  you  go!**  Ellen  felt  it ;  she  did  not  know  in 
her  confusion  whether  she  was  most  glad  or  most 
sorry  ;  and  this  uncertainty  mightily  helped  the  flow 
of  her  tears. 

When  this  scene  had  lasted  some  time  Mrs. 
Lindsay  began  with  the  utmost  tenderness  to  take 
off  Ellen's  gloves,  her  cape,  (her  bonnet  had  been 
hastily  thrown  ofl^  long  before,)  and  smoothing 
.  back  her  hair,  and  taking  the  fair  little  face  in 
both  her  hands,  she  looked  at  it  and  pressed  it  to 
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her  own,  as  indeed  something  most  dearly  prized 
and  valued.  Then  saying,  "  I  must  lie  down ;  come 
in  here  love," — she  led  her  into  the  next  room,  and 
drew  her  close  to  her  bosom  again,  murmuring, 
"  My  own  child — my  precious  child — my  Ellen — my 
own  darling — why  did  you  stay  away  so  long  from 
me  ? — tell  me." 

It  was  necessary  to  tell ;  and  this  could  not  be 
done  without  revealing  Miss  Fortune's  disgraceful 
conduct.  Ellen  was  sorry  for  that ;  she  knew  her 
mother's  American  match  had  been  unpopular  with 
her  friends  ;  and  now  what  notions  must  this  give 
them  of  one  at  least  of  the  near  connections  to 
whom  it  had  introduced  her.  She  winced  under 
what  might  be  her  grandmother's  thoughts.  .  Mrs. 
Lindsay  heard  her  in  absolute  silence,  and  made  no 
comment ;  and  at  the  end  again  kissed  her  lips  and 
cheeks,  embracing  her,  Ellen  felt^  as  a  recovered 
treasiu*e  that  would  not  be  parted  with.  She  was 
not  satisfied  tiU  she  had  drawn  Ellen's  head  fairly 
to  rest  on  her  breast,  and  then  her  caressing  hand 
often  touched  her  cheek,  or  smoothed  back  her  hair, 
softly  now  and  then  asking  slight  questions  about 
her  voyage  and  journey ;  till  exhausted  fi^m  excite- 
ment more  than  fatigue  EUen  fell  asleep. 

Her  grandmother  was  beside  her  when  she  awoke, 
and  busied  herself  with  evident  delight  in  helping 
her  to  put  off  her  travelling  clothes  and  put  on 
others ;  and  then  she  took  her  down-8tau*s  and 
presented  her  to  her  aunt. 

Lady  Keith  had  not  been  at  home,  or  in  Scotland, 
at  the  time  the  letters  passed  between  Mrs.  Mont- 
gomery and  her  mother;  and  the  result  of  that 
correspondence,  respecting  Ellen,  had  been  known 
to  no  one  except  Mrs.  Lindsay  and  her  son.  They 
had  long  given  her  up ;  the  rather  as  they  had  seen 
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iu  the  papers  the  name  of  Captain  Montgomery 
among  those  lost  m  the  ill-fated  Due  d' Orleans. 
Ladv  Keith  therefore  had  no  suspicion  who  EUen 
might  be.  She  received  her  affectionatelj,  but  Ellen 
did  not  get  rid  of  her  first  impression. 

Her  uncle  she  did  not  see  until  late  in  the  day, 
when  he  came  home.  The  evening  was  extremely 
fair,  and  having  obtained  permission,  Ellen  wandered 
out  into  the  slmibbery ;  glad  to  be  alone,  and  glad  for 
a  moment  to  exchange  new  faces  for  old ;  the  flowers 
were  old  friends  to  her,  and  never  had  looked  more 
friendly  than  then.  New  and  old  both  were  there. 
Ellen  went  on  softly  from  flower-bed  to  flower-bed, 
soothed  and  rested,  stopping  here  to  smell  one,  or 
there  to  gaze  at  some  old  favourite  or  new  beauty, 
thinking  curious  thoughts  of  the  past  and  the  fu- 
ture, and  through  it  all  taking  a  quiet  lesson  from 
the  flowers ; — ^when  a  servant  came  after  her  with  a 
request  from  Mrs.  Lindsay  that  she  would  return  to 
the  house.  Ellen  hurried  in  ;  she  imagined  for  what, 
and  was  sure  as  soon  as  she  opened  the  door  and  saw 
the  figure  of  agentleman  sitting  before  Mrs.  Lindsay. 
Ellen  remembered  well  she  was  sent  to  her  uncle 
as  weU  as  her  grandmother,  and  she  came  forward 
with  a  beating  heart  to  Mrs.  Lindsay's  outstretched 
hand,  which  presented  her  to  this  other  ruler  of  her 
destiny.  He  was  very  different  from  Lady  Keith, 
— her  anxious  glance  saw  that  at  once, — more  like 
his  mother.  A  man  not  fifty  years  old ;  fine-look- 
ing and  stately  like  her.  Ellen  was  not  left  long  in 
suspense;  his  look  instantly  softened,  as  his  mo- 
ther's had  done  ;  he  drew  her  to  his  arms  with  great 
affection,  and  evidently  with  very  great  pleasure ; 
then  held  her  off  for  a  moment  while  he  looked  at 
her  changing  colour  and  downcast  eye,  and  folded 
her  close  in  his  arms  again,  from  which  he  seemed 
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hardly  willing  to  let  her  go,  whispering,  as  he 
kissed  her,  "Tou  are  my  own  child  now, — you 
are  my  little  daughter, — do  you  know  that,  Ellen  ? 
I  am  your  father  henceforth ; — ^you  belong  to  me 
entirely,  and  I  belong  to  you ;  my  own  little  daugh- 
ter!" 

"  I  wonder  how  many  times  one  may  be  adopted," 
thought  Ellen  that  evening ; — "  but  to  be  sure,  my 
father  and  my  mother  have  quite  given  me  up  here, 
— that  makes  a  difference ;  they  had  a  right  to  give 
me  away  if  they  pleased.  I  suppose  I  do  belong  to 
my  uncle  and  grandmother  in  good  earnest,  and  I 
cannot  help  myself.  "Well !  but  Mr.  Humphreys 
seems  a  great  deal  more  like  my  father  than  my 
uncle  Lindsay.  I  cannot  help  that — ^but  how  they 
would  be  vexed  if  they  knew  it ! " 

That  was  profoundly  true ! 

Ellen  was  in  a  few  days  the  dear  pet  and  darling 
of  the  whole  household,  without  exception,  and 
almost  without  limit.  At  first,  for  a  d!ay  or  two, 
there  was  a  little  lurking  doubt,  a  little  anxiety,  a 
constant  watch,  on  the  part  of  all  her  Mends,  whe- 
ther they  were  not  going  to  find  something  iu  their 
newly  acquired  treasure  to  disappoint  them ;  whe- 
ther it  could  be  that  there  was  nothing  behind  to 
belie  the  first  promise.  Less  keen  observers,  how- 
ever, could  not  have  failed  to  see  very  soon  that 
there  was  no  disappointment  to  be  looked  for ;  EUen 
was  just  what  she  seemed,  without  the  shadow  of  a 
cloak  in  anything.  Doubts  vanished;  and  Ellen 
had  not  been  three  days  in  the  house  when  she  was 
taken  home  to  two  hearts,  at  least,  in  unbounded 
love  and  tenderness.  When  Mr.  Lindsay  was  pre- 
sent he  was  not  satisfied  without  having  Ellen  in  his 
arms  or  close  beside  him ;  and  if  not  there  she  was 
at  the  side  of  her  grandmother. 
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There  was  nothing,  howeyer,  in  the  character  of 
this  fondness,  great  as  it  was,  that  would  have  in- 
clined any  child  to  presume  upon  it.  Ellen  was 
least  of  sdl  likely  to  try ;  but  if  her  will,  by  any 
chance,  had  run  counter  to  theirs,  she  would  haye 
found  it  impossible  to  maintain  her  ground.  She 
understood  this  from  the  first  with  her  grand- 
mother ;  and  in  one  or  two  trifles  since  had  been 
more  and  more  confirmed  in  the  feeling  that  they 
would  do  with  her  and  make  of  her  precisely  what 
they  pleased,  without  the  smallest  regard  to  her 
fancy.  If  it  jumped  with  theirs,  very  well ;  if  not, 
it  must  yield.  In  one  matter  Ellen  had  been 
roused  to  plead  very  hard,  and  even  with  tears,  to 
have  her  wish,  which  she  verily  thought  she  ought 
to  have  had.  Mrs.  Lindsay  smiled  and  kissed  her, 
and  went  on  with  the  utmost  coolness  with  what 
she  was  doing,  which  she  carried  through,  without 
in  the  least  regarding  Ellen's  distress,  or  showing 
the  slightest  discomposure ;  and  the  same  thing 
was  repeated  every  day,  till  Ellen  got  used  to  it. 
Her  uncle  she  had  never  seen  tried ;  but  she  knew 
it  would  be  the  same  with  him.  When  Mr.  Lrnd* 
say  clasped  her  to  his  bosom  Ellen  felt  it  was  as  hi9 
own;  his  eye  always  seemed  to  repeat,  "»iy  own 
little  daughter ;"  and  in  his  whole  manner  love  was 
mingled  with  as  much  authority.  Perhaps  Ellen 
did  not  like  them  much  the  worse  for  this,  as  she 
had  no  sort  of  disposition  to  displease  them  in  any- 
thing; but  it  gave  rise  to  sundry  thoughts  how- 
ever, which  she  kept  to  herself;  thoughts  that  went 
both  to  the  future  and  the  past. 

"  Lady  Keith,  it  may  be,  had  less  heart  to  give 
than  her  mother  and  brother,  but  pride  took  up  the 
matter  instead;  and,  according  to  her  measure, 
Ellen  held  with  her  the  same  place  she  held  with 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lindsay  ;  being  the  great  delight  and 
darling  of  all  three  ;  and  with  all  three,  seemingly, 
the  great  object  in  life. 

A  few  days  after  her  arrival,  a  week  or  more,  she 
underwent  one  evening  a  kind  of  catechising  from 
her  aunt,  as  to  her  former  manner  of  life ; — where 
she  had  been  and  with  whom  since  her  mother  left 
her ;  what  she  had  been  doing ;  whether  she  had 
been  to  school,  and  how  her  time  was  spent  at 
home,  &c.,  &c.  No  comments  whatever  were  made 
on  her  answers,  but  a  something  in  her  aunt's  face 
and  manner  induced  EUen  to  make  her  replies  as 
brief,  and  to  give  her  as  little  information  m  them 
as  she  could.  She  did  not  feel  inclined  to  enlarge 
upon  anything,  or  to  go  at  all  further  than  the 
questions  obliged  her ;  and  Lady  Keith  ended  vrith- 
out  having  more  than  a  very  general  notion  of  El- 
len's way  of  life  for  three  or  four  years  past.  This 
conversation  was  repeated  to  her  grandmother  and 
uncle. 

"  To  think,"  said  the  latter  the  next  morning  at 
breakfast, — "  to  think  that  the  backwoods  of  Ame- 
rica should  have  turned  us  out  such  a  little  spe- 
cimen of — " 

"  Of  what,  uncle  ?"  said  EUen,  laughing. 

"  Ah,  I  shall  not  tell  you  that,*'  said  he. 

"  But  it  is  extraordinary,"  said  Lady  Keith, — 
"  how  after  living  among  a  parcel  of  thick-headed 
and  thicker-tongued  Yankees  she  should  come  out 
and  speak  pure  English  in  a  clear  voice ;  it  is  an 
enigma  to  me." 

"  Take  care,  Catherine,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay  laugh- 
ing,— "  you  are  touching  EUen's  nationality ; — look 
here,"  said  he,  drawing  his  fingers  down  her  cheek.. 

"She  must  learn  to  have  no  nationality  but 
yours,"  said  Lady  Keith  somewhat  shortly. 

H   M   2 
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Ellen's  lips  were  open,  but  she  spoke  not. 

''  It  is  well  you  Have  come  out  from  the  Ame- 
ricans, you  see,  Ellen,"  pursued  Mr.  Lindsaj; — 
**  your  aunt  does  not  like  them." 

"But  why,  sir?" 

"  Why,"  said  he,  gravely, — "  do  not  you  know 
that  they  are  a  parcel  of  rebels,  who  have  broken 
loose  from  aU  loyalty  and  fealty,  that  no  good  Briton 
has  any  business  to  like  ?" 

"  Tou  are  not  in  earnest,  uncle  ?" 

"  You  are,  I  see,"  said  he,  looking  amused.  "  Are 
you  one  of  those  that  make  a  saint  of  G^rge  TVash- 
mgton  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Ellen, — "  I  think  he  was  a  great  deal 
better  than  some  saints.  But  I  do  not  think  the 
Americans  were  rebels." 

"  Tou  are  a  little  rebel  yourself.  Do  you  mean 
to  say  you  think  the  Americans  were  right  ?" 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  think  they  were  wrong, 
uncle?" 

" I  assure  you,"  said  he,  "if  7  had  been  in  the 
English  army  I  should  have  fought  them  with  all 
my  heart." 

"And  if  I  had  been  in  the  American  army  I 
would  have  fought  you  with  all  my  heart,  uncle 
Lindsay." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  he  laughing; — "you  fight! 
you  do  not  look  as  if  you  would  do  battle  with  a 
good-sized  mosquito." 

"  Ah,  but  I  mean  if  I  had  been  a  man,*'  said 
Ellen. 

"  Tou  had  better  put  in  that  qualification.  After 
all,  I  am  incliued  to  think  it  may  be  as  well  for  you 
on  the  whole  that  we  did  not  meet.  I  do  not 
know,  but  we  might  have  had  a  pretty  stiff  encoun- 
ter, though." 
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"  A  good  cause  is  stronger  than  a  bad  one,  uncle." 

"  But  Ellen, — these  Americtois  forfeited  entirely 
the  character  of  good  friends  to  England,  and  good 
subjects  to  King  Q-eorge." 

"  Yes,  but  it  was  King  G-eorge's  fault,  uncle  ;  he 
and  the  English  forfeited  their  characters  first." 

"  I  declare,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay  laughing,  "  if  your 
sword  had  been  as  stout  as  your  tongue,  I  do  not 
know  how  I  might  have  come  off  in  that  same  en- 
counter." 

"  I  hope  Ellen  will  get  rid  of  these  strange  no- 
tions about  the  Americans,"  said  Lady  Keith,  dia- 
contentedly. 

"  I  hope  not,  aunt  Keith,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Where  did  you  get  them  ?"  said  Mr.  Lindsay. 

"What,  sir?" 

"These  notions?" 

"  Li  reading,  sir ;  reading  different  books — and 
talking." 

"  Eeading ! — So  you  did  read  in  the  backwoods  ?  " 

"  Sir !"  said  Ellen,  with  a  look  of  surprise. 

"  What  have  you  read  on  this  subject  ?" 

"  Two  lives  of  Washington,  and  some  in  the 
*  Annual  Eegister,'  and  part  of  G^raham's  United 
States ;  and  one  or  two  other  little  things." 

"  But  those  gave  you  only  one  side,  Ellen ;  you 
should  read  the  English  account  of  the  matter." 

"  So  I  did,  sir ;  the  *  Annual  Eegister '  gave  me 
both  sides  ;  the  bills  and  messages  were  enough." 

"  What  'Annual  Eegister  ? ' " 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir ; — it  is  English ; — ^written 
by  Burke,  I  believe." 

"  Upon  my  word !  And  what  else  have  you 
read?" 

"  I  think  that  is  all  about  America,"  said  Ellen. 
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"No,  but  about  other  things  ?" 

"  0,  I  do  not  know,  sir,"  said  Ellen,  wTniling ; — 
"  a  great  many  books ;— I  cannot  tell  them  all.'* 

"  Did  you  spend  all  your  time  over  your  books  P" 

"  A  good  deal,  sir,  lately ; — not  so  much  before." 

"How  was  that?" 

"  I  could  not,  sir.  I  had  a  great  many  other 
things  to  do." 

"  What  else  had  you  to  do  ?" 

"Different  things,"  said  EUen,  hesitating  from 
the  remembrance  of  her  aunt's  manner  the  night 
before. 

"  Come,  come !  answer  me." 

"  I  had  to  sweep  and  dust,"  said  Ellen,  colour- 
ing,— "  and  set  tables, — ^and  wash,  and  wipe  dishes, 
— and  chum, — and  spin, — and — " 

Ellen  heard  Lady  Keith's  look  in  her  "  Could 
you  have  conceived  it !" 

"  What  shall  we  do  with  her  ?"  said  Mrs.  Lind- 
say ; — "  send  her  to  school  or  keep  her  at  home  ?" 

"  Have  you  never  been  to  school,  Ellen  ?" 

"  No,  sir ;  except  for  a  very  little  while,  more 
than  three  years  ago." 

"  Would  you  like  it  ?" 

"  I  would  a  great  deal  rather  study  at  home,  sir, 
— if  you  will  let  me." 

"  What  do  you  know  now  ?" 

"  O,  I  cannot  tell,  sir,"  said  Ellen ; — "  I  do  not 
know  anything  very  well, — unless — " 

"Unless  what?  said  her  uncle,  laughing; — 
"  come  !  now  for  your  accomplishments." 

"  I  had  rather  not  say  what  I  was  going  to,  un.- 
cle ;  please  do  not  ask  me." 

"  Tes,  yes,"  said  he ; — "  I  shall  not  let  you  oflT, 
Unless  what  ?" 
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"  I  was  going  to  say,  unless  riding,"  said  Ellen, 
colouring. 

"  Riding  ! — And  pray  how  did  you  learn  to  ride  ? 
Catch  a  horse  by  the  mane,  and  mount  him  by  the 
fence,  and  canter  off  bare-backed  ?  was  that  it  ? 
eh?" 

"  Not  exactly,  sir,"  said  Ellen,  laughing. 

"Well,  but  about  your  other  accomplishments. 
Tou  do  not  know  anything  of  French,  I  sup- 
pose ?" 

"Yes  I  do  sir." 

"  Where  did  you  get  that  ?" 

"An  old  Swiss  lady,  in  the  mountains,  taught 
me. 

"  Country  riding,  and  Swiss  French,"  muttered 
her  uncle.     "  Did  she  teach  you  to  speak  it  ?" 

«  Yes,  sir." 

Mr.  Lindsay  and  his  mother  exchanged  glances, 
which  EUen  interpreted,  "  Worse  and  worse." 

"  One  thing  at  least  can  be  improved,"  observed 
Mr.  Lindsay.  "  She  shall  go  to  the  riding-school, 
as  soon  as  we  get  to  Edinburgh." 

"Indeed,  uncle,  I  do  not  think  that  will  be 
necessary." 

"  Who  taught  you  to  ride,  Ellen  P"  asked  Lady 
Keith. 

"My  brother." 

"  Humph  !  —  I  fiancy  a  few  lessons  will  do  you 
no  harm,"  she  remarked. 

EUen  coloured,  and  was  silent. 

"  You  know  nothing  of  music,  of  course  ?" 

"  I  cannot  play,  uncle." 

"  Can  you  sing  ?' ' 

"  I  can  sing  hymns." 

"  Sing  hymns  f   That  is  the  only  fault  I  find  with 
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you, — EUen,  you  are  too  sober.    I  sliould  like  to 
nee  you  a  little  more  gay, — ^like  otlier  chilchreii." 

<<  But  uncle,  I  am  not  unhappy,  because  I  am 
sober." 

''But  I  am,"  said  he.  ''I  do  not  know  pre- 
cisely what  I  shall  do  \^ith  you ;  I  must  do  some- 
thing!" 

''  Can  you  sing  nothing  but  hymns  ?"  said  Lady 
Keith. 

''  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Ellen,  with  some  humour 
twinkling  about  her  eyes  and  mouth, — ''  I  can  sing 
'Hail  Columbia!'" 

"Absurd !"  said  Lady  Keith. 

"  Why,  Ellen,"  said  her  uncle  laughing, — "  I  did 
not  know  you  could  be  so  stubborn ;  I  thought  you 
were  made  up  of  gentleness  and  mildness.  Let  me 
have  a  good  look  at  you, — there  is  not  much  stub- 
bornness in  those  eyes,"  he  said  fondly. 

"  I  hope  you  will  never  salute  my  ears  with  your 
American  ditty,"  said  Lady  Keith. 

"  Tut,  tut,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  "  she  shall  sing 
what  she  pleases,  and  the  more  the  better." 

"  She  has  a  very  sweet  voice,"  said  her  grand- 
mother. 

"  Yes,  in  speaking,  I  know ;  I  have  not  heard  it 
tried  otherwise ;  and  very  nice  English  it  turns  out. 
Where  did  you  get  your  English,  EUen  ?" 

"  From  my  brother,"  said  EUen,  with  a  smile  of 
pl(?asure. 

Mr.  Lindsay's  brow  rather  clouded. 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  by  that  ?" 

"  The  brother  of  the  lady  that  was  so  kind  to 
inc."  Ellen  disliked  to  speak  the  loved  names  in 
the  hearing  of  ears  to  which  she  knew  they  would 
be  unlovely. 

"  How  was  she  so  kind  to  vou  ?" 
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"  Oh,  sir ! — in  everything — I  cannot  tell  you ; — 
she  was  my  friend  when  I  had  only  one  beside  ;  she 
did  everything  for  me." 

**  And  who  was  the  other  friend  ?  your  auBt  ?" 

"No  sir." 

"  This  brother  ?" 

"  No,  sir;  that  was  before  I  knew  him." 

"Who  then?" 

"  His  name  was  Mr.  Van  Brunt." 

"  Van  Brunt ! — Humph ! — ^And  what  was  he  ?" 

"  He  was  a  farmer,  sir." 

"  A  Dutch  farmer,  eh  ?  how  came  you  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  him  ?  " 

"  He  managed  my  aunt's  farm,  and  was  a  great 
deal  in  the  house." 

"  He  was !  And  what  makes  you  call  this  other 
your  brother  ^" 

"  His  sister  called  me  her  sister — and  that  makes 
me  Ms." 

"It  is  very  absurd,"  said  Lady  Keith,  "when 
they  are  notmng  at  all  to  her,  and  ought  not  to 
be." 

"  It  seems  then  you  did  not  find  a  friend  in  your 
aunt,  Ellen?— eh?" 

"  I  do  not  think  she  loved  me  much,"  said  EUen 
in  a  low  voice. 

"  I  ain  very  glad  we  are  clear  of  obligation  on  her 
score,"  said  Mra.  Lindsay. 

"  Obligation ! — ^And  so  you  had  nothing  else  to 
depend  on,  EUen,  but  this  man — this  Van  some- 
thmg — this  Dutchman  ?  what  did  he  do  for  you  ?" 

"  A  great  deal,  sir ;"  — Ellen  would  have  said 
more,  but  a  feeling  in  her  throat  stopped  her. 

"Now Just  hear  that,  will  your"  said  Lady 
Keith.     Just  think  of  her  in  that  farm-house,  with 
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that  sweeping  and  dusting  woman  and  a  I>afo]i 
farmer,  for  these  three  years !" 

"  No,"  said  Ellen, — "  not  all  the  time ;  tliia  lost 
year  I  have  been — ' 

"  Where,  EUen  ?' 

"  At  the  other  house,  sir." 

"What  house  is  that?" 

"  Where  that  lady  and  gentleman  Uved  that  were 
my  best  friends." 

"  Well,  it  is  all  very  well,"  said  Xady  Keith, — 
"  but  it  is  past  now ;  it  is  all  over ;  you  need  not 
think  of  them  any  more.  We  will  find  you  better 
{Hends  that  any  of  these  Dutch  Brunters  or  Ghrunt- 


ers." 


"  Oh  aunt  Keith !"  said  EUen,—"  if  you  knew— " 
But  she  burst  into  tears. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  taking  her  in 
his  arms, — "  I  will  not  have  that.  Hush,  my  daugh- 
ter.    WTiat  is  the  matter,  EUen  ?" 

But  EUen  had  with  some  difficulty  contained  her- 
self two  or  three  times  before  in  the  course  of  the 
conversation,  and  she  wept  now  rather  violently. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  EUen  ?" 

"  Because,"  sobbed  EUen,  thoroughly  roused, — 
"  I  love  them  dearly !  and  I  ought  to  love  them 
with  aU  my  heart.  I  cannot  forget  them,  and  never 
shaU ;  ana  I  can  never  have  better  Mends — never ! 
— it  is  impossible     O  it  is  impossible." 

Mr.  Lindsay  said  nothing  at  first  except  to  soothe 
her ;  but  when  she  had  wept  herself  into  quietness 
upon  his  breast,  he  whispered, 

"  It  is  right  to  love  these  people  if  they  were 
kind  to  you,  but,  as  your  aunt  says,  that  is  past.  It 
is  not  necessary  to  go  back  to  it.  Eorget  that  you 
were  American,  EUen, — you  belong  to  me ;   your 
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name  is  not  Montgomery  any  more, — it  is  Lindsay  ; 
and  I  will  not  have  you  call  me  *  uncle ' — I  am  your 
father; — you  are  my  own  little  daughter,  and  must 
do  precisely  what  I  tell  you.  Do  you  understand 
meP" 

He  would  have  a  "  yes"  from  her,  and  then 
added,  "  Q-o  and  get  yourself  ready  and  I  will  take 
you  with  me  to  Edinburgh." 

Ellen's  tears  were  ready  to  burst  forth  again  at 
his  words ;  with  great  effort  she  controlled  herself 
and  obeyed  him. 

"  I  shall  do  precisely  what  he  tells  me,  of  course," 
she  said  to  herself  as  she  went  to  get  ready ;— • 
"  but  there  are  some  things  he  cannot  command ; — 
I  am  glad  of  that !     Forget  indeed ! " 

She  could  not  help  loviug  her  uncle ;  for  the  lips 
that  kissed  her  were  very  kind  as  well  as  very  pe- 
remptory ;  and  if  the  hand  that  pressed  her  cheek 
was,  aa  she  felt  it  was,  the  hand  of  power,  its  touch 
was  also  exceeding  fond.  And  as  she  was  no  more 
inclined  to  dispute  his  will  than  he  to  permit  it, 
the  harmony  between  them  was  perfect  and  un- 
broken. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

Bear  a  lily  in  thy  hand; 
Gates  of  brass  cannot  withstand 
One  touch  of  that  magic  wand. 

LoiraFELLOW. 

Mb.  Lindsay  had  some  reason  that  moming  to 
wish  that  Ellen  would  look  merrier ;  it  was  a  veiy 
sober  little  face  he  saw  by  his  side  as  the  carriage 
rolled  smoothly  on  with  them  towards  Edinburgh ; 
almost  pale  in  its  sadness.  He  lavished  the  ten- 
derest  Hndness  upon  her,  and  without  going  back 
by  so  much  as  a  hint  to  the  subjects  of  the  moming, 
he  exerted  himself  to  direct  her  attention  to  the 
various  objects  of  note  and  interest  they  were  pass- 
ing. The  day  was  fine,  and  the  country,  also  the 
carriage  and  the  horses  ;  Ellen  was  dearly  fond  of 
driving ;  and  long  before  they  reached  the  city  Mr. 
Lindsay  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  her  smile 
break  again,  her  eye  brighten,  and  her  happy  atten- 
tion fixing  on  the  things  he  pointed  out  to  her,  and 
many  others  that  she  found  for  herself  on  the  way, — 
his  horses  first  of  all.  Mr.  Lindsay  might  relax 
his  efforts  and  look  on  with  secret  triumph ;  Ellen 
was  in  the  full  train  of  delighted  observation. 

"  You  are  easily  pleased,  Ellen,"  he  said,  in  an- 
swer to  one  of  her  simple  remarks  of  admiration. 

"  I  have  a  great  deal  to  please  me,"  said  EUen. 

"  "What  would  you  like  to  see  in  Edinburgh  ?'* 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir ;  anything  you  please." 
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"  Then  I  will  show  you  a  little  of  the  city  in  the 
first  place." 

They  drove  through  the  streets  of  Edinburgh, 
both  the  Old  and  the  New  Town,  in  various  direc- 
tions ;  Mr.  Lindsay  was  extremely  pleased  to  see 
that  EUen  was  so,  and  much  amused  at  the  curiosity 
shown  in  her  questions,  which  however  were  by  no 
means  as  free  and  frequent  as  they  might  have  been 
had  John  Humphreys  filled  her  uncle's  place. 

"  What  large  building  is  that  over  there  ?  "  said 
Ellen. 

"  That  ?— that  is  Holyrood  House." 

"  Holyrood ! — I  have  heard  of  that  before  ;— ia 
not  that  where  Queen  Mary's  roomB  are  ?  where 
Eizzio  was  killed  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  would  you  like  to  see  them  ?  " 

"  Oh,  very  much ! " 

"  Drive  to  the  Abbey — So  you  have  read  Scottish 
history  as  well  as  American,  EUen  ?  " 

"  Not  very  much,  sir ;  only  the  *  Tales  of  a  Ghrand- 
father,'  yet.  But  what  made  me  say  that, — I  have 
read  an  account  of  Holyrood  House  somewhere. 
Uncle—" 

"Ellen!" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ; — I  forgot ; — it  seems 
strange  to  me,"  said  EUen,  looking  distressed. 

"  It  must  not  seem  strange  to  you,  my  daughter ; 
what  were  you  going  to  say  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir." 

After  they  had  spent  some  considerable  time  in 
sight-seeing,  they  drove  to  the  house  in  George' s- 
street.  Mr.  Lindsay  had  some  business  to  attend 
to,  and  would  leave  her  there  for  an  hour  or  two. 
And  that  their  fajst  might  not  be  too  long  unbro- 
ken, Mrs.  AUen,  the  housekeeper,  was  directed  to 
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fumisb  them  with  some  biscuits  in  the  library,  whi- 
ther Mr.  Lindsay  led  Ellen. 

She  liked  the  look  of  it  very  much.  Plenty  of 
books ;  old-looking  comfortable  furniture  ;  pleasant 
light;  all  manner  of  etceteras  around,  which  re- 
joiced EUen's  heart.  Mr.  Lindsay  noticed  her 
pleased  glance,  passing  from  one  thmg  to  another. 
He  placed  her  in  a  deep  easy  chair,  took  off  her 
bonnet,  and  threw  it  on  the  so£E^  and  kissing  her 
fondly,  asked  her  if  she  felt  at  home.  "  Not  yet," 
Ellen  said ;  but  her  look  also  said  it  would  not  take 
long  to  make  her  do  so.  She  sat,  enjoying  her  rest, 
and  eating  her  biscuit  with  great  appetite  and  sa- 
tisfaction, when  Mr.  Lindsay  poured  her  out  a  glass 
of  sweet  wine. 

That  glass  of  wine  looked  to  Ellen  like  an  enemy 
marching  up  to  attack  her.  Because  Alice  and  John 
did  not  drink  it,  she  had  always,  at  first  without 
other  reason,  done  the  same ;  and  she  was  deter- 
mined not  to  forsake  their  example  now.  She  took 
no  notice  of  the  glass  of  wine,  though  she  had 
ceased  to  see  anything  else  in  the  room,  and  went 
on,  seemingly  as  before,  eating  her  biscuit,  though 
she  no  longer  knew  how  they  tasted. 

"  Why  do  you  not  drink  your  wine,  Ellen  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  wish  for  any,  sir." 

"Do  you  not  like  it?" 

"  1  do  not  know,  sir ;  I  have  never  drank  any." 

"  No !     Taste  it  and  see." 

"  I  would  rather  not,  sir,  if  you  please.  I  do  not 
care  for  it." 

"  Taste  it,  Ellen ! " 

This  command  was  not  to  be  disobeyed.  The 
blood  rushed  to  Ellen's  temples  as  she  just  put  tho 
glass  to  her  lips,  and  set  it  down  again. 
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"  WeU  f  "  said  Mr.  Lindsay. 

"  What,  sir  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  like  ifc  ?  " 

"  I  like  it  very  well,  sir ;  but  I  would  rather  not 
drink  it." 

"Why?" 

Ellen  coloured  again  at  this  exceedingly  difficult 
question,  and  answered  as  well  as  she  coidd,  that 
she  had  never  been  accustomed  to  it,  and  would 
rather  not. 

"  It  is  of  no  sort  of  consequence  what  you  have 
been  accustomed  to,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay.  "  You  are 
to  drink  it  all,  EUen." 

Ellen  dared  not  disobey.  When  biscuits  and 
wine  were  disposed  of,  Mr.  Lindsay  drew  her  close 
to  his  side,  and  encircling  her  fondly  with  his  arms, 
said, 

"  I  shall  leave  you  now  for  an  hour  or  two,  and 
you  must  amuse  yourself  as  you  can.  The  book- 
cases are  open — perhaps  you  can  find  something 
there ;  or  there  are  prints  ia  those  portfolios ;  or 
you  can  go  over  the  house  and  make  yourself  ac- 
quainted with  your  new  home.  If  you  want  any- 
thing ask  Mrs.  Allen.  Does  it  look  pleasant  to 
you  ?  " 

"  Very,"  Ellen  said. 

"  You  are  at  home  here,  daughter ;  go  where  you 
like,  and  do  what  you  will.  I  shall  not  leave  you 
long.  But  before  I  go^ — Ellen — let  me  hear  you 
call  me  father." 

Ellen  obeyed,  trembling,  for  it  seemed  to  her 
that  it  was  to  set  her  hand  and  seal  to  the  deed  of 
gift  her  father  and  mother  had  made.  But  there 
was  no  retreat ;  it  was  spoken ;  and  Mr.  Lindsay, 
folding  her  close  in  his  arms,  kissed  her  again  and 
again. 

*    N   N   2 
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"  Never  let  me  bear  you  call  me  anything  else^ 
Ellen.  You  are  mine  own  now — my  own  cliild — 
my  own  little  daughter.  You  shall  do  just  what 
pleases  me  in  everything,  and  let  by-gones  be  by- 
gones. And  now  lie  down  there  and  rest,  daughter, 
you  are  trembling  from  head  to  foot ; — ^rest  and 
amuse  yourself  in  any  way  you  like  till  I  return. 

He  left  the  room. 

"  1  have  done  it  now !"  thought  Ellen,  as  she  sat 
in  the  comer  of  the  sofa  where  Mr.  Lindsay  had 
tenderly  placed  her ;  '^  I  have  called  him  my  for 
ther — I  am  bound  to  obey  him  after  this.  I 
wonder  what  in  the  world  they  wiU  make  me  do 
next.  If  he  chooses  to  make  me  drink  wine  every 
day,  I  must  do  it ! — I  cannot  help  myself.  That  is 
only  a  little  matter.  But  what  if  they  were  to 
want  me  to  do  something  wrong? — they  might; 
— John  never  did — I  could  not  have  disobeyed  kirn, 
possibly! — but  I  could  them  if  it  was  necessary, — 
and  if  it  is  necessary,  I  will! — I  should  have  a 
dreadful  time — I  wonder  if  I  could  go  through 
with  it.  O  yes,  I  could,  if  it  was  right, — and,  be- 
sides, I  womd  rather  bear  anything  in  the  world 
from  them  than  have  John  displeased  with  me ; — 
a  great  deal  rather !  But,  perhaps,  after  all  they 
will  not  want  anything  wrong  of  me.  I  wonder  if 
this  is  really  to  be  my  home  always,  and  if  I  shall 
never  get  home  again  ! — John  will  not  leave  me 
here ! — but  I  do  not  see  how  in  the  world  he  can 
help  it,  for  my  father  and  my  mother,  and  I  myself 
— I  know  what  he  would  teU  me  if  he  were  nere, 
and  I  will  try  to  do  it.  God  will  take  care  of  me, 
if  I  foUow  Him." 

Simply  and  heartily  commending  her  interests  to 
His  keeping,  Ellen  tried  to  lay  aside  the  care  of 
herself.     She  went  on  musing ;  how  very  different 


THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOULD,  415 

and  how  mucb  greater  her  enjoyment  would  have 
been  that  day  if  John  had  been  with  her.  Mr. 
Lindsay,  to  be  sure,  had  answered  her  questions 
with  abundant  kindness  and  sufficient  abiuty ;  but 
his  answers  did  not,  as  those  of  her  brother  often 
did,  skilfully  draw  her  on  from  one  thing  to  another, 
till  a  train  of  thought  was  opened  which  at  the 
setting  out  she  never  dreamed  of;  and  along  with 
the  joy  of  acquiring  new  knowledge  she  had  the 
pleasure  of  discovering  new  fields  of  it  to  be  ex- 
plored, and  the  delight  of  the  felt  exercise  and 
enlargement  of  her  own  powers,  which  were  sure  to 
be  actively  called  into  play.  Mr.  Lindsay  told  her 
what  she  asked,  and  there  left  her.  Ellen  found 
herself  growing  melancholy  over  the  comparison 
she  was  drawing ;  and  wisely  went  to  the  book- 
cases to  divert  her  thoughts.  Finding  presently  a 
histoiT  of  Scotland,  she  took  it  down,  resolving  to 
refresh  her  memory  on  a  subject  which  had  gained 
such  new  and  strange  interest  for  her.  Before 
long,  however,  fatigue  and  the  wine  she  had  drank 
effectually  get  the  better  of  studious  thoughts ;  she 
stretched  herself  on  the  sofa  and  fell  fast  asleep. 

There  Mr.  Lindsay  found  her  a  couple  of  hours 
afterwards  under  the  guard  of  the  housekeeper. 

"  I  cam  in,  sir,"  she  said,  whispering, — "  it's  niair 
than  an  hour  back,  and  she's  been  sleeping  just  like 
a  babby  ever  syne  ;  she  hasna  stirred  a  finger.  O, 
Mr.  Lindsay,  it's  a  bonny  bairn,  and  a  gude.  What 
a  blessing  to  the  house  ! " 

"  You  are  about  right  there,  I  believe,  Maggie ; 
but  how  have  you  learned  it  so  fast  ?" 

"  I  canna  be  mista'en,  Mr.  George, — I  ken  it  as 
weel  as  if  wo  had  had  a  year  auld  acquentance  ;  I 
ken  it  by  thae  sweet  mouth  and  een,  and  by  the 
look  she  gied  me  when  you  tauld  her,  sir,  1  had 
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been  in  the  bouse  near  as  lang's  yoursel.  An'  look 
at  ber  eenow.  There's  beaven's  peace  witbin,  I'm 
a'maist  assured." 

Tbe  kiss  tbat  wakened  Ellen  found  ber  in  tbe 
midst  of  a  dream.  She  tbougbt  tbat  Jobn  was  a 
king  of  Scotland,  and  standing  before  ber  in  regal 
att&e.  Sbe  offered  bim,  sbe  tbougbt,  a  glass  of 
wine,  but  raising  tbe  sword  of  state,  silver  scabbard 
and  all,  be  witb  a  tremendous  swing  of  it  dasbed 
tbe  glass  out  of  ber  bands ;  and  tben,  as  sbe  stood 
abashed,  be  bent  forward  witb  one  of  bis  old  grave 
kind  looks  to  kiss  ber.  As  tbe  kiss  touched  ber 
lips,  EUen  opened  ber  eyes,  to  find  her  brother 
transformed  into  Mr.  Lindsaj,  and  the  empty  glass 
standing  safe  and  sound  upon  tbe  table. 

''  You  must  have  bad  a  pleasant  iiap»''  said  Mr- 
Lindsay;  "you  wake  up  smiling.  Come — ^make 
haste — I  have  left  a  friend  in  tbe  carriage.  Bring 
your  book  along,  if  you  want  it." 

The  presence  of  the  stranger,  who  was  going 
down  to  spend  a  day  or  two  at  "  tbe  Braes,"  pre- 
vented EUen  from  having  any  part  in  tbe  conver- 
sation. Comfortably  placed  m  tbe  comer  of  tbe 
front  seat  of  tbe  barouche,  she  was  left  to  ber  own 
musings.  Sbe  could  hardly  realize  tbe  change  in 
ber  circumstances.  Tbe  carriage  roUing  fast  and 
smoothly  on — tbe  two  gentlemen  opposite  to  her, 
one  ber  father! — ^the  strange,  vaned,  beautiful 
scenes  they  were  flitting  by, — tbe  long  shadows 
made  by  tbe  descending  sun, — tbe  cool  evening  air, 
— made  EUen,  who  was  leaning  back  in  tbe  wide 
easy  seat,  feel  as  if  sbe  were  in  a  dream.  It  was 
singularly  pleasant ;  sbe  could  not  but  enjoy  it  all 
very  much ;  and  yet  it  seemed  to  ber  as  if  she 
were  caught  in  a  net  from  which  sbe  bad  no  power 
to  get  free ;  and  sbe  longed  to  clasp  tbat  band  that 
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could  she  thought  draw  her  whence  and  whither  it 
pleased.  "  But  Mr.  Lindsay,  opposite  ? — I  have 
called  him  my  father — I  have  given  myself  to  him," 
she  thought ; — "  but  I  gave  myself  to  somebody 
else  first ; — I  cannot  undo  that,  and  I  never  will !" 
Again  she  tried  to  be  quiet,  and  resign  the  care 
of  herself  to  better  wisdom  and  greater  strength 
than  her  own.  "  This  may  all  be  arranged,  easily, 
in  some  way  I  could  never  dream  of,"  she  said  to 
herself;  "  I  have  no  business  to  be  uneasy.  Two 
months  ago,  and  I  was  quietly  at  home,  and  seemed 
to  be  fixed  there  for  ever ;  and  now,  and  without 
anything  extraordinary  happening,  here  I  am,— 
just  as  fixed.  Yes,  and  before  that,  at  aunt  For- 
tune's,— it  did  not  seem  possible  that  I  could  ever 
get  away  from  being  her  child ;  and  yet  how  easily 
all  that  was  managed.  And  just  so,  in  some  way 
that  I  cannot  imagine,  things  may  open  so  as  to 
let  me  out  smoothly  from  this."  She  resolved  to 
be  patient,  and  take  thankfully  what  she  at  present 
had  to  enjoy ;  and  in  this  mood  of  mind,  the  drive 
home  was  beautiftd ;  and  the  evening  was  happily 
absorbed  in  the  history  of  Scotland. 

It  was  a  grave  question  in  the  family  that  same 
evening  whether  EUen  should  be  sent  to  school. 
Lady  Keith  was  decided  in  favour  of  it ;  her  mo- 
ther seemed  doubtful ;  Mr.  Lindsay,  who  had  a  vi- 
sion of  the  little  figure  lying  asleep  on  his  library 
sofa,  thought  the  room  had  never  looked  so  cheer- 
ful before,  and  had  nearly  made  up  his  mind  that 
she  should  be  its  constant  adornment  the  coming 
winter.     Lady  Keith  urged  the  school  plan. 

"  Not  a  boarding-school,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay ; — 
<*  I  will  not  hear  of  that." 

"  No,  but  a  day-school ;  it  would  do  her  a  vast 
deal  of  good,  I  am  certain ;  her  notions  want  shak- 
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ing  up  very  much.     And  I  never  saw  a  child  of  her 
age  so  much  a  child." 

"  I  assure  you  /  never  saw  one  so  much  a  woman. 
She  has  asked  me  to-day,  I  suppose,"  said  he,  smil- 
ing, ^'a  hundred  quesmons  or  less;  and  I  assure 
you  there  was  not  one  foolish  or  vain  one  among 
them  ;  not  one  that  was  not  sensible,  and  most  of 
them  singularly  so." 

"  She  was  greatly  pleased  with  her  day,"  said  Mrs. 
Lindsay. 

"  I  never  saw  such  a  baby  face  in  my  life,"  said 
Lady  Keith,  "  in  a  child  of  her  years." 

"  It  is  a  face  of  uncommon  intelligence ! "  said  her 
brother. 

"  It  is  both,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"  I  was  struck  with  it  the  other  day,"  said  Lady 
Keith, — "  the  day  she  slept  so  long  upon  the  sofa 
up-stairs  after  she  was  dressed ;  she  had  been  cry- 
ing about  something,  and  her  eyelashes  were  wet 
still,  and  she  had  that  curious,  grave,  innocent  look 
you  only  see  in  infants  ;  you  might  have  thought  she 
was  fourteen  months  instead  of  fourteen  years  old  : 
fourteen  and  a  half  she  says  she  is." 

"  Crying !  "  said  Mr.  Lindsay ; — "  what  was  the 
matter?" 

"  Nothing,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay,  "  but  that  she 
had  been  obliged  to  submit  to  me  m  something  that 
did  not  please  her." 

"  Did  she  give  you  any  cause  of  displeasure  ?  " 

"  No, — though  I  can  see  she  has  strong  passions. 
But  she  is  the  first  child  I  ever  saw  that  I  think  I 
could  not  get  angry  with." 

"Mother's  heart  half  misgave  her,  I  beUeve,*' 
said  Lady  Keith,  laughing ; — "  she  sat  there  looking 
at  her  for  an  hour." 
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"  She  seems  to  me  perfectly  gentle  and  Bubmis-> 
sive,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay. 

"  Yes,  but  do  not  trust  too  much  to  appearances,'* 
said  his  sister.  "  If  she  is  not  a  true  Lindsay  after 
all  I  am  mistaken.  Did  you  see  her  colour  once  or 
twice  this  morning  when  something  was  said  that 
did  not  please  her  ?  " 

"  You  can  judge  nothing  from  that,"  said  Mr. 
Lindsay, — "  she  colours  at  everjrfching.  You  should 
have  seen  her  to-day  when  I  told  her  I  would  take 
her  to  Bannockbum." 

"  Ah,  she  has  got  the  right  side  of  you,  brother ; 
you  will  be  able  to  discern  no  faults  in  her  pre- 
sently." 

"  She  has  used  no  arts  for  it,  sister ;  she  is  a 
straightforward  little  hussy,  and  that  is  one  thing  I 
Kke  about  her ;  though  I  was  as  near  as  possible 
being  provoked  with  her  once  or  twice  to-day.  There 
is  only  one  thing  I  wish  was  altered, — she  has  her 
head  filled  with  strange  notions — absurd  for  a  child 
of  her  age — I  do  not  know  what  I  shall  do  to  get  rid 
of  them.*' 

After  some  more  conversation  it  was  decided  that 
school  would  be  the  best  thing  for  this  end,  and  half 
decided  that  EUen  should  go. 

But  this  decision  Mr.  Lindsay  found  it  very  diffi- 
cult to  maintain,  and  circumstances  soon  des^oyed 
it  entirely.  Company  was  constantly  coming  and 
going  at  "  the  Braes,"  and  much  of  it  of  a  kind  that 
JBUlen  exceedingly  liked  to  see  and  hear ;  intelligent, 
cultivated,  well-informed  people,  whose  conversation 
was  highly  agreeable,  and  always  useful  to  her. 
Ellen  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  talking,  so  she 
made  good  use  of  her  ears. 

One  evening  Mr.  Lindsay,  a  M.  Villars,  and  M. 
Muller,  a  Swiss  gentleman,  and  a  noted  man  of 
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science,  very  much  at  home  in  Mr.  Lindsay's  house, 
were  carrying  on,  in  French,  a  conversation  in  which 
the  two  K)reigners  took  part  against  their  host.  M. 
Villars  began  by  talking  about  Lafayette ;  from  him 
they  went  to  the  American  Eevolution,  and  Wash- 
ington, and  from  them  to  other  patriots  and  other 
republics,  ancient  and  modem ; — MM.  Villars  and 
Miuller  taking  the  side  of  freedom,  and  pressing  Mr. 
Lindsay  hard  with  argument,  authority,  example, 
and  historical  testimony.  Ellen,  as  usual,  was  &st 
by  his  side,  and  delighted  to  see  that  he  could  by 
no  means  make  good  his  ground.  The  ladies  at  the 
other  end  of  the  room  would  several  times  have 
drawn  her  away,  but  happily  for  her,  and  also  as 
usual,  Mr.  Lindsay's  arm  was  around  her  shoulders, 
and  she  was  left  to  listen  in  quiet.  The  conversa- 
tion was  very  lively,  and  on  a  subject  very  interest- 
ing to  her ;  for  America  had  been  always  a  darling 
theme  ;  Scottish  struggles  for  freedom  were  fresh  in 
her  mind ;  her  attention  had  long  ago  been  called 
to  Switzerland  and  its  history  by  Alice  and  Mrs. 
Vawse,  and  French  history  had  formed  a  good  part 
of  her  last  winter's  reading.  She  listened  with  the 
most  eager  delight,  too  much  engrossed  to  notice 
the  good-humoured  glances  that  were  every  now  and 
then  given  her  by  one  of  the  speakers. 

The  conversation  presently  took  a  new  turn  with 
M.  Villars  ;  and  M.  Muller,  withdrawing  from  it,  ad- 
dressed himself  to  Ellen.  He  was  a  pleasant-look- 
ing elderly  gentleman;  she  had  never  seen  him 
before  that  evening. 

"  You  know  French  well  then  ?"  said  he,  speak* 
ing  to  her  in  that  tongue. 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir,"  said  EUen  modestly. 

"  And  you  have  heard  of  the  Swiss  mountaineers?" 

",0  yes,  sir;  a  great  deal." 
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He  opened  his  watch  and  showed  her  in  the  back 
of  it  an  exquisite  little  painting,  asking  her  if  she 
knew  what  it  was. 

"  It  is  an  Alpiae  eh&let,  is  it  not,  sir?" 

He  was  pleased,  and  went  on,  always  in  Erench, 
to  tell  Ellen  that  Switzerland  was  his  country ;  and 
drawing  a  little  aside  from  the  other  talkers,  he 
entered  into  a  long,  and  to  her,  most  delightful  con- 
versation. In  the  pleasantest  manner  he  gave  her 
a  vast  deal  of  very  entertaining  detail  about  the 
country,  and  the  manners  and  habits  of  the  people 
of  the  Alps,  especially  in  the  Tyrol,  where  he  had 
often  travelled.  It  would  have  been  hard  to  tell 
whether  the  child  had  most,  pleasure  in  receiving, 
or  the  man  of  deep  study  and  science  most  pleasure 
in  giving,  aU  manner  of  information.  He  saw,  he 
said,  that  she  was  very  fond  of  the  heroes  of  free- 
dom, and  asked  if  she  had  ever  heard  of  Andrew 
Hofer,  theTyrolese  peasant,  who  led  on  his  brethren 
in  their  noble  endeavours  to  rid  themselves  of  French 
and  Bavarian  oppression.  Ellen  had  never  heard  of 
him. 

«  You  know  William  Tell  P  *' 

"  Oh  yes,"  Ellen  said, — she  knew  him. 

"  And  Bonaparte  ?" 

"  Yes,  very  well." 

He  went  on  then  to  give  her  in  a  very  interest- 
ing way  the  history  of  Hofer.  He  then  spoke  of 
the  Alps,  and  showed  her  a  miniature  in  mosaic  of 
Mount  Blanc,  and,  begging;  her  acceptance  of  it,  he 
asked  by  what  name  he  might  remember  her. 

"  Monsieur,  je  m'appelle  Ellen  M " 

She  stopped  short,  in  utter  and  blank  uncertainty 
what  to  call  herself;  Montgomery  she  dared  not; 
Lindsay  stuck  in  her  throat. 

o  o 
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"  Have  you  forgotten  it  ?"  said  M.  Muller, 
amused  at  her  look,  "  or  is  it  a  secret  ?*' 

"  Tell  M.  Muller  your  name,  Ellen,"  said  Mr. 
Lindsay,  turning  round  from  a  group  wliere  he  was 
standing  at  a  little  distance.  The  tone  was  stem 
and  displeased.  Ellen  felt  it  keenly,  and,  with  dif- 
ficulty and  some  hesitation  still,  murmured, 

"  EUen  Lindsay.'' 

"  Lindsay  ?  ^e  you  the  daughter  of  my  friend, 
Mr.  Lindsay  ?" 

Again  Ellen  hesitated,  in  great  doubt  how  to 
answer,  but  finally,  not  without  starting  tears,  said, 

"  Oui,  Monsieur." 

"  Your  memory  is  bad  to-night,"  said  Mr.  Lind- 
say, in  her  ear, — "  you  had  better  go  where  you  can 
refresh  it." 

Ellen  took  this  as  a  hint  to  leave  the  room,  which 
she  did  immediately,  not  a  little  hurt  at  the  displea- 
sure she  did  not  thmk  she  had  deserved ;  she  loved 
Mr.  Lindsay  the  best  of  aU  her  relations,  and  really 
loved  him.  She  went  to  bed  and  to  sleep  again 
that  night  with  wet  eyelashes. 

Ellen  resolved  the  next  morning  to  lose  no  time 
in  making  up  her  difference  with  Mr.  Lindsay, 
and  schooled  herself  to  use  a  form  of  words  that 
she  thought  would  please  him.  Pride  said  indeed, 
"  Do  no  such  thing ;  do  not  make  acknowledg- 
ments when  you  have  not  been  in  the  wrong; 
you  are  not  bound  to  humble  yourself  before 
unjust  displeasure."  Pride  pleaded  powerfully. 
But  neither  Ellen's  heart  nor  her  conscience 
would  permit  her  to  take  this  advice.  "  He 
loves  me  very  much,"  she  thought, — "  and  perhaps 
he  did  not  understand  me  last  night ;  and  oesides, 
I  owe  him — yes,  I  do ! — a  child's  obedience  now. 
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I  ought  not  to  leave  liim  displeased  with  me  a  mo- 
ment longer  than  I  can  help.  And  besides  I  could 
not  be  happy  so.  God  gives  grace  to  the  humble 
— I  will  humble  myself." 

To  have  a  chance  for  executing  this  determinar 
tion  she  went  down-stairs  a  good  deal  earlier  than 
usual ;  she  knew  Mr.  Lindsay  was  generally  there 
before  the  rest  of  the  family,  and  she  hoped  to  see 
him  alone.  It  was  too  soon  even  for  him,  however  ; 
the  rooms  were  empty ;  so  Ellen  took  her  book 
from  the  table,  and  being  perfectly  at  peace  with 
herself  sat  down  in  the  window  and  was  presently 
lost  in  the  interest  of  what  she  was  reading.  She 
did  not  know  of  Mr.  Lindsay's  approach  till  a  little 
imperative  tap  on  her  shoulder  startled  her. 

"  "What  were  you  thinking  of  last  night  P  what 
made  you  answer  M.  Muller  in  the  way  you  did  ?" 

Ellen  started  up,  but  to  utter  her  prepared 
speech  was  no  longer  possible. 

"  1  did  not  know  what  to  say,"  she  said,  looking 
down. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?"  said  he  angrily. 
"  Did  not  you  know  what  I  wished  you  to  say  ?" 

"  Yes — but — Do  not  speak  to  me  in  that  way !" 
exclaimed  EUen,  covering  her  face  with  her  hands. 
Pride  struggled  to  keep  back  the  tears  that  wanted 
to  flow. 

"I  shall  choose  my  own  method  of  speaking. 
Why  did  you  not  say  what  you  knew  I  wished  you 
to  say  ?" 

"  I  was  afraid — I  did  not  know — but  he  would 
think  what  was  not  true." 

"  That  is  precisely  what  I  wish  him  and  all  the 
world  to  think.  I  wiU  have  no  diflference  made, 
Ellen,  either  by  them  or  you.  Now  lift  up  your 
head  and  listen  to  me>"  said  he,  taking  both  her 
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hands, — "  I  lay  my  commands  upon  you,  whenever 
the  like  questions  may  be  asked  again,  that  you 
answer  simply  according  to  what  I  have  told  you, 
without  any  explanation  or  addition.  It  is  true, 
and  if  people  draw  conclusions  that  are  not  true, 
it  is  what  I  wish.     Do  you  understand  me  ?" 

Ellen  bowed. 

«  Will  you  obey  me  ?  " 

She  answered  again  in  the  same  mute  way. 

He  ceased  to  hold  her  at  arm's  length,  and  sit- 
ting down  in  a  chair  drew  her  close  to  him,  saying 
more  kindly, 

"  You  must  not  displease  me,  Ellen." 

"  I  had  no  thought  of  displeasing  you,  sir,*'  said 
Ellen,  bursting  into  tears, — "  and  I  was  very  sorry 
for  it  last  night.  I  did  not  mean  to  disobey  you — 
I  only  hesitated — '* 

"  Hesitate  no  more.  My  commands  may  serv^e 
to  remove  the  cause  of  it.  Tou  are  my  daughter, 
Ellen,  and  I  am  your  father.  Poor  child !  "  said 
he,  for  Ellen  was  violently  agitated, — "  I  do  not 
believe  that  I   shall   have   much   difficulty   with 

you." 

"  If  you  will  only  not  speak  and  look  at  me  so," 
said  Ellen, — "  it  makes  me  yery  unhappy — " 

"  Hush ! "  said  he,  kissing  her ; — "  do  not  give 
me  occasion." 

"  I  did  not  give  you  occasion,  sir." 

"  "Why,  Ellen !  "  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  half  displeased 
again, — "I  shall  begin  to  think  your  aunt  Keith  is 
right,  that  you  are  a  true  Lindsay.  But  so  am  I, 
— and  I  will  have  only  obedience  from  you — with- 
out either  answering  or  argumenting." 

"  You  shall,"  murmured  Ellen.  "  But  do  not  be 
displeased  with  me,  father." 

Ellen  had  schooled  herself  to  say  that  word  ;  she 
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knew  it  would  greatly  please  him ;  and  she  was  not 
mistaken ;  though  it  was  spoken  so  low  that  his 
ears  could  but  just  catch  it.  Displeasure  was  en- 
tirely overcome.  He  pressed  her  to  his  heart, 
kissing  her  with  great  tenderness,  and  would  not 
let  her  go  from  his  arms  till  he  had  seen  her  smile 
again ;  and  during  all  the  day  he  was  not  willing  to 
have  her  out  of  his  sight. 

It  would  have  been  easy  that  morning  for  Ellen 
to  have  made  a  breach  between  them  that  would 
not  readily  have  been  healed.  One  word  of  humi- 
lity had  prevented  it  aU,  and  fastened  her  more 
firmly  than  ever  in  Mr.  Lindsay's  a^Tection.  She 
met  with  nothing  from  him  but  tokens  of  great  and 
tender  fondness ;  and  Lady  Keith  told  her  mother 
apart  that  there  would  be  no  doinff  anything  with 
George ;  she  saw  he  was  getting  bewitched  with 
that  child. 


o  o  2 


CHAPTEE  XXV. 

My  heart  is  sair,  I  dare  nae  tell. 

My  heart  is  sair  for  somebody  : 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night 
For  the  sake  of  somebody. 
Oh-hon !  for  somebody ! 
Oh  hey !  for  somebody ! 
I  wad  do — ^what  wad  I  not. 
For  the  sake  of  somebody. 

Old  Song. 

Ik  a  few  weeks  they  removed  to  Edinburgli,  where 
arrangements  were  speedily  made  for  giving  Ellen 
every  means  of  improvement  that  masters  and  mis- 
tresses, books  and  instruments,  could  afford. 

The  house  in  George' s-street  was  large  and  plea- 
sant. To  Ellen's  great  joy,  a  pretty  little  room 
opening  from  the  first  landing-place  of  the  private 
staircase  was  assigned  for  her  special  use  as  a  study 
.  and  work-room ;  and  fitted  up  nicely  for  her  with 
a  small  book-case,  a  practising  piano,  and  various 
etceteras.  Here  her  beloved  desk  took  its  place 
on  a  table,  where  Ellen  thought  she  would  make 
many  a  new  drawing  when  she  was  by  herself. 
Her  work-box  was  accommodated  with  a  smaller 
stand  near  the  window.  A  glass  door  at  one  end 
of  the  room  opened  upon  a  small  iron  balcony ; 
this  door  and  balcony  Ellen  esteemed  a  very  par- 
ticular treasure.  With  marvellous  satisfaction 
she  arranged  and  re-arranged  her  little  sanctum 
until  she  had  all  things  to  her  mind,  and  it  only 
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wanted,  she  thouglit,  a  glass  of  flowers.  "  I  will 
have  that  too  some  of  these  days,"  she  said  to 
herself;  and  resolved  to  deserve  her  pretty  room 
by  being  very  busy  there.  It  was  hers  alone,  open 
indeed  to  her  friends  when  they  chose  to  keep  her 
company;  but  lessons  were  taken  elsewhere;  in 
the  library  or  the  music-room.  Wherever,  or 
whatever,  Mrs.  Lindsay  or  Lady  Keith  was  always 
present. 

Ellen  was  the  plaything,  pride,  and  delight  of 
the  whole  family.  iNot  so  much,  however.  Lady 
Keith's  plaything  as  her  pride ;  while  pride  had  a 
less  share  in  the  affection  of  the  other  two,  or 
rather,  perhaps,  was  more  overtopped  by  it.  IHlen 
felt  however  that  all  their  hearts  were  set  upon  her, 
felt  it  gratefully,  "and  determined  she  would  give  them 
all  the  pleasure  she  possibly  could.  Her  love  for 
other  friends,  friends  that  they  knew  nothing  of, 
American  friends,  was,  she  knew,  the  sore  point 
with  them;  she  resolved  not  to  speak  of  those 
friends,  nor  allude  to  them,  especially  in  any  way 
that  should  show  how  much  of  her  heart  was  out 
of  Scotland.  But  this  wise  resolution  it  was  very 
hard  for  poor  EUen  to  keep.  She  was  unaccustomed 
to  concealments ;  and  in  ways  that  she  could 
neither  foresee  nor  prevent,  the  unwelcome  truth 
would  come  up,  and  the  sore  was  not  healed. 

One  day  Ellen  had  a  headache  and  was  sent  to 
lie  down.  Alone,  and  quietly  stretched  on  her 
bed,  very  naturally  Ellen's  thoughts  went  back  to 
the  last  time  she  had  had  a  headache,  at  home,  as 
she  always  called  it  to  herself.  She  recalled  with  a 
straitened  heart  the  gentle  and  tender  manner  of 
John's  care  for  her ;  how  nicely  he  had  placed  her 
on  the  sofa ;  how  he  sat  by  her  side  bathing  her 
temples,  or  laying  his  cool  hand  on  her  forehead, 
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and  once,  she  remembered,  bis  lips.  "  I  wonder," 
tbougbt  Ellen, ''  wbat  I  ever  dia  to  make  bim  love 
me  80  much,  as  I  know  be  does  P  "  Sbe  remem- 
bered bow,  wben  sbe  was  able  to  listen,  be  stOl  sat 
beside  ber,  talking  sucb  sweet  words  of  kindness 
and  comfort  and  amusement,  tbat  sbe  almost  loved 
to  be  sick  to  baye  sucb  tending,  and  looked  up  at 
bim  as  at  an  angel.  Sbe  felt  it  all  over  again. 
Unfortunately,  after  sbe  bad  fallen  asleep,  Mrs. 
Lindsay  came  in  to  see  bow  sbe  was,  and  two  tears, 
tbe  last  pair  of  tbem,  were  slowly  making  tbeir 
way  down  ber  cbeeks.  Her  grandmotber  saw  tbem, 
and  did  not  rest  imtil  sbe  knew  tbe  cause.  Ellen 
was  extremely  sorry  to  tell,  sbe  did  ber  best  to  get 
off  it,  but  sbe  did  not  know  bow  to  eyade  questions ; 
and  tbose  tbat  were  put  to  ber,  indeed,  admitted  of 
no  evasion. 

A  few  days  later,  just  after  tbey  came  to  Edin- 
burgh, it  was  remarked  one  morning  at  break&st 
tbat  Ellen  was  very  straight,  and  carried  herself 
well. 

"  It  is  no  thanks  to  me,"  said  Ellen,  smiling, — 
"  theynever  would  let  me  bold  myself  ill." 

"  Who  are  *  they  ?'  "  said  Lady  Keith. 

"  My  brother  and  sister." 

"  I  wish,  George,"  said  Lady  £eith  discontent- 
edly, "that  you  would  lay  your  commands  upon 
Ellen  to  use  that  form  of  expression  no  more.  My 
ears  are  absolutely  sick  of  it." 

"  Tou  do  not  hear  it  very  often,  aunt  Keith," 
Ellen  could  not  help  saying. 

"  Quite  often  enough ;  and  I  know  it  is  upon 
your  lips  a  thousand  times  when  you  do  not  speak 

"  And  if  Ellen  does,  we  do  not,"  said  Mrs.  Lind- 
say, "  wish  to  claim  kindred  with  all  the  world." 
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"How  came  you  to  take  up  such  an  absurd 
habit  ?"  said  Lady  Keith.     "  It  is  not  like  you." 

"  They  took  it  up  first,"  said  Ellen ;~"  I  was 
too  glad — " 

"Yes,  I  dare  say  they  had  their  reasons  for 
taking  it  up,"  said  her  aunt: — "they  had  acted 
from  interested  motives  I  have  no  doubt ;  people 
always  do." 

"  X  ou  are  very  much  mistaken,  aunt  Keith,'* 
said  Ellen,  with  uncontrollable  feeling ; — "  you  do 
not  in  the  least  know  what  you  are  talking  about !" 

Instantly,  Mr.  Lindsay's  fingers  tapped  her  lips. 
Ellen  coloured  painfully,  but  after  an  instant's 
hesitation  she  said, 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  aunt  Keith,  I  should  not 
have  said  that." 

"Very  well!"  said  Mr.  Lindsay.  "But  under- 
stand, Ellen,  however  you  may  have  taken  up  this 
habit,  that  you  will  lay  it  down  for  the  future. 
Let  us  hear  no  more  of  brothers  and  sisters.  I 
cannot,  as  your  grandmother  says,  fraternize  with 
aU  the  world,  especially  with  unknown  relations. 

"  I  am  very  glad  you  have  made  that  regulation, 
said  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"  I  cannot  conceive  how  Ellen  has  such  a  way  of 
it,"  said  Lady  Keith. 

"It  is  very  natural,"  said  EUen,  with  some 
huskiness  of  voice,  "  that  I  should  say  so,  because 
I  feel  so." 

"You  do  not  mean  to  say,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay, 
"  that  this  Mr.  and  Miss  Somebody — these  people 
— I  do  not  know  their  names — " 

"  There  is  only  one  now,  sir." 

"This  person  you  call  your  brother — do  you 
mean  to  say  you  have  the  same  regard  for  him  as 
if  he  had  been  bom  so  ?" 
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^*  No,"  said  Ellen,  cheek  and  eye  suddenly  firing, 
''  but  a  thousand  times  more !" 

She  was  exceedingly  sorry  the  next  minute  after 
she  had  said  this ;  for  she  knew  it  had  given  both 
pain  and  displeasure  in  a  great  degree.  No  answer 
was  made.  Ellen  dared  not  look  at  any  body,  and 
needed  not;  she  wished  the  silence  might  be 
broken;  but  nothing  was  heard  except  a  low 
"whew!"  from  Mr.  Lindsay,  tiU  he  rose  up  and 
left  the  room.  EUen  was  sure  that  he  was  veiy 
much  displeased.  Even  the  ladies  were  too  much 
offended  to  speak  on  the  subject;  and  she  was 
merely  bade  to  go  to  her  room.  She  went  there, 
and  sitting  down  on  the  floor  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands.  "  What  shall  I  do  ?  what  shall  I  do  ?" 
she  said  to  herself.  "I  never  shall  govern  this 
tongue  of  mine.  Oh  I  wish  I  had  not  said  that ! 
they  vniW.  never  forget  it.  What  can  I  do  to  make 
them  pleased  with  me  again? — Shall  I  go  to  my 
father's  study  and  beg  him — ^but  I  cannot  ask  him 
to  forgive  me — I  have  not  done  wrong— I  cannot 
unsay  what  I  said.  I  can  do  nofching, — ^I  can  only 
go  in  the  way  of  my  duty  and  do  the  best  I  can, 
— and,  maybe,  they  wiU  come  round  again.  But 
oh  dear! — " 

A  flood  of  tears  followed  this  resolution. 

EUen  kept  it;  she  tried  to  be  blameless  in  all 
her  work  and  behaviour,  but  she  sorrowfully 
felt  that  her  friends  did  not  forgive  her.  There 
was  a  cool  air  of  displeasure  about  all  they  said  and 
did ;  the  hand  of  fondness  was  not  laid  upon  her 
shoulder,  she  was  not  wrapped  in  loving  arms,  as 
she  used  to  be  a  dozen  times  a  day ;  no  kisses  fell 
on  her  brow  or  lips.  EUen  felt  it,  more  from  Mr. 
Lindsay  than  both  the  others ;  her  spirits  sank ; — 
she  had  been  forbidden  to  speak  of  her  absent 
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friends,  but  that  was  not  the  way  to  make  her  for- 
get them  ;  and  there  was  scarcely  a  minute  in  the 
day  when  her  brother  was  not  present  to  her 
thoughts. 

Sunday  came ;  her  first  Sunday  in  Edinburgh. 
All  went  to  church  in  the  morning ;  in  the  after- 
noon EUen  found  that  nobody  was  going;  her 
grandmother  was  lying  down.  She  asked  permis- 
sion to  go  alone. 

"Do  you  want  to  go  because  you  think  you 
must  ?  or  for  pleasure  ?"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"For  pleasure!"  said  Ellen's  tongue  and  her 
opening  eyes  at  the  same  time. 

"  You  may  go." 

"With  eager  delight  Ellen  got  ready,  and  was 
hastening  along  the  hall  to  the  door,  when  she  met 
Mr.  Lindsay. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  " 

"  To  church,  sir." 

"  Alone  ?  What  do  want  to  go  for  ?  No,  no, 
I  shall  not  let  you.  Come  in  here — I  want  you 
with  me; — you  have  been  once  to-day,  already, 
have  you  not  ?     Tou  do  not  want  to  go  again  ?" 

"  I  do  indeed,  sir,  very  much,"  said  Ellen,  as  she 
reluctantly  followed  him  into  the  library, — "  if  you 
have  no  objection.  Tou  know  I  have  not  seen 
Edinburgh  yet." 

"  Edim)urgh !  that  is  true,"  said  he,  looking  at 
her  discomfited  face.  "  WeU  go,  if  you  want  to  go 
so  much." 

Ellen  got  as  far  as  the  haU  door,  no  further ;  she 
rushed  back  to  the  library, 

"I  did  not  say  right  when  I  said  that,"  she 
burst  forth  ; — "  that  was  not  the  reason  I  wanted 
to  go. — I  will  stay,  if  you  wish  me,  sir." 

"  I  do  not  wish  it,"  said  he  in  surprise  ; — "  I  do 
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not  know  what  you  mean — I  am  willing  you  should 
go  if  you  like  it.     Away  with  you !  it  is  time." 

Once  more  Ellen  set  out,  but  this  time  with  a 
heart  full ;  much  too  full  to  think  of  anything  she 
saw  by  the  way.  It  was  with  a  singular  feeling  of 
pleasure  that  she  entered  the  church  alone.  It 
was  a  strange  church  to  her,  never  seen  but  once 
before,  and  as  she  softly  passed  up  the  broad  aisle 
she  saw  nothing  in  tne  building  or  the  people 
around  her  that  was  not  strange, — ^no  familiar  face, 
nor  familiar  thing.  But  it  was  a  church,  and  she 
was  alone,  quite  alone  in  the  midst  of  that  crowd  ; 
and  she  went  up  to  the  empty  pew  and  ensconced 
herself  in  the  far  corner  of  it,  with  a  curious  feeling 
of  quiet  and  of  being  at  home.  She  was  no  sooner 
seated,  however,  than  leaning  forward  as  much  as 
possible  to  screen  herself  from  observation,  bending 
her  head  upon  her  knees,  she  burst  into  an  agony 
of  tears.  It  was  a  great  relief  to  be  able  to  weep 
freely ;  at  home  she  was  afraid  of  being  seen  or 
heard  or  questioned ;  now  she  was  alone  and  fi«e, 
and  she  poured  out  her  very  heart  in  weeping  that 
she  with  difiBculty  kept  from  being  heard  weeping. 

"  Oh  how  could  I  say  that !  how  could  I  say 
that !  Oh  what  would  John  have  thought  of  me 
if  he  had  heard  it! — A.m  I  beginning  already  to 
lose  my  truth  ?  am  I  goiug  backward  already !  O 
what  shall  I  do  !  what  wiU  become  of  me  if  I  do 
not  watch  over  myself — there  is  no  one  to  help  me 
or  lead  me  right — not  a  single  one — all  to  lead  me 
wrong!  what  will  become  of  me? — But  there  is 
One  who  has  promised  to  keep  those  that  follow 
Him — He  is  suf&cient,  without  any  others — I  have 
not  kept  near  enough  to  Him !  that  is  it ; — I  have 
not  remembered  nor  loved  Him — *  If  ye  love  Me, 
keep  My  commandments,* — I  have  not!     I  have 
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not !  Oh  but  I  will  1 — I  will ;  and  He  will  be  with 
me,  and  help  me  and  bless  me,  and  all  will  go  right 
with  me.*' 

With  bitter  tears  Ellen  mingled  as  eager  prayers 
for  forgiveness  and  help  to  be  faithful.  She  resolved 
that  nothing,  come  what  would,  should  tempt  her 
to  swerve  one  iota  from  the  straight  line  of  truth ; 
she  resolved  to  be  more  careful  of  her  private  hour ; 
she  thought  she  had  scarcely  had  her  full  hour  each 
day  lately;  she  resolved  to  make  the  Bible  her 
only  and  her  constant  rule  of  life  in  everything ; — 
and  she  prayed  such  prayers  as  a  heart  thoroughly 
in  earnest  can  pray,  for  the  seal  to  these  resolutions. 
Not  one  word  of  the  sermon  did  Ellen  hear ;  but 
she  never  passed  a  more  profitable  hour  in  church 
in  her  life. 

All  her  tears  were  not  from  the  spring  of  these 
thoughts  and  feelings  ;  some  were  the  pouring  out 
of  the  gathered  sadness  of  the  week ;  some  came 
from  recollections,  oh  how  tender  and  strong!  of 
lost  and  distant  friends.  Her  mother — and  Alice 
— and  Mr.  Humphreys — and  Margery— and  Mr. 
Van  Brunt — and  Mr.  George  Marshman  ; — and 
she  longed,  with  longing  that  seemed  as  if  her 
heart  would  burst,  to  see  her  brother.  She  longed 
for  the  pleasant  voice,  the  eye  of  a  thousand  expres- 
sions, into  which  she  always  looked  as  if  she  had 
never  seen  it  before,  the  calm  look  that  told  he 
was  satisfied  with  her,  the  touch  of  his  hand,  which 
many  a  time  had  said  a  volume.  Ellen  thought 
she  would  give  anything  in  the  world  to  see  him 
and  hear  him  speak  one  word.  As  this  could  not 
be,  she  resolved  with  the  greatest  care  to  do  what 
would  please  him ;  that  when  she  did  see  him  he 
might  find  her  all  he  wished. 

She  had  wept  herself  out ;  she  had  refreshed  and 
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Btrengtiieiied  herself  by  fleeing  to  the  strongliold 
of  the  prisoners  of  hope ;  and  when  the  last  hymn 
was  given  out  she  raised  her  head  and  took  the 
book  to  find  it.  To  her  great  surprise  she  saw 
Mr.  Lindsay  sitting  at  the  other  end  of  the  pew, 
with  folded  arms,  like  a  man  not  thinking  of  what 
was  going  on  around  him.  Ellen  was  startled,  but 
obeying  the  instinct  that  told  her  what  he  would 
like,  she  immediately  moved  down  the  pew  and 
stood  beside  him  while  the  last  hymn  was  singing ; 
and  if  Ellen  had  joined  in  no  other  part  of  the 
service  that  afternoon,  she  at  least  did  in  that  with 
all  her  heart.  They  walked  home  then  without  a 
word  on  either  side.  Mr.  Lindsay  did  not  quit 
her  hand  till  he  had  drawn  her  into  the  library. 
There  he  threw  off  her  bonnet  and  wrappers,  and 
taking  her  in  his  arms,  exclaimed, 

"  My  poor  little  darling !  what  was  the  matter 
with  you  this  afternoon  ?" 

There  was  so  much  of  kindness  again  in  his  tone, 
that  overjoved,  Ellen  eagerly  returned  his  caress, 
and  assured  him  there  was  nothing  the  matter  with 
her  now. 

"  Nothing  the  matter !"  said  he,  tenderly  press- 
ing her  face  against  his  own, — "  nothing  the  matter ! 
with  these  pale  cheeks  and  wet  eyes  ?  nothing  now, 
Ellen  ?" 

"  Only  that  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  you  speak  kindly 
to  me  again,  sir." 

"  Kindly  ?  I  vnll  never  speak  anv  way  but  kindly 
to  you,  daughter ; — come ! — I  will  not  have  any 
more  tears — you  have  shed  enough  for  to-day  I  am 
sure  ;  lift  up  your  face  and  I  will  kiss  them  away. 
"What  was  the  matter  with  you,  my  child  ?*' 

But  he  had  to  wait  a  little  while  for  an  answer. 

"Whatwasit,  EUen?" 
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"  One  thing,"  said  Ellen, — "  I  was  sorry  for  what 
I  had  said  to  you,  sir,  just  before  I  went  out." 

"  What  was  that  ?    I  do  not  remember  anything 
that  deserved  to  be  a  cause  of  grief." 

"  I  told  you,  sir,  when  I  wanted  you  to  let  me  go 
to  church,  that  I  had  not  seen  Edinburgh  yet." 

"WeU?'; 

"  "WeU,  sir,  that  was  not  being  quite  true  ;  and  I 
was  very  sorry  for  it !" 

"  IN'ot  true  ?  yes  it  was ;  what  do  you  mean  ? 
you  had  not  seen  Edinburgh." 

"  No,  sir,  but  I  mean — that  was  true,  but  I  said 
it  to  make  you  believe  what  was  not  true." 

"How?" 

"  I  meant  you  to  think,  sir,  that  that  was  the 
reason  why  I  wanted  to  go  to  church — to  see  the 
city  and  the  new  sights — and  it  was  not  at  all." 

"What  was  it  then?" 

EUen  hesitated. 

"  I  always  love  to  go,  sir, — and  besides  I  believe 
I  wanted  to  be  alone." 

"  And  you  were  not,  after  all,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay, 
again  pressing  her  cheek  to  his, — "  for  I  followed 
you  there.  But  Ellen,  my  child,  you  were  troubled 
without  reason;  you  had  said  nothing  that  was 
false." 

"  Ah,  sir,  but  I  had  made  you  believe  what  was 
false." 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  "  you  are 
a  nice  reasoner.  And  are  you  always  true  upon 
this  close  scale?" 

"  I  wish  I  was,  sir,  but  you  see  I  am  not.  I  am 
sure  I  hate  everything  else !" 

"WeU,  I  will  not  quarrel  with  you  for  being  true," 
said  Mr.  Lindsay ; — "  I  wish  there  was  a  little  more 
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of  it  in  the  world.     Was  this  the  cause  of  all  those 
tears  this  afternoon  P" 

"  No,  sir— not  all." 

"What  beside,  Ellen?" 

Ellen  looked  down,  and  was  silent. 

"  Come — I  must  know." 

"  Must  I  teU  you  all,  sir  ?  " 

**  You  must  mdeed,"  said  he,  smiling ;  "  I  will 
have  the  whole,  daughter." 

"  I  had  been  feelmg  sorry  all  the  week  because 
you  and  grandmother  and  aunt  Keith  were  dis* 
pleased  with  me." 

Again  Mr.  Lindsay's  silent  caress  in  its  tender- 
ness seemed  to  say  that  she  should  never  have  the 
same  complaint  to  make  again. 

**  Was  that  all,  Ellen  ?"  as  she  hesitated. 

"  No,  sir  " 

"Well?" 

"  I  wish  you  would  not  ask  me  further ;  please 
do  not !— I  shall  displease  you  again." 

•*  I  wiU  not  be  displeased." 

"  I  was  thinking  of  Mr.  Humphreys,"  said  Ellen, 
in  a  low  tone. 

^  Who  is  that?" 

"  You  know,  sir, — you  say  I  must  not  call  him — " 

''  What  were  you  thinking  of  him  " 

"I  was  wishing  very  much  I  could  see  him 
again." 

"  Well,  you  are  a  truth-teller,"  said  Mr.  Lind- 
say,— "  or  bolder  than  I  think  you." 

"You  said  you  would  not  be  displeased,  sir." 

"  Neither  will  I,  daughter ;  but  what  shall  I  do 
to  make  you  forget  these  people  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  sir ;  I  cannot  forget  them  ;  I  should 
not  deserve  to  have  you  love  me  a  bit  if  I  could. 
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Let  me  love  them,  and  do  not  be  angry  w  itli  me  for 
it!" 

"  But  I  am  not  satisfied  to  have  your  body  here 
and  your  heart  somewhere  else." 

"  I  must  have  a  poor  little  kind  of  heart,"  said 
Ellen,  smiling  amidst  her  tears,  "if  it  had  room  in 
it  for  only  one  person." 

"Ellen,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  inquisitively,  "did 
you  insinuate  a  falsehood  there  ?  " 

"  No,  sir !  " 

"There  is  honesty  in  those  eyes,"  said  he,  "if 
there  is  honesty  anywhere  in  the  world.  I  am  sa- 
tisfied— that  is,  half  satisfied.  Now  lie  there,  my 
little  daughter,  and  rest,"  said  he,  laying  her  upon 
the  sofa ;  "  you  look  as  if  you  needed  it." 

"  I  do  not  need  anything  now,"  said  EUen,  as  she 
laid  her  cheek  upon  the  grateful  pillow,  "  except 
one  thing — if  [grandmother  would  only  forgive  me 
too." 

"  Tou  must  try  not  to  offend  your  grandmother, 
EUen,  for  she  does  not  very  readily  forgive  ;  but  I 
think  we  can  arrange  this  matter.     Go  to  sleep." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Ellen,  smiling  as  she  closed 
her  eyes,  "  why  everybody  calls  me  '  little ; '  I 
do  not  think  I  am  very  little.  Everybody  says 
Mittle.'" 

Mr.  Lindsay  thought  he  understood  it,  when,  a 
few  minutes  after,  he  sat  watching  her  as  she  really 
had  fallen  asleep.  The  innocent  brow,  the  perfect, 
sweet  calm  of  the  face,  seemed  to  belong  to  much 
younger  years.  Even  Mr.  Lindsay  could  not  help 
recollecting  the  housekeeper's  comment,  "  Heaven's 
peace  within ;  ''  scarcely  Ellen's  own  mother  ever 
watched  over  her  with  more  fond  tenderness  than 
her  adopted  father  did  now. 

For  several  days  after  this  he  would  hardly  per- 
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mit  lier  to  leave  him.  He  made  her  bring  her 
books  and  study  where  he  was ;  he  went  out  and 
came  in  with  her ;  and  kept  her  by  his  side  when- 
ever they  joined  the  rest  of  the  family  at  meals  or 
in  the  evening.  Whether  Mr.  Lindsay  intended 
it  or  hot,  this  had  soon  the  effect  to  abate  the  dis- 
pleasure of  his  mother  and  sister.  Ellen  was  al- 
most taken  out  of  their  hands,  and  they  thought 
it  expedient  not  to  let  him  have  the  whole  of  her. 
And  though  EUen  could  better  bear  their  cold  looks 
and  words  since  she  had  Mr.  Lindsay's  favour 
again,  she  was  very  glad  when  they  smiled  upon  her 
too,  and  went  dancing  about  with  quite  a  happy 
face. 

She  was  now  very  busy.  She  had  masters  for 
the  piano  and  singing  and  different  branches  of 
knowledge;  she  went  to  M.  Muller  regularly  twice 
a  week ;  and  soon  her  riding  attendance  began. 
She  had  said  no  more  on  the  subject,  but  went  qui- 
etly, hoping  they  would  find  out  their  mistake  be- 
fore long.     Lady  Keith  always  accompanied  her. 

One  day  EUen  had  ridden  near  her  usual  time, 
when  a  young  lady  with  whom  she  attended  a  G-er- 
man  class,  came  up  to  where  she  was  resting.  This 
lady  was  several  years  older  than  Ellen,  but  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  her. 

"  How  finely  you  got  on  yesterday,"  said  she, — 
"  making  us  all  ashamed.  Ah,  I  guess  M.  Muller 
helped  you." 

"  Yes,"  said  Ellen,  smiling,  "  he  did  help  me  a 
little ;  he  helped  me  with  those  troublesome  pro- 
nunciations." 

"  With  nothing  else,  I  suppose  ?     Ah,  well,  we 
must  submit  to  be  stupid.     How  do  you  do  to-day  ? ' ' 
"  I  am  very  tired.  Miss  Gordon. 
"  Tired  ?     O,  you're  not  used  to  it." 
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"  No,  it  is  not  that,"  said  Ellen ! —  *'  I  am  used  to 
it — ^that  is  the  reason  I  am  tired.  I  am  accustomed 
to  ride  up  and  down  the  country  at  any  pace  I  like; 
and  it  is  very  tiresome  to  walk  stupidly  round  and 
round  for  an  hour." 

"  But  do  you  know  how  to  manage  a  horse  ?  I 
thought  you  were  only  just  beginning  to  learn." 

"  0,  no — I  have  been  learning  this  great  while  ; 
— only  they  do  not  think  I  know  how,  and  they 
have  never  seen  me.  Are  you  just  come.  Miss 
Gordon?" 

"  Yes,  and  they  are  bringing  out  Sophonisbe  for 
me — do  you  know  Sophonisbe  ? — ^look — that  light 
grey — isn't  she  beautirulP  she's  the  loveliest  crea- 
ture in  the  whole  stud." 

"01  know  ! "  said  EUen  ;  "  I  saw  you  on  her  the 
other  day ;  she  went  charmingly.  How  long  shall 
I  be  kept  walking  here,  Miss  Gordon  ?" 

"  Why,  I  don't  know — I  should  think  they  would 
find  out — what  does  the  riding-master  say  to  you?" 
"  O  he  comes  and  looks  at  me  and  says,  *  Very 
good,  very  good,'  and  then  he  walks  off." 

"  Well  I  declare,  that  is  too  bad !"  said  Miss  Gor- 
don, laughing.  "Look  here — I've  got  a  good  thought 
in  my  head— suppose  you  mount  Sophonisbe  in  my 
place,  without  saying  anything  to  anybody,  and  let 
them  see  what  you  are  up  to.  Can  you  trust  your- 
self ?  she  is  very  spirited." 

"  I  could  trust  myself,"  said  EUen ;  "  but  thank 
you,  I  think  I  had  better  not." 
"Afraid?" 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  but  my  aunt  and  father  would 
not  like  it." 

"  Nonsense !  how  should  they  dislike  it — there  is 
no  sort  of  danger  you  know.  Come  ! — ^I  thought 
you  sat  wonderMly  for  a  beginner.   I  am  surprised 
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Macdonald  had  not  better  eyes.     I  guess  you  had 
learned  Q-erman  before,  Ellen  ? — Come,  will  you  ?" 

But  Ellen  declined,  preferring  her  plodding  walk 
round  the  ring  to  any  putting  of  herself  forward. 
Presently  Mr.  Lindsay  came  in.  It  was  the  first 
time  he  had  been  there.  His  eyes  soon  singled  out 
Ellen. 

"  My  daughter  sits  well,^'  he  remarked  to  the 
riding-master. 

"  "Wonderfully !  Is  it  possible  that  she  has  had 
no  lessons  before  ?" 

"  Why,  yes — she  has  had  lessons  —of  what  sort 
I  do  not  know,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  going  up  to 
Ellen.     "  How  do  you  like  it,  EUen  ?" 

"  I  do  not  like  it  all,  sir." 

"  I  thought  you  were  so  fond  of  riding." 

"  I  do  not  call  this  riding,  sir." 

"  Ha !  what  do  you  call  riding  ?  Here,  Mr.  Mac- 
donald, have  the  goodness  to  put  this  young  lady  on 
another  horse,  and  see  if  she  knows  anything  about 
handling  him." 

"  With  great  pleasure^  "  Macdonald  would  do 
anything  that  was  requested  of  him.  Ellen  was 
taken  out  of  the  ring  of  walkers,  and  mounted  on  a 
fine  animal,  and  set  by  herself  to  have  her  skill  tried 
in  as  many  various  ways  as  the  riding-master's  in- 
genuity could  point  out.  Never  did  she  bear  herself 
more  erectly ;  never  were  her  hand  and  her  horse's 
mouth  on  nicer  terms  of  acquaintanceship ;  never, 
even  to  please  her  master,  had  she  so  given  her 
whole  soul  to  the  single  business  of  managing  her 
horse  and  herself  perfectly  well.  She  knew  as  little 
as  she  cared  that  a  number  of  persons  besides  her 
friends  were  standing  to  look  at  her ;  she  thought  of 
only  two  people  there,  Mr.  Lindsay  and  her  aunt;  and 
the  riding-master,  as  his  opinion  might  affect  theirs. 
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"  Very  good,  perfect — just  as  it  should  be,"  said 
the  riding-master. 

"  The  little  gipsy !"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  smiling. 

"  Have  you  practised  leaping,  Ellen  ?" 

"Yes,  SIT." 

"  Try  her,  Macdonald.  How  high  will  you  go, 
EUen?" 

"  As  high  as  you  please,  sir,"  said  Ellen,  leaning 
over,  and  patting  her  horse's  neck  to  hide  her  smile. 

"  How  you  look,  child !"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  in  a 
pleased  tone.     "  So  thia  is  what  you  caU  riding  ?*' 

"  It  is  a  little  more  like  it,  sir." 

Ellen  was  tried  with  standing  and  running  leaps, 
higher  and  higher,  till  Mr.  Lindsay  would  have  no 
more  of  it ;  and  the  master  assured  him  that  his 
daughter  had  been  taught  by  a  very  accomplished 
rider,  and  there  was  little  or  nothing  left  for  him  to 
do  ;  but  he  should  be  very  happy  to  have  her  come 
there  to  practise,  and  show  an  example  to  his  pupils. 

The  very  bright  colour  in  Ellen*8  face  as  she  heard 
this,  might  have  been  mistaken  for  the  flush  of  gra- 
tified vanity  :  it  was  nothing  less.  Not  one  word 
of  this  praise  did  she  take  to  herself^  nor  had  she 
sought  for  herself ; — ^it  was  all  for  somebody  else ; 
and  perhaps  so  Lady  Keith  understood  it,  for  she 
looked  rather  discomfited.  But  Mr.  Lindsay  was 
exceedingly  pleased,  and  promised  Ellen  that  as  soon 
as  the  warm  weather  came  she  should  have  a  horse, 
and  rides  to  her  heart's  content. 
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She  was  bis  care,  bis  hope,  and  his  delight^ 
Most  in  his  thoughts,  and  ever  in  his  sight. 

DBYDEir. 

Elleh  might  now  have  beeu  iu  some  danger  of 
being  spoiled,  not  indeed  with  over-indulgence,  for 
that  was  not  the  temper  of  the  family, — but  from 
finding  herself  a  person  of  so  much  consequence. 
She  could  not  but  feel  that  in  the  minds  of  every 
one  of  her  three  friends  she  was  the  object  of  great- 
est importance  ;  their  thoughts  and  care  were  prin- 
cipally occupied  with  her.  Even  Lady  Keith  was 
perpetually  watching,  superintending,  and  admo- 
nishing ;  though  she  every  now  and  then  remarked 
with  a  kind  of  surprise,  that  "  really  she  scarcely 
ever  had  to  say  anything  to  Ellen ;  she  thought  she 
must  know  things  by  instinct."  To  Mr.  Lindsay 
and  his  mother  she  was  the  idol  of  life ;  and  except 
when  by  chance  her  will  might  cross  theirs,  she  had 
what  she  wished  and  did  what  she  pleased. 

But  Ellen  happily  had  two  safeguards  which 
effectually  kept  her  from  pride  or  presumption. 

One  was  her  love  for  her  brother  and  longing  re- 
membrance of  him.  There  was  no  one  to  take  his 
place,  not  indeed  in  her  affections,  for  that  would 
nave  been  impossible,  but  in  the  daily  course  of 
her  life.  She  missed  him  in  everything  She  had 
abundance  of  kindness  and  fondness  shown  her,  but 
the  sympathy  was  wanting.     She  was  talked  to,  but 
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not  with.  No  one  now  knew  always  what  she  was 
thinking  of,  nor  if  they  did  would  patiently  draw 
out  her  thoughts,  canvass  them,  set  them  right  or 
show  them  wrong.  No  one  now  could  tell  what 
she  was  feeling,  nor  had  the  art  sweetly,  in  a  way 
she  scarce  knew  how,  to  do  away  with  sadness, 
or  dulness,  or  perverseness,  and  leave  her  spirits 
clear  and  bright  as  the  noon-day.  With  all  the 
petting  and  fondness  she  had  from  her  new  friends, 
Ellen  felt  alone.  She  was  petted  and  fondled  as  a 
darling  possession — a  dear  plaything — a  thing  to 
be  cared  for,  taught,  governed,  disposed  of,  with  the 
greatest  affection  and  delight ;  but  John's  was  a 
higher  style  of  kindness,  that  entered  into  all  her 
innermost  feelings  and  wants  ;  and  his  was  a  higher 
style  of  authority  too,  that  reached  where  theirs 
could  never  attain ;  an  authority  EUen  always  felt 
it  utterly  impossible  to  dispute ;  it  was  sure  to  be 
exerted  on  the  side  of  what  was  right ;  and  she 
could  better  have  borne  hard  words  from  Mr.  Lind- 
say than  a  glance  of  her  brother's  eye.  EUen  made 
no  objection  to  the  imperativeness  of  her  new  guar- 
dians ;  it  seldom  was  called  up  so  as  to  trouble  her, 
and  she  was  not  of  late  particularly  fond  of  having 
her  own  way ;  but  she  sometimes  drew  compari- 
sons. 

"  I  could  not  any  sooner — I  could  not  as  soon — 
have  disobeyed  John;— and  yet  he  never  would 
have  spoken  to  me  as  they  do  if  I  had  " 

"  ^owie  pride  perhaps?"  she  said,  remembering 
Mr.  Dundas's  words ; — "  I  should  say  a  great  deal 
— John  is  not  proud ; — and  yet — I  do  not  know — 
he  is  not  proud  as  they  are  ;  I  wish  I  knew  what 
kinds  of  pride  are  right  and  what  wrong — ^he  would 
tell  me  if  he  were  here." 
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"What  are  you  in  a  *  brown  study'  about, 
EUen  ?"  said  Mr.  Lindsay  ? 

"  I  was  thinking,  sir,  about  different  kinds  of 
pride — I  wish  I  knew  the  right  from  the  wrong — or 
IS  there  any  good  kind  ?" 

"All  good,  Ellen— all  good,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay, 
"  proyided  you  do  not  haye  too  much  of  it." 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  be  proud,  sir." 

"  Yes,"  said  he,  laughing  and  pinching  her  cheek, 
"  as  proud  as  you  like ;  if  you  only  do  not  let  me 
see  any  of  it." 

Not  yery  satisfactory ;  but  that  was  the  way 
with  the  few  questions  of  any  magnitude  Ellen  yen- 
tured  to  ask  ;  she  was  kissed  and  laughed  at,  called 
metaphysical  or  philosophical,  and  dismissed  with 
no  light  on  the  subject.  She  sighed  for  her  brother. 
The  hours  with  M.  Muller  were  the  best  substitute 
she  had  ;  they  were  dearly  prized  by  her,  and,  to 
say  truth,  by  him.  Fine  flowers  and  fruit,  it  was 
her  special  delight  to  carry  to  M.  Muller ;  little 
jobs  of  copying,  or  setting  in  order  some  disorderly 
matters  in  his  rooms,  where  he  soon  would  trust 
her  to  do  anjrthing ;  or  a  book  from  her  father's 
library.  On  the  whole,  and  with  good  reason,  the 
days  when  they  were  to  meet  were  hailed  with  as 
much  pleasure  perhaps  by  M.  Muller  as  by  Ellen 
herself. 

Her  great  safeguard  was  the  precious  hour  alone 
which  she  had  promised  John  neyer  to  lose  when 
she  could  help  it.  The  only  time  she  could  have 
was  the  early  morning  before  the  rest  of  the  family 
had  risen.  To  this  hour,  and  it  was  often  more 
than  an  hour,  Ellen  was  faithful.  Her  little  Bible 
was  extremely  precious  now  ;  Ellen  had  neyer  gone 
to  it  with  a  deeper  sense  of  need ;  and  neyer  did 
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she  find  more  comfort  in  being  able  to  disburden 
her  heart  in  prayer  of  its  load  of  cares  and  wishes. 
Never  more  than  now  had  she  felt  the  preciousness 
of  that  Friend  who  draws  closer  to  His  children  the 
closer  they  draw  to  Him  ;  she  had  never  realized 
more  the  joy  of  having  Him  to  go  to.  It  was  her 
special  delight  to  pray  for  those  loved  ones  for 
whom  she  could  do  nothing  else ;  it  was  a  joy  to 
think  that  He  who  hears  prayer  is  equally  present 
with  all  His  people,  and  that  though  thousands  of 
mUes  lie  between  the  petitioner  and  the  petitioned- 
for,  the  breath  of  prayer  may  span  the  distance  and 
pour  blessings  on  the  far-off  head.  The  burden  of 
thoughts  and  affections  gathered  during  the  twenty- 
three  hours,  was  laid  down  in  the  twenty-fourth ; 
and  EUen  could  meet  her  finends  at  the  breakfast- 
table  with  a  sunshiny  face.  Little  did  they  think 
where  her  heart  had  been,  or  whence  it  had  got  its 
sunshine. 

But,  notwithstanding  this,  Ellen  had  too  much 
to  remember  and  regret,  than  to  be  otherwise  than 
sober, — ^more  sober  than  her  friends  liked.  They 
noticed,  with  sorrow,  that  the  sunshine  wore  off  as 
the  day  rolled  on; — ^that  though  ready  to  smile 
upon  occasion,  her  face  always  settled  again  into  a 
gravity  they  thought  altogether  unsuitable.  Mrs. 
iiindsay  fancied  she  knew  the  cause,  and  resolved 
to  break  it  up. 

From  the  first,  her  grandmother  had  taken  the 
entire  charge  of  her  toilet.  Whatever  Mrs.  Lind- 
say's notions  in  general  might  be  as  to  the  propriety 
of  young  girls  learning  to  take  care  of  themselves, 
EUen  was  much  too  precious  a  plaything  to  be 
trusted  to  any  other  nands,  even  her  own.  At 
eleven  o'clock  regularly,  every  day,  she  went  to  her 
grandmother's  dressing  room  for  a  very  elaborate 
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dressing ;  though  not  a  very  long  one,  for  all  Mrs? 
Lindsay's  were  energetic.  Now,  without  any  hint 
as  to  the  reason,  she  was  directed  to  come  to  her 
grandmother  an  hour  before  the  breakfiist-time,  to 
go  through  then  the  course  that  Mrs.  Lindsay  was 
accustomed  to  admininister  at  eleven.  Ellen  neard 
in  silence,  and  obeyed,  but  made  up  her  hour  by 
rising  earlier  than  usual,  so  as  to  have  it  before 
going  to  her  grandmother.  It  was  a  little  difficult 
at  first,  but  she  soon  got  into  the  habit  of  it,  though 
the  mornings  were  dark  and  cold.  After  a  while,  it 
chanced  that  this  came  to  Mrs.  Lindsay's  eurs,  and 
Ellen  was  told  to  come  to  her  as  soon  as  she  waa 
out  of  bed  in  the  morning. 

"But,  grandmother,"  said  Ellen, — "I  am  up  a 
long  time  before  you  are ;  I  should  find  you  asleep ; 
do  I  not  come  soon  enough  ?" 

"  What  do  you  get  up  so  early  for  ?" 

"  You  know,  ma*am, — I  told  you,  some  time  ago. 
I  want  some  time  to  myself." 

"  It  is  not  good  for  you  to  be  up  so  long  before 
breakfast,  and  in  these  cold  mornings.  Do  not  rise, 
in  future,  till  I  send  for  you." 

"  But  grandmother, — that  is  the  only  time  for 
me — there  is  not  an  hour  after  breakfast  that  I  can 
have  regularly  to  myself:  and  I  cannot  be  happy 
if  I  do  not  have  some  time." 

"  Let  it  be  as  I  said,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay,  smiling. 

•*  Could  not  you  let  me  come  to  you,  at  eleven 
o'clock  again,  ma'am  ?  do,  grandmother !" 

Mrs.  Lindsay  touched  her  lips  ;  a  way  of  silenc- 
ing her  that  Ellen  particularly  disliked,  and  which 
both  Mr.  Lindsay  and  his  mother  were  accustomed 
to  use. 

She  thought  a  great  deal  on  the  subject,  and  came 
soberly  to  the  conclusion,  that  it  was  her  duty  to 
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disobey.  "  I  promised  John,"  she  said  to  herself, 
— "  I  will  never  break  that  promise !  I  will  do  any- 
thing rather.  And  besides,  if  I  had  not,  it  is  just 
as  much  my  duty — a  duty  that  no  one  here  has  a 
right  to  command  me  against.  I  will  do  what  I 
tlunk  right,  come  what  may." 

She  could  not  without  its  coming  to  the  know- 
ledge of  her  grandmother,  A  week  or  two  after 
the  former  conversation,  Mrs.  Lindsay  jnade  in- 
quiries of  Mason,  her  woman,  who  w^as  obliged  to 
confess  that  Miss  Ellen's  light  was  always  burning 
when  she  went  to  call  her. 

"Ellen,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay,  the  same  day, — 
"  have  you  obeyed  me  in  what  I  told  you  the  other 
morning? — about  lying  in  bed  tUl  you  are  sent 
for?" 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  You  are  frank !  to  venture  to  tell  me  so.  Why 
have  you  disobeyed  me  ?" 

"  Because,  grandmother,  I  thought  it  was  right." 

"  You  think  it  is  right  to  disobey,  do  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  if — " 

"If  what?" 

"  I  mean,  grandmother,  there  is  One  I  must  obey 
even  before  you." 

"If  what?"  repeated  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"  Please  do  not  ask  me,  grandmother ;  I  do  not 
want  to  say  that." 

"Say  it  at  once,  Ellen!" 

"  I  think  it  is  right  to  disobey,  if  I  am  told  to  do 
what  is  wrong,"  said  Ellen,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Are  you  to  be  the  judge  of  right  and  wTong  ?" 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"Who  then?" 

"The  Bible." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  is  the  reason,"  said  Mrs, 
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Lindsay,  ''  that  I  cannot  be  very  angry  with  you. 
Ellen,  i  repeat  the  order  I  gave  you  the  other  day. 
Promise  me  to  obey  it." 

"  I  cannot,  grandmother ;  I  mu9i  have  that  hour ; 
I  cannot  do  without  it." 

"  So  must  I  be  obeyed,  I  assure  you,  EUen.  You 
wiU  sleep  in  my  room  henceforth." 

Ellen  heard  her  in  despair;  she  did  not  know 
what  to  do.  Appealing  was  not  to  be  thought  of. 
There  was,  as  she  said,  no  time  she  could  count 
upon  after  breakfast.  During  the  whole  day  and 
evening  she  was  either  busy  with  her  studies  or 
masters,  or  in  the  company  of  her  grandmother  or 
Mr.  Lindsay ;  and  if  not  there,  lii^le  to  be  called 
to  them  at  any  moment.  Her  grandmother's  ex- 
pedient for  increasiag  her  cheerfulness  had  marvel- 
lous ill-success.  Ellen  drooped  under  the  sense  of 
wrong,  as  well  as  the  loss  of  her  greatest  comfort. 
For  two  days  she  felt  and  looked  forlorn ;  andsmil- 
ing  now  seemed  to  be  a  difficult  matter.  Mr.  Lind- 
say happened  to  be  remarkably  busy  those  two 
days,  so  that  he  did  not  notice  what  was  going  on. 
At  the  end  of  them,  however,  in  the  evening,  he 
called  Ellen  to  him,  and  whisperingly  asked  what 
was  the  matter. 

"Nothing,  sir,"  said  Ellen,  "only  grandmother 
wiU  not  let  me  do  something  I  cannot  be  happy 
without  doiQg." 

"  Is  it  one  of  the  things  you  want  to  do  because 
it  is  right,  whether  it  is  convenient  or  not?"  he 
asked,  smiling.     Ellen  could  not  smile. 

"  O  father,"  she  whispered,  putting  her  face  close 
to  his,  "  if  you  will  only  induce  grandmother  to  let 
me  do  it !" 

The  words  were  spoken  with  a  sob,  and  Mr. 
Lindsay  felt  her  warm  tears  upon  his  neck.     He 
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bad,  however,  far  too  much  respect  for  his  mother 
to  say  anything  against  her  proceedings  while  Ellen 
was  present ;  he  simply  answered  that  she  must  do 
whatever  her  grandmother  said.  But  when  Ellen  had 
left  the  room,  which  she  did  immediately,  he  took 
the  matter  up.  Mrs.  Lindsay  explained,  and  in- 
sisted that  Ellen  was  spoiling  herself  for  life  and 
the  world  by  a  set  of  dull  religious  notions  that 
were  utterly  unfit  for  a  child;  that  she  would 
very  soon  get  over  thinking  about  her  habit  of 
morning  prayer,  and  would  then  do  much  better. 
Mr.  Lindsay  looked  grave ;  but  with  EUen's  tears 
yet  wet  upon  his  cheek  he  could  not  dismiss  the 
matter  so  lightly,  and  persisted  in  desiring  that  his 
mother  should  give  up  the  point,  which  she  utterly 
refused  to  do. 

EUen  meanwhile  had  fled  to  her  own  room.  The 
moonlight  was  quietly  streaming  in  through  the 
casement ;  it  looked  to  her  like  an  old  friend.  She 
threw  herself  down  on  the  floor  close  by  the  glass, 
and  after  some  tears,  which  she  could  not  help 
shedding,  she  raised  her  head  and  looked  thought- 
fully out.  It  was  very  seldom  now  that  she  had  a 
chance  of  the  kind ;  she  was  rarely  alone  but  when 
she  was  busy. 

"  I  wonder  if  that  same  moon  is  this  minute  shin- 
ing in  at  the  glass  door  at  home  ? — no,  to  be  sure 
it  cannot  this  minute — what  am  I  thinking  of? — 
but  it  was  there  or  will  be  there — let  me  see — east 
— west — it  was  there  some  time  this  morning,  I  sup- 
pose ;  looking  right  into  our  old  sitting-room.  O 
moon,  I  wish  I  was  in  your  place  for  once,  to  look 
in  there  too !  But  it  is  all  empty  now — there  is 
nobody  there — Mr.  Humphreys  would  be  in  his 
study — how  lonely,  how  lonely  he  must  be !  0,  I 
wish  I  was  back  there  with  him ! — John  is  not 

Q  Q  2 
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there  though — no  matter — he  will  he, — aad  I  eould 
do  80  much  for  Mr.  Humphreys  in  tiie  mesawhile. 
He  must  miss  me.  I  wonder  where  John  is — ^no- 
body writes  to  me ;  I  should  think  some  one  mi^t. 
I  wonder  if  I  am  erer  to  see  them  again.  O,  he 
will  come  to  see  me  surely  before  he  goes  home  ? — 
but  then  he  will  haye  to  go  away  without  me  again 
— I  am  fast  now — fast  enough — but  oh !  am  I  to  be 
separated  from  them  for  eyer  ?  Well ! — I  shall  see 
them  in  heaven !" 

It  was  a  '^  Well"  of  bitter  acquiescence,  and 
washed  down  with  bitter  tears 

''  Is  it  my  bonny  Miss  Ellen  ?"  said  the  Yoice  of 
the  housekeeper,  coming  sofblyin ;  ^  is  my  bairn 
sitting  a*lane  i'  the  dark?  Why  are  ye  no  wi' 
the  rest  of  the  folk,  Miss  Ellen  ?" 

'*  I  like  to  be  alone,  Mrs.  AUen,  and  the  moon 
shines  in  here  nicely." 

"Greeting!"  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  drawing 
nearer, — "  I  ken  it  by  the  sound  of  your  voice ; 
— greeting  eenow  !  Are  ye  no  weel.  Miss  Ellen  ? 
What  vexes  my  bairn  ?  O  but  your  fiather  would 
be  vexed  an  he  kenned  it !" 

'*  Never  mind,  Mrs.  Allen,"  said  Ellen;  "I  shall 
get  over  it  directly  ;  do  not  say  anything  about  it." 

"But  I'm  wae  to  see  ye,"  said  the  kind  old  woman, 
stooping  down  and  stroking  the  head  that  again 
EUen  had  bowed  on  her  knees ; — "  will  ye  no  tell 
me  what  vexes  ye  ?  Ye  suld  be  as  blithe  as  a  bird 
the  lang  day." 

"  I  cannot,  Mrs.  Allen,  while  I  am  away  from 
my  fnends." 

"  Frinds !  and  wha  has  mair  frinds  than  yoursel. 
Miss  Ellen,  or  better  frinds  ? — fistther  and  mither 
and  a' ;  where  wad  ye  find  thae  that  will  love  you 
mair  r 
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"  Ah,  but  I  have  not  my  brother!"  sobbed  Ellen, 

"  Tour  brither,  Miss  Men  ?     An'  wha's  he  i"' 

"  He  is  everything,  Mrs.  Allen !  he  is  every- 
thing! I  shall  never  be  happy  without  him! — 
never!  never  !*' 

'^  Hush,  dear  Miss  Ellen !  for  the  love  of  a'  that's 
gude ; — dinna  talk  that  gate !  and  dinna  greet 
sae !  your  father  wad  be  sair  vexed  to  hear  ye  or  to 
see  ye." 

"  I  cannot  help  it,"  said  Ellen;  "it  is  true." 

"  It  may  be  sae ;  but  dear  Miss  Ellen,  dinna  let 
it  come  to  your  father's  ken;  ye're  his  very 
heart's  idol ;  he  disna  merit  aught  but  gude  frae 
ye." 

"  I  know  it,  Mrs.  Allen,"  said  Ellen,  weeping, 
"  and  so  I  do  love  him — better  than  anybody  in  the 
world,  except  two.  But  oh !  I  want  my  brother ! — 
I  do  not  know  how  to  be  happy  or  good  either 
without  him.     I  want  him  all  the  while." 

"  Miss  Ellen,  I  kenned  and  loved  your  dear 
mither  weel  for  mony  a  day — ^will  ye  mind  if  I  speak 
a  word  to  her  bairn  r  " 

"  No,  dear  Mrs.  Allen — I  will  thank  you ; — did 
you  know  my  mother  ?  " 

"  Wha  sidd  if  I  didna  ?  she  was  brought  up  in 
my  arms,  and  a  dear  lassie.  Te're  no  muckle  like 
her.  Miss  EUen ; — ^ye're  mair  bonny  than  her ;  and 
no  a'  thegither  sae  frack ; — though  she  was  douce 
and  kind  too." 

"  I  wish — "  Ellen  began,  and  stopped. 

"  My  dear  bairn,  there  is  Ane  abuve  wha'  dis- 
poses a'  things  for  us  ;  and  He  isna  weel  pleased 
when  His  children  &sh  themselves  wi'  His  dispensa- 
tions. He  has  ta'en  and  placed  you  here,  for  your 
ain  gude,  I  trust, — I'm  sure  it's  for  the  gude  of  us 
a',  —and  if  you  haena  a'  things  ye  wad  wish,  Miss 
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Ellen,  ye  hae  Him;    dinna  forget  that,  my   ain 
bairn." 

Ellen  returned  heartily  and  silently  the  embrace 
of  the  old  Scotchwoman,  and  when  she  left  her,  set 
herself  to  follow  her  advice.  She  tried  to  gather 
her  scattered  thoughts  and  smooth  her  ruffled  feel- 
ings, in  using  this  quiet  time  to  the  best  advantage. 
At  the  end  of  half  an  hour  she  felt  like  another 
creature  ;  and  began  to  refresh  herself  with  softly 
singing  some  of  her  old  hymns. 

The  argument  which  was  carried  on  in  the  par- 
lour sunk  at  length  into  silence  without  coming  to 
any  conclusion. 

"  Where  is  Miss  Ellen  ?  "  Mrs.  Lindsay  asked  of 
a  servant  that  came  in. 

"  She  is  up  in  her  room,  ma'am,  singing." 

"  TeU  her  I  want  her." 

"  No — stop,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay ; — "  I  will  go  my- 
self" 

Her  door  was  a  little  ajar,  and  he  softly  opened 
it  without  disturbing  her.  Ellen  was  still  sitting 
on  the  floor  before  the  window,  looking  out  through 
it,  and  in  rather  a  low  tone  singing  the  last  verse  of 
the  hymn,  "  Eock  of  Ages." 

While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, — 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, — 
When  I  rise  to  worids  unknown. 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, — 
Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ! 

Mr.  Lindsay  stood  still  at  the  door.  Ellen 
paused  a  minute,  and  then  sang  "  Jerusalem,  my 
happy  home."  Her  utterance  was  so  distinct  that 
he  heard  every  word.  He  did  not  move  till  she  had 
finished,  and  then  he  came  softly  in. 

"  Singing  songs  to  the  moon,  Ellen  ?  " 
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Ellen  started  and  got  up  from  the  floor. 

"  No,  sir ;  I  was  singing  them  to  myself." 

"  Not  entirely,  for  I  heard  the  last  one.  Why 
do  you  distress  yourself  singing  such  sad  things  ?  " 

"  I  do  not,  sir ;  they  are  not  sad  to  me  ;  they  are 
delightful.     I  love  them  dearly," 

"  How  came  you  to  love  them  ?  it  is  not  natural 
for  a  child  of  your  age.  What  do  you  love  them 
for,  my  little  daughter  ?  '* 

"  O,  sir,  there  are  a  great  many  reasons, — I  do 
not  know  how  many.'* 

"  I  will  have  patience,  BUen ;  I  want  to  hear  them 
all." 

**I  love  them,  because  I  love  to  think  of  the 
things  the  hymns  are  about, — I  love  the  tunes, 
dearly, — and  I  like  both  the  words  and  the  tunes 
better,  I  believe,  because  I  have  sung  them  so  often 
with  friends." 

''  Humph !  I  guessed  as  much.  Is  not  that  the 
strongest  reason  of  the  three  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,  sir ;  I  do  not  think  it  is." 

"Is  all  your  heart  in  America,  Ellen;  or  have 
you  any  left  to  bestow  on  us  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Not  very  much  ! " 

"  I  love  you,  father,"  said  Ellen,  laying  her  cheek 
gently  alongside  of  his. 

"And  your  grandmother,  EUen?"  said  Mr. 
Lindsay,  clasping  his  arms  around  her. 

"Yes,  sir." 

But  he  well  understood  that  the  "  yes "  was 
fainter. 

"  And  your  aunt  ? — speak,  Ellen." 

"  I  do  not  love  her  as  much  as  I  wish  I  did," 
said  Ellen ; — "  I  love  her  a  little,  I  suppose.  O, 
why  do  you  ask  me  such  a  hard  question,  father  ?" 
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"  That  Ib  something  you  have  nothing  to  do 
with,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  half  laughing.  "  Sit  down 
here,"  he  added,  placing  her  on  l^  knee, ''  and  sing 
to  me  again." 

Ellen  was  heartened  by  the  tone  of  his  voice,  and 
pleased  with  the  request.  She  immediately  sang 
with  great  spirit  a  little  methodist  hymn  she  had 
learned  when  a  mere  child.  The  wild  air  and  sim- 
ple words  singularly  suited  each  other. 

0  Canaan — ^bright  Canaan — 

1  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 

0  Canaan,  it  is  my  happy,  happy  home — 

1  am  bound  for  the  land  of  Canaan. 

"  Does  that  sound  sad,  sir  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes, — I  think  it  does,  rather,  Ellen.  Does 
it  make  you  feel  merry  ?" 

"  Not  merry,  sir, — it  is  not  merry  ;  but  I  like  it 
very  much." 

"  The  tune  or  the  words  ?  " 

"  Both,  sir." 

"  AVhat  do  mean  by  the  land  of  Canaan  ?" 

"  Heaven,  sir." 

"  And  do  you  like  to  think  about  that  ?  at  your 
age?" 

"  Why  certainly,  sir  !     Why  not  ?  " 

"Why  ^o  you?" 

"  Because  it  is  a  bright  and  happy  place,"  said 
Ellen,  gravely  ; — "  where  there  is  no  darkness,  nor 
sorrow,  nor  death,  neither  pain,  nor  crying ; — and 
my  mother  is  there,  and  my  dear  Alice,  and  my 
Saviour  is  there  ;  and  I  hope  I  shall  be  there  too." 

"  You  are  shedding  tears  now,  Ellen." 

"  And  if  I  am,  sir,  it  is  not  because  I  am  unhappy. 
It  does  not  make  me  unhappy  to  think  of  these 
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things — it  makes  me  glad ;  and  the  more  I  think  of 
them  the  happier  I  am." 

"Tou  are  a  strange  child.  I  am  afraid  your 
grandmother  is  right,  and  that  you  are  hurting 
yourself  with  poring  over  serious  matters  that  you 
are  too  young  for." 

"  She  would  not  think  so  if  she  knew,"  said  EUen, 
sighing.  "  I  should  not  be  happy  at  all  without 
that,  and  you  would  not  love  me  half  so  well,  nor 
she  either.  O,  father,"  she  exclaimed,  pressing  his 
hand  in  both  her  own,  and  laying  her  face  upon  it, 
— "  do  not  let  me  be  hindered  in  that !  forbid  me 
anything  you  please,  but  not  that!  the  better  I 
learn  to  please  my  best  Eriend,  the  better  I  shall 
please  you." 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  by  *  your  best  friend  ?'  " 

"  The  Lord  my  E/cdeemer." 

"  Where  did  you  get  these  notions  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Lindsay,  after  a  short  pause. 

"  From  my  mother,  first,  sir." 

"  She  had  none  of  them  when  I  knew  her." 

"  She  had  afterwards,  then,  sir ;  and,  0 ! " — Ellen 
hesitated, — "  I  wish  everybody  had  them  too  !  " 

"  My  little  daughter,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  affec- 
tionately kissing  the  cheeks  and  eyes  which  were 
moist  again, — "  I  shall  indulge  you  in  this  matter. 
But  you  must  keep  your  brow  clear,  or  I  shall  re- 
voke my  grant.  And  you  belong  to  me  now ;  and 
there  are  some  things  I  want  you  to  forget,  and  not 
remember, — you  understand?  Now  do  not  sing 
songs  to  the  moon  any  more  to-night — good  night, 
my  daughter." 

"  They  think  religion  is  a  strange  melancholy 
thing,"  said  Ellen  to  herself,  as  she  went  to  bed ; — 
"  I  must  not  give  them  reason  to  think  so — I  must 
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let  my  rushlight  bum  bright — I  must  take  care — 
I  never  had  more  need ! " 

And  with  an  earnest  prayer  for  help  to  do  so,  she 
laid  her  head  on  the  pillow. 

Mr.  Linds^  told  his  mother  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  let  Ellen  have  her  way  for  a  while,  and 
begged  that  she  might  return  to  her  old  room  and 
hours  again.  Mrs.  Lindsay  would  not  hear  of  it. 
Ellen  had  disobeyed  her  orders,  she  said ; — she  must 
take  the  consequences. 

"  She  is  a  bold  little  hussy,  to  venture  it,"  said 
Mr.  Lindsay, — "but  I  do  not  think  there  is  any 
naughtiness  in  her  heart." 

"  No,  not  a  bit.  I  could  not  be  angir  with  her. 
It  is  only  those  preposterous  notions  she  has  got 
from  somebody  or  other." 

Mr.  Lindsay  said  no  more.  Next  morning  he 
asked  Ellen  privately  what  she  did  the  first  thing 
after  breakfast.  "Practise  on  the  piano  for  an 
hour,"  she  said. 

"  Could  you  not  do  it  at  any  other  time  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  could  practise  m  the  afternoon,  only 
grandmother  likes  to  have  me  with  her." 

"  Let  it  be  done  then,  EUen,  in  future." 

"  And  what  shall  I  do  with  the  hour  after  break- 
fast, sir?" 

"  Whatever  you  please,"  said  he,  smiling. 

Ellen  thanked  him  in  the  way  she  knew  he  best 
Kked,  and  gratefully  resolved  he  should  have  as  little 
cause  as  possible  to  complain  of  her.  Very  little 
cause  inoeed  did  he  or  any  one  else  have,  No 
fault  could  be  found  with  her  performance  of  duty ; 
and  her  cheerfulness  was  constant  and  unvarying. 
She  remembered  her  brother's  recipe  against  lone- 
liness and  made  use  of  it ;   she  remembered  Mrs. 
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Allen's  advice  and  followed  it;  she  grasped  the 
promises,  "  he  that  cometh  to  Me  shall  never  hun- 
ger,"— and  "  seek  and  ye  shall  find,"  —precious 
words  that  never  yet  disappointed  any  one ;  and 
though  tears  might  often  fall  that  nobody  knew  of, 
and  she  might  not  be  so  men^y  as  her  friends  would 
have  liked  to  see  her ;  though  her  cheerfulness  was 
touched  with  sobriety,  they  could  not  complain ;  for 
her  brow  was  always  unruffled,  her  voice  clear,  her 
smile  ready. 

After  a  while  she  was  restored  to  her  own  sleep- 
ing-room  again,  and  permitted  to  take  up  her  former 
habits. 


R    R 


CHAPTER  XXVIL 

Other  days  come  back  on  me 
With  recollected  mtLsic. 

Btboit. 

Though  nothing  could  be  smoother  than  the  gene- 
ral course  of  her  life,  Ellen's  principles  were  still 
now  and  then  severely  tried. 

Of  all  in  the  house,  next  to  Mr.  Lindsay,  she 
liked  the  company  of  the  old  housekeeper  best.  She 
was  a  simple-minded  Christian,  a  most  benevolent 
and  kind-hearted,  and  withal  sensible  and  respect- 
able person  ;  devotedly  attached  to  the  family,  and 
very  fond  of  Ellen  in  particular.  EUen  loved,  when 
she  could,  to  get  alone  with  her,  and  hear  her  talk 
of  her  mother's  young  days  ;  and  she  loved  further- 
more, and  almost  as  much,  to  talk  to  Mrs.  AUen  of 
her  own.  Ellen  could  to  no  one  else  lisp  a  word  on 
the  subject ;  and  without  dwelling  directly  on  those 
that  she  loved,  she  delighted  to  teU  over  to  an  inte- 
rested listener  the  things  she  had  done,  seen,  and  felt, 
with  them. 

"  I  wish  that  child  was  a  little  more  like  other 
people,"  said  Lady  Keith  one  evening  in  the  latter 
end  of  the  winter. 

"Humph!"  said  Mr.  Lindsay, — "I  do  not  re- 
member at  this  moment  any  one  that  I  think  she 
could  resemble  without  losing  more  than  she 
gained." 

*'  O  it  is  of  no  use  to  talk  to  you  about  Ellen, 
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brother !  You  can  take  up  things  fast  enough  when 
you  find  them  out,  but  you  never  will  see  with  other 
people's  eyes." 

"  What  do  your  eyes  see,  Catherine  ?" 

"  She  is  altogether  too  childish  for  her  years ;  she 
is  really  a  baby." 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  smiling ; 
"  you  should  ask  M.  Muller  about  that.  He  was 
holding  forth  to  me  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the 
other  day,  and  could  not  stop  in  her  praises." 

"  O  yes — in  intelligence  and  so  on,  I  know  she 
is  not  wanting ;  that  is  not  what  I  mean." 

"She  is  perfectly  lady-like  always,"  said  Mrs. 
Lindsay. 

"Yes,  I  know  that, — and  perfectly  child-like 
too." 

"  I  like  that,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay ;  "  I  have  no 
fancy  for  your  grown-up  little  girls." 

"  Well!"  said  Lady  Keith  in  despair,  "you  may 
like  it ;  but  I  tell  you  she  is  too  much  of  a  child 
nevertheless, — in  other  ways.  She  has  not  an  idea 
of  a  thousand  things.  It  was  only  the  other  day 
she  was  setting  out  to  go,  at  mid-day — through 
the  streets  with  a  basket  on  her  arm — some  of  that 
fruit  for  M.  Muller  I  believe." 

"If  she  has  any  fault,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  "it  is 
want  of  pride, — ^but  I  do  not  know — I  cannot  say  I 
wish  she  had  more  of  it." 

"  O  no,  of  course !  I  suppose  not.  And  it  does 
not  take  anything  at  all  to  make  the  tears  come ; 
the  other  day  I  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  op 
be  vexed  at  the  way  she  went  on  with  a  kitten,  for 
half  an  hour  or  more.  I  wish  you  had  seen  her ! 
I  am  not  sure  she  did  not  cry  over  that.  Now  I 
suppose  the  next  thing,  brother,  you  will  go  and 
make  her  a  present  of  one." 
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'*  If  you  have  no  heavier  cbarges  to  bring,"  said 
Mr.  Lindsay,  smiling,  "  I  will  take  breath  and  think 
about  it." 

'^  But  she  is  not  like  anybody  else, — she  does  not 
care  for  young  companions, — she  does  not  seem  to 
fancy  any  one  out  of  the  family  unless  it  is  old  Mrs. 
Allen,  and  she  is  absurd  about  her.  You  know  she 
is  not  very  well  lately,  and  Ellen  goes  to  see  her  I 
know  every  day,  regularlv ;  and  there  are  the  Gt)r- 
dons  and  Carpenters  and  Murrays  and  Mclntoshes 
— she  sees  them  continually,  but  I  do  not  think 
she  takes  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  in  their  company. 
The  fact  is,  she  is  too  sooer." 

"  She  has  as  sweet  a  smile  as  I  ever  saw,"  said 
Mr.  Lindsay, — "and  as  hearty  a  laugh,  when  she 
does  laugh ;  she  is  none  of  your  gigglers." 

"But  when  she  does  laugh,"  said  Lady  Keith, 
"it  is  not  when  other  people  do.  I  think  she  is 
generally  grave  when  there  is  most  merriment 
around  ner." 

"  I  love  to  hear  her  laugh,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay ; 
"  it  is  in  such  a  low  sweet  tone,  and  seems  to  come 
so  from  the  very  spring  of  enjoyment.  Yet  I 
must  say  I  think  Catherine  is  half  right." 

"  With  half  an  advocate,"  said  Lady  Keith,  "  I 
shall  not  effect  much." 

Mr.  Lindsay  uttered  a  low  whistle.  At  this 
moment  the  door  opened,  and  Ellen  came  gravely 
in,  with  a  book  in  her  hand. 

"  Come  here,  Ellen,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  holding 
out  his  hand,--"vour  aunt  says  you  do  not  like 
anybody — how  is  it  ?  are  you  oi  an  unsociable  dis- 
position ?" 

Ellen's  smile  would  have  been  a  sufficient  apology 
to  him  for  a  much  graver  fault. 
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"  Anybody  out  of  the  house,  I  meant,"  said 
Lady  iLeith. 

"Speak,  Ellen,  and  clear  yourself,"  said  Mr. 
Lindsay. 

"  I  like  some  people,'*  said  EUen  smiling ; — "  I 
do  not  think  I  like  a  great  many  people  very  much." 

"  But  you  do  not  like  young  people,"  said  Ladj 
Keith," — "that  is  what  I  complain  of;  and  it  is 
unnatural.  Now  the  other  day,  when  you  went  to 
ride  with  Miss  Gordon  and  her  brother,  and  Miss 
MacPherson  and  her  brother — I  heard  you  say  you 
were  not  sorry  to  get  home.  Now  where  wiU  you 
find  more  pleasant  young  people  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  not  like  them,  EUen  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Lindsay. 

"  I  do  like  them,  ma'am,  tolerably." 

"  What  does  '  tolerably '  mean  ?" 

"  I  should  have  liked  my  ride  better  the  other 
day,"  said  Ellen,  "  if  they  had  talked  about  sensible 
things." 

"Nonsense!"  said  Ladv  Keith.  "Society  can- 
not be  made  up  of  M.  MuUers." 

"What  did  they  talk  about,  Ellen?"  said  Mr. 
Lindsay,  who  seemed  amused. 

"  About  partners  in  dancing, — at  least  the  ladies 
did, — and  dresses,  and  different  gentlemen,  and 
what  this  one  said  and  the  other  one  said,  it  was 
not  very  amusing  to  me." 

Mr.  Lindsay  laughed.  "And  the  gentlemen, 
EUen ;  how  did  you  like  them  ?" 

"  I  did  not  like  them  particularly,  sir." 

"  What  have  you  against  them,  Ellen  ?" 

"I  do  not  wish  to  say  anything  against  them, 
aunt  Keith." 

"  Come,  come, — speak  out." 

"  I  did  not  like  their  talking,  sir,  any  better  than 
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the  ladies' ;  and  besides  that,  I  do  not  think  they 
are  very  polite.'* 

"  Wny  not  ?"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  highly  amused. 

"  I  do  not  think  it  was  very  polite,"  said  Ellen, 
"  for  them  to  sit  still  on  their  horses  when  I  went 
out,  and  let  Brocklesby  help  me  to  mount.  They 
took  me  up  at  M.  Muller's,  you  know,  sir." 

Mr.  Lindsay  threw  a  glance  at  his  sister,  which 
she  rather  resented. 

"And  pray  what  do  you  expect,  EUen?"  said 
she.  "You  are  a  mere  child — do  you  think  you 
ought  to  be  treated  as  a  woman  ?" 

*'  I  do  not  wish  to  be  treated  as  anything  but  a 
child,  aunt  Keith." 

But  Ellen  remembered  well  one  day  at  home, 
when  John  had  been  before  the  door  on  horseback, 
and  she  had  run  out  to  give  him  a  message, — his 
instantly  dismounting  to  hear  it.  "And  I  was 
more  a  child  then,"  she  thought, — "  and  he  was  not 
a  stranger." 

"  Whom  do  you  like,  EUen  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Lind- 
say, who  looked  extremely  satisfied  with  the  result 
of  the  examination. 

"  I  Hke  M.  MuUer,  sir." 

"Nobody  else?" 

"Mrs.  Allen." 

"  There  !"  exclaimed  Lady  Keith. 

"  Have  you  come  from  her  room  just  now  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  What  is  your  fancy  for  going  there  ?" 

"  I  like  to  hear  her  talk,  sir,  and  to  read  to  her  ; 
it  gives  her  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  ;  and  I  like  to 
talk  to  her." 

"  What  do  you  talk  about  ?" 

"  She  talks  to  me  about  my  mother — " 

"And  you?" 
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"I  like  to  talk  to  her  about  old  times,"  said  El- 
len, changing  colour. 

"  Profitable  conversation !"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"  You  will  not  go  to  her  room  any  more,  Ellen," 
said  Mr.  Lindsay. 

In  great  dismay  at  what  Mrs.  Allen  would  think, 
Ellen  began  a  remonstrance.  But  only  one  word 
was  uttered ;  Mr.  Lindsay's  hand  was  upon  her  lips. 
He  next  took  the  book  she  still  held. 

"  Is  this  what  you  have  been  reading  to  her  ?" 

Ellen  bowed  in  answer. 

"Who  wote  all  this?" 

Before  she  could  speak,  he  had  turned  to  the 
front  leaf  and  read,  "To  my  little  sister."  He 
quietly  put  the  book  in  his  pocket ;  and  Ellen,  as 
quietly,  left  the  room. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  said  that,"  said  Lady  Keith. 
"  You  are  quick  enough  when  you  see  anything  for 
yourself,  but  you  never  will  believe  other  people." 

"  There  is  nothing  WTong  here,"  said  Mr.  Lind- 
say,— "only  I  will  not  have  her  going  back  to 
those  old  recollections  she  is  so  fond  of.  I  wish  I 
could  make  her  drink  Lethe  !" 

"  What  is  the  book  ?"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"  I  hardly  know,"  said  he,  turning  it  over, — "  ex- 
cept it  is  from  that  person  that  seems  to  have  ob- 
tamed  such  an  ascendancy  over  her — it  is  full  of 
his  notes — it  is  a  religious  work." 

"  She  reads  a  great  deal  too  much  of  that  sort  of 
thing,"  said  Mrs.  Lindsay.  "  I  wish  you  would  con- 
trive to  put  a  stop  to  it.  You  can  do  it  better  than 
any  one  else ;  she  is  very  fond  of  you." 

That  was  not  a  good  argument.  Mr.  Lindsay 
was  silent ;  his  thoughts  went  back  to  the  conver- 
sation held  that  evening  in  Ellen's  room,  and  to 
certain  other  things ;  and,  perhaps,  he  was  think- 
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ing  that  if  religion  had  much  to  do  with  makiii£^  her 
what  she  was,  it  was  a  tree  that  bore  good  finiits. 

''  I  think,"  said  Lady  Keith,  *'  that  is  one  reason 
why  she  takes  so  little  to  the  young  people  she 
sees.  I  haye  seen  her  sit  perfectly  graye  when  they 
were  all  laughing  and  talkmg  around  her — it  really 
looks  singular — I  do  not  like  it — I  presume  she 
would  have  thought  it  wicked  to  laugh  with  them. 
And  the  other  night; — I  missed  her  firom  the 
younger  part  of  the  company,  where  she  should 
naye  been,  and  there  she  was  in  the  other  room 
with  M.  Muller,  and  somebody  else, — grayely  list- 
ening to  their  conyersation!" 

"  I  saw  her,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay,  smiling, — "  and 
she  looked  anything  but  dull  or  sober.  I  would 
rather  have  her  gravity,  after  all,  Catherine,  than 
anybody  else's  merriment  I  know." 

**  I  wish  she  had  never  been  detained  in  America 
after  the  time  when  she  should  have  come  to  us," 
said  Mrs.  Lindsay. 

"  I  wish  the  woman  had  what  she  deserves  that 
kept  back  the  letters  !"  said  Mr.  Lindsay. 

"Yes  indeed!"  said  his  sister; — "and  I  have 
been  in  continual  fear  of  a  visit  from  that  very 
person  that  you  say  gave  Ellen  the  book." 

"  He  is  not  here  !"  said  Mr.  Lindsay. 

"  I  do  not  know  where  he  is  ; — but  he  was  on 
this  side  of  the  water,  at  the  time  Ellen  came  on ; 
BO  she  told  me." 

"  I  wish  he  was  in  Egypt !" 

"  I  do  not  intend  he  shall  see  her  if  he  comes," 
said  Lady  Keith,  "  if  I  can  possibly  prevent  it.  I 
gave  Porterfield  orders,  if  any  one  asked  for  her, 
to  tell  me  immediately,  and  not  her  upon  any  ac- 
count ;  but  nobody  has  come  hitherto,  and  I  am  in 
hopes  no  one  will." 
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Mr.  Lindsay  arose  and  walked  up  and  down  the 
room  with  folded  arms  in  a  very  thoughtful  style. 

Ellen  with  some  difficulty  bore  herself  as  usual 
throughout  the  next  day  and  evening,  though  con- 
stantly  on  the  rack  to  get  possession  of  her  book 
again.  It  was  not  spoken  of  nor  hinted  at.  When 
another  morning  came  she  could  endure  it  no 
longer ;  she  went  soon  after  breakfast  into  Mr. 
Lindsay's  study,  where  he  was  writing.  Ellen  came 
behind  him  and  laying  both  her  arms  over  his 
shoulders,  said  in  his  ear, 

"  Will  you  let  me  have  my  book  again,  father  ?" 

A  kiss  was  her  only  answer.     Ellen  waited. 

"  Gro  to  the  bookcases,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay  pre- 
sently, "  or  to  the  booksellers,  and  choose  out  any- 
thing you  like,  Ellen,  instead." 

"  I  would  not  exchange  it  for  all  that  is  in  them  !'* 
she  answered  with  some  warmth,  and  with  the 
husky  feeling  coming  in  her  throat.  Mr.  Lindsay 
said  nothing. 

"  At  any  rate,"  whispered  Ellen,  after  a  minute, 
"  you  will  not  destroy  it,  or  do  anything  to  it  ? — 
you  will  take  care  of  it  and  let  me  have  it  again, 
sir?" 

"  I  will  try  to  take  care  of  you,  my  daughter." 

Again  EUen  paused;  and  then  came  round  in 
front  of  him  to  plead  to  more  purpose. 

"  I  will  do  anything  in  the  world  for  you,  sir," 
she  said  earnestly,  "  if  you  will  give  me  my  book 
again." 

"You  must  do  anything  in  the  world  forme," 
said  he,  smiling  and  pinching  her  cheek, — "  vrith- 
out  that." 

"  But  it  is  mine ! "  EUen  ventured  to  urge,  though 
trembling. 

*'  Come,   come!"    said    Mr.  Lindsay,   his    tone 
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changing, — '^  and  you  are  mine,  you  must  under- 
stand." 

Ellen  stood  silent,  struggling,  between  the  alter- 
nate surgings  of  passion  and  checks  of  prudence 
and  conscience.  But  at  last  the  wave  rolled  too 
high  and  broke.  Clasping  her  hands  to  her  fiMse, 
she  exclaimed,  not  indeed  riolently,  but  with  suf- 
ficient energy  of  expression,  "  0  it  is  not  right  I — 
it  is  not  right !" 

"  Go  to  yom*  room  and  •  consider  of  that,"  said 
Mr.  Lindsay.  "  I  do  not  wish  to  see  you  again  to- 
day Men." 

TSllen  was  wretched.  Not  from  grief  at  her  loss 
merely ;  that  she  could  have  borne ;  that  had  not 
even  the  greatest  share  in  her  distress ;  she  was 
at  war  with  herself.  Her  mind  was  in  a  perfect 
turmoil.  She  had  been  a  passionate  child  in  earlier 
days ;  under  religion's  happy  reign  that  had  long 
ceased  to  be  true  of  her ;  it  was  only  yery  rarely  that 
she  or  those  around  her  were  led  to  remember  or  sus- 
pect that  it  had  once  been  the  case.  She  was  sur- 
prised and  half  frightened  at  herself  now,  to  find 
the  strength  of  the  old  temper  suddenly  roused. 
She  was  utterly  and  exceedingly  out  o^  humour 
with  Mr.  Lindsay,  and  consequently  with  everybody 
and  everything  else;  consequently,  conscience 
would  not  give  her  a  moment's  peace  ;  consequently, 
that  day  was  a  long  and  bitter  fight  betwixt  right 
and  wrong.  Duties  were  neglected,  because  she 
could  not  give  her  mind  to  them ;  then  they  crowded 
upon  her  notice  at  undue  times  ;  all  was  miserable 
confusion.  In  vain  she  would  try  to  reason  and 
school  herself  into  right  feeling ;  at  one  thought  of 
her  lost  treasure  passion  would  come  flooding  up 
and  drown  aU  her  reasonings  and  endeavoiu^.  She 
grew  absolutely  weary. 
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But  the  day  passed  and  the  night  came,  and  she 
went  to  bed  without  being  able  to  make  up  her 
mind ;  and  she  arose  in  the  morning  to  renew  the 
battle. 

**  How  long  is  this  miserable  condition  to  last  !'* 
she  said  to  herself.  "  Till  you  can  entirely  give  up 
your  feeling  of  resentment,  and  apologize  to  Mr. 
Lindsay,"  said  conscience.  "Apologize! — ^but  I 
have  not  done  wrong."  "Yes,  you  have,"  said 
conscience ;  "  you  spoke  improperly ;  he  is  justly 
displeased ;  and  you  must  make  an  apology  before 
there  can  be  any  peace."  "  But  I  said  the  truth — 
it  is  not  right — it  is  not  right !  it  is  wrong ;  and 
am  J  to  go  and  make  an  apology? — I  cannot  do 
it."  "Yes,  for  the  wrong  you  have  done,"  said 
conscience, — "that  is  all  your  concern.  And  he 
has  a  right  to  do  what  he  pleases  with  you  and 
yours ;  and  he  may  have  his  own  reasons  for  what 
he  has  done  ;  and  he  loves  you  very  much,  and  you 
ought  not  to  let  him  remain  displeased  with  you 
one  moment  longer  than  you  can  help — he  is  in 
the  place  of  a  father  to  you,  and  you  owe  him  a 
chHd's  duty." 

But  pride  and  passion  stm  fought  against  reason 
and  conscience,  and  Ellen  was  miserable.  The 
dressing-bell  rang. 

"  There !  I  shall  have  to  go  down  to  breakfast 
directly,  and  they  will  see  how  I  look, — they  will 
see  I  am  angry  and  ill-humoured.  Well,  I  ought 
to  be  angry  1  But  what  will  they  think  then  of  my 
religion  ? — is  my  rushlight  burning  bright  ?  am  I 
honouring  Christ  now  ? — is  this  the  way  to  make 
His  name  and  His  truth  lovely  in  their  eyes  ?  Oh 
shame  !  shame  !— I  have  enough  to  humble  mystlt* 
for.  And  all  yesterday,  at  any  rate,  they  know  I 
waa  angry." 
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.  Ellen  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  ;  and  when 
she  rose  up  the  spirit  of  pride  was  entirely  hroken, 
and  resentment  had  died  with  self-justification. 

The  breakfast-bell  rang  before  she  was  quite 
ready.  She  was  afraid  she  could  not  see  Mr.  Ijind- 
say  until  he  should  be  at  the  table.  "  But  it  shall 
make  no  difference,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  they  know 
I  have  offended  him — it  is  right  they  should  hear 
what  I  have  to  say." 

They  were  all  at  the  table.  But  it  made  no  dif^ 
ference.  Ellen  went  straight  to  Mr.  Lindsay,  and 
laying  one  hand  timidly  in  his  and  the  other  on  his 
shoulder,  she  at  once  numbly  and  frankly  confessed 
that  she  had  spoken  as  she  ought  not  the  day  be- 
fore, and  that  she  was  very  sorry  she  had  displeased 
him,  and  begged  his  forgiveness.  It  was  instantly 
granted. 

"  You  are  a  good  child,  Ellen,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay, 
as  he  fondly  embraced  her. 

"  Oh  no,  sir ! — do  not  call  me  so — I  am  every 
thing  in  the  world  but  that." 

"  Then  aU  the  rest  of  the  world  are  good  children. 
Why  did  not  you  come  to  me  before  ?" 

"  Because  I  could  not,  sir ; — I  felt  wrong  all  day 
yesterday." 

Mr.  Lindsay  laughed  and  kissed  her,  and  bade 
her  sit  down  and  eat  her  breakfast. 

It  was  about  a  month  after  this  that  he  made  her 
a  present  of  a  beautiful  little  watch.  EUen's  first 
look  was  of  great  delight ;  the  second  was  one  of 
curious  doubtful  expression,  du-ected  to  his  face, 
half  tendering  the  watch  back  to  him  as  she  saw 
that  he  understood  her. 

"  Why,"  said  he,  smiling,  "  do  you  mean  to  say 
you  would  rather  have  that  than  this  ?" 

"A  great  deal!" 
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"No,"  said  he,  hanging  the  watch  round  her 
neck, — "  you  shall  not  have  it ;  but  you  may  make 
your  mind  easy,  for  I  have  it  safe,  and  it  shall  come 
back  to  you  again  some  time  or  other." 

"With  this  promise  Ellen  was  obliged  to  be  satis- 
fied. 

The  summer  passed  in  the  enjoyment  of  all  that 
wealth  and  affection  could  bestow  on  their  darling. 
Early  in  the  season  the  family  returned  to  "  the 
Braes."  EUen  liked  it  much  better  than  the  city  ; 
there  was  more  that  reminded  her  of  old  times. 
The  sky  and  the  land,  though  different  from  those 
she  best  loved,  were  yet  but  another  expression  of 
nature's  face ;  it  was  the  same  face  still ;  and  on 
many  a  sunbeam  Ellen  travelled  across  the  Atlan- 
tic*. She  was  sorry  to  lose  M.  Muller,  but  she 
could  not  have  kept  him  in  Edinburgh  ;  he  quitted 
Scotland  about  that  time. 

Other  masters  attended  her  in  the  country,  or 
she  went  to  Edinburgh  to  attend  them.  Mr.  Lind- 
say liked  that  very  well ;  he  was  often  there  him- 
self, and  after  her  lesson  he  loved  to  have  her  with 
him  in  the  library,  and  at  dinner,  and  during  the 
drive  home.  EUen  liked  it  because  it  was  so  plea- 
sant to  him  ;  and  besides,  there  was  a  variety  about 
it,  and  the  drives  were  always  her  delight,  and  she 
chose  his  company  at  any  time  rather  than  that  of 
her  aunt  and  grandmother.  So,  many  a  happy  day 
that  summer  had  she  and  Mr.  Lindsay  together ; 
and  many  an  odd  pleasure  in  the  course  of  them 
did  he  find  or  make  for  her.  Sometimes  it  was  a 
new  book,  sometimes  a  new  sight,  sometimes  anew 
trinket.  According  to  his  promise,  he  had  pur- 
chased her  a  fine  horse ;  and  almost  daily  Ellen  was 

*  "Then  hy  a  sunheam  I  will  climh  to  thee." — Geobob 
Herbert. 
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upon  his  back,  and,  with  Mr.  Lindsay,  in  the  course 
01  the  summer  scoured  the  country  flar  and  near. 
Every  scene  of  any  historic  interest  within  a  /good 
distance  of  "the  Braes"  was  visited,  and  some  of 
them  again  and  again.  Pleasures  of  all  kinds  were 
at  Ellen's  disposal ;  and  to  her  father  and  grand- 
mother she  was  truly  the  light  of  the  eyes. 

And  Ellen  was  happy ;  but  it  was  not  all  these 
things,  nor  even  her  affection  for  Mr.  Lindsay,  that 
made  her  so.  He  saw  her  calm  sunshiny  face  and 
busy  happy  demeanour,  and  fancied,  though  he 
had  sometimes  doubts  about  it,  that  she  did  not 
trouble  herself  much  with  old  recollections,  or 
would  in  time  get  over  them.  It  was  not  so. 
EUen  never  forgot ;  and  sometimes  when  she 
seemed  busiest  and  happiest,  it  was  the  thought 
of  an  absent  and  distant  friend  that  wa*s  nerving 
her  energies  and  giving  colour  to  her  cheek.  Still, 
as  at  first,  it  was  in  her  hour  alone  that  Ellen  laid 
down  care  and  took  up  submission;  it  was  that 
calmed  her  brow  and  brightened  her  smile.  And 
though  now  and  then  she  shed  bitter  tears,  and 
repeated  her  despairing  exclamation,  "  Well !  I  wiU 
see  him  in  heaven !" — in  general  she  lived  on  hope, 
and  kept  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart  some  of  her 
old  feeling  of  confidence. 

Perhaps  her  brow  grew  somewhat  meeker  and  her 
smile  less  bright  as  the  year  rolled  on.  Months 
flew  by,  and  brought  her  no  letters.  EUen  mar- 
velled and  sorrowed  in  vain.  One  day  mourning 
over  it  to  Mrs.  Allen,  the  good  housekeeper  asked 
her  if  her  friends  knew  her  address  ?  Ellen  at  first 
said  "  to  be  sure,"  but  after  a  few  minutes'  reflec- 
tion was  obliged  to  confess  that  she  was  not  certain 
about  it.  It  would  have  been  just  like  Mr.  Hum- 
phreys to  lose  sight  entirely  of  such  a  matter,  and 
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very  natural  for  her,  in  her  grief  and  confusion  of 
mind  and  inexperience,  to  be  equally  forgetful. 
She  wrote  immediately  to  Mr.  Humphreys  and 
supplied  the  defect;  and  hope  brightened  again. 
Once  before  she  had  written,  on  the  occasion  of 
the  refunding  her  expenses.  Mr.  Lindsay  and  his 
mother  were  very  prompt  to  do  this,  though  EUen 
could  not  tell  what  the  exact  amount  might  be; 
they  took  care  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  and  sent 
more  than  enough.  Ellen's  mind  had  changed 
since  she  came  to  Scotland ;  she  was  sorry  that 
the  money  was  sent;  she  understood  the  feeling 
with  which  it  was  sent,  and  it  hurt  her. 

Two  or  three  months  after  the  date  of  her  last 
letter,  she  received  at  length  one  from  Mr.  Hum- 
phreys, a  long,  very  kind,  and  very  wise  one.  She 
lived  upon  it  for  a  good  while.  Mr.  Lindsay's  bills 
were  returned.  Mr.  Humphreys  declined  utterly 
to  accept  them,  telling  Ellen  that  he  looked  upon 
her  as  his  own  child  up  to  the  time  that  her  friends 
took  her  out  of  his  hands,  and  that  he  owed  hep 
more  than  she  owed  him.  Ellen  gave  the  money, 
she  dared  not  give  the  whole  message,  to  Mj. 
Lindsay.  The  bills  were  instantly  and  haughtily 
re-enclosed  and  sent  back  to  America. 

StiU  nothing  was  heard  from  Mr.  John.  Ellen 
wondered,  waited,  wept ;  sadJy  quieted  herself  into 
submission,  and  as  time  went  on,  clung  faster  and 
faster  to  her  Bible  and  the  refuge  she  found  there. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Hon, — Wliy  didn't  you  show  him  up,  hlockhead  ? 
Butler. — Show  him  up,'  sir  ?     With  all  my  heart,  sir. 
Up  or  down,  all's  one  to  me. 

QOOD-NATUBED   MaN. 

One  evening,  it  whb  New  Tear's  eve,  a  large  party 
was  expected  at  Mr.  Lindsay's.  Ellen  was  not  of 
an  age  to  go  abroad  to  parties,  but  at  home  her 
father  and  grandmother  never  could  bear  to  do 
without  her  when  they  had  company.  Generally 
Ellen  liked  it  very  much ;  not  called  upon  to  take 
any  active  part  herself,  she  had  leisure  to  observe 
and  enjoy  in  quiet ;  and  often  heard  music,  and 
often  by  Mr.  Lindsay's  side  listened  to  conversa- 
tion, in  which  she  took  great  pleasure.  To-night, 
however,  it  happened  that  Ellen's  thoughts  were 
running  on  other  things;  and  Mrs.  Lindsay's 
woman,  who  had  come  in  to  dress  her,  was  not 
at  all  satisfied  with  her  grave  looks  and  the  little 
concern  she  seemed  to  take  in  what  was  going  on. 

"  I  wish.  Miss  Ellen,  you'd  please  hold  your 
head  up,  and  look  somewhere — I  don't  know  when 
rU  get  your  hair  done  if  you  keep  it  down  so." 

"  O  Mason,  I  think  that  will  do — it  looks  very 
well — you  need  not  do  anything  more." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Ellen,  but  you  know 
it  is  your  grandmother  that  must  be  satisfied,  and 
she  will  have  it  just  so  ; — there, — now  that's  going 
to  look  lovely ;  -  but  indeed,  Miss  Ellen,  she  wont 
be  pleased  if  you  carry  such  a  soberish  face  down 
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stairs., — and  what  will  the  master  say!  Most 
young  ladies  would  be  as  bright  as  a  bee  at  being 
going  to  see  so  many  people,  and  indeed  it's  what 
you  should." 

"  I  had  rather  see  one  or  two  persons  than  one 
or  two  hundred,"  said  Ellen,  speaking  half  to  herself 
and  half  to  Mrs.  Mason. 

"  "Well,  for  pity's  sake,  Miss  Ellen,  dear,  if  you 
can,  don't  look  as  if  it  was  a  funeral  it  was. 
There !  'taint  much  trouble  to  dress  you,  anyhow 
— if  you'd  only  care  a  little  more  about  it,  it 
would  be  a  blessing.  Stop  till  I  fasten  this  lace. 
The  master  will  call  you  his  white  rose-bud  to- 
night, sure  enough." 

"  That  is  nothing  new,"  said  Ellen,  half  smiling. 

Mason  left  her ;  and  feeling  the  want  of  some- 
thing to  raise  her  spirits,  Ellen  sorrowfully  went 
to  her  Bible,  and  slowly  turning  it  over,  looked 
along  its  pages  to  catch  a  sight  of  something  cheer- 
ing before  she  went  down-stairs. 

"  This  God  is  our  God /or  ever  and  ever :  He  toill  be 
our  guide  even  unto  death.^^ 

"  Is  not  that  enough  ?  "  thought  Ellen,  as  her 
eyes  filled  in  answer.  "It  ought  to  be  —  John 
would  say  it  was — oh !  where  is  he  !  " 

She  went  on  turning  over  leaf  after  leaf. 

**  O  Lord  ofhosts^  blessed  is  the  man  that  trusteth 
in  Thee  !  " 

"  That  is  true  surely,"  she  thought.  "  And  I  do 
trust  in  Him — I  am  blessed — I  am  happy,  come 
what  may.  He  will  let  nothing  come  to  those  that 
trust  in  Him  but  what  is  good  for  them — if  He  is 
my  God  I  have  enough  to  make  me  happy — I 
ought  to  be  happy — I  will  be  happy ! — I  will  trust 
Him,   and  take  what  He  gives  me;    and  try  to 

s  s  2 
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leave,  as  John  used  to  tell  me,  my  affairs  in  His 
hand." 

For  a  minute  tears  flowed;  then  they  were 
wiped  away ;  and  the  smile  she  gave  Mr.  Lindsay 
when  she  met  him  in  the  hall  was  not  less  bright 
than  usual. 

The  company  had  come,  and  while  it  was  still 
early  in  the  evening,  a  gentleman  came  who  de- 
clined to  enter  the  drawing-room,  and  asked  for 
Miss  Lindsay. 

**  Miss  Lindsay  is  engaged." 

"  An'  what  for  suld  ye  say  sae,  Mr.  Porterfield  ?*' 
cried  the  voice  of  the  housekeeper,  who  was  passing 
in  the  hall, — "  when  ye  ken  as  weel  as  I  do  that 
Miss  Men—" 

The  butler  stopped  her  with  saying  lomething 
about  "my  lady,"  and  repeated  his  answer  to  the 
gentleman. 

The  latter  wrote  a  word  or  two  on  a  card  which 
he  drew  from  his  pocket,  and  desired  him  to  carry 
it  to  Miss  EUen.     He  carried  it  to  Lady  Keith. 

"  What  sort  of  a  person,  Porterfield  ?*'  said  Lady 
Keith,  crumpling  the  card  in  her  fingers. 

"  Uncommon  fine  gentleman,  my  lady,"  Porter- 
field answered  in  a  low  tone. 

"  A  gentleman  !"  said  Lady  Keith,  inquiringly. 

"  Certain,  my  lady ! — and  as  up  and  down  spoken 
as  if  he  was  a  prince  of  the  blood ;  he  is  somebody 
that  is  not  accustomed  to  be  said  *  no '  to,  for  sure." 

Lady  Keith  hesitated.  EecoUecting,  however, 
that  she  had  just  left  Ellen  safe  in  the  music-room, 
she  made  up  her  mind,  and  desired  Porterfield  to 
show  the  stranger  in.  As  he  entered,  unannounced, 
her  eyes  unwillingly  verified  the  butler's  judgment, 
and  to  the  inquiry  whether  he  might  see  Miss  Lind- 


THE   WIDE,   WIDE   WOELD.  475 

say,  she  answered  very  politely,  though  with  regrets, 
that  Miss  Lindsay  was  engaged. 

"  May  I  be  pardoned  for  asking,"  saidthe  stranger, 
with  the  slightest  possible  approach  to  a  smile, 
"  whether  that  decision  is  imperative  ?  I  leave 
Scotland  to-morrow — my  reasons  for  wishing  to  see 
Miss  Lindsay  this  evening  are  urgent." 

Lady  Keith  could  hardly  believe  her  ears,  or  com- 
mand her  countenance  to  keep  company  with  her 
expressions  of  "  sorrow,  that  it  was  impossible — 
Miss  Lindsay  could  not  have  the  pleasure  that 
evening." 

"  May  I  beg  then  to  know  at  what  hour  I  may 
hope  to  see  her  to-morrow  ?  " 

Hastily  resolving  that  Ellen  should  on  the  mor- 
row accept  a  long-given  invitation,  Lady  Keith  an- 
swered, "  that  she  would  not  be  in  town — she  would 
leave  Edinburgh  at  an  early  hour." 

The  stranger  bowed  and  withdrew ;  that  was  all 
the  by-standers  saw.  But  Lady  Keith,  who  had 
winced  under  an  eye  that  she  could  not  help  fancy- 
ing read  her  too  well,  saw  that  in  his  parting  look 
which  made  her  iineasy ;  beckoning  a  servant  who 
stood  near,  she  ordered  him  to  wait  upon  that  gen- 
tleman to  the  door. 

The  man  obeyed ;  but  the  stranger  did  not  take 
his  cloak,  and  made  no  motion  to  go. 

"  No,  sir !  not  that  way,"  he  said  sternly,  as  the 
servant  laid  his  hand  on  the  lock ; — "  show  me  to 
Miss  Lindsay ! " 

"  Miss  Ellen  ?  "  said  the  man  doubtfully,  coming 
back,  and  thinking  from  the  gentleman's  manner 
that  he  must  have  misunderstood  Lady  Keith ; — 
"  where  is  Miss  Ellen,  Arthur?" 

The  person  addressed  threw  his  head  back  towards 
the  library. 
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"  This  way  sir,  if  you  please,  —  what  name, 
sir?" 

''  No  name — stand  back !"  said  the  stranger,  as 
he  entered. 

Suddenly,  and  as  it  seemed,  from  no  connection 
with  anything  in  or  out  of  her  thoughts,  Ellen  had 
in  her  mind  the  image  of  John  as  she  had  seen  him 
that  first  evening  at  Carra-carra,  when  she  looked 
up  from  the  bofling  chocolate  and  espied  him, — 
standing  in  an  attitude  of  waiting  near  the  door. 
Ellen  at  first  wondered  how  that  thought  should 
have  come  into  her  head  just  then ;  the  next  moment 
from  a  sudden  impulse,  she  raised  her  eyes  to  search 
for  the  cause,  and  saw  John  standing  before  her. 

It  would  not  be  easy  to  describe  the  change  in 
Ellen's  face.  Lightning  makes  as  quick  and  as  bril- 
liant an  illumination,  but  lightning  does  not  stay. 
"With  a  spring  she  reached  him,  and  seizing  both 
his  hands,  drew  him  out  of  the  door  near  which  they 
were  standing.  Before  however  either  of  them 
could  say  a  word,  she  led  him  back  through  the  haU 
to  her  own  sitting-room,  and  there  she  again  threw 
herself  into  his  arms,  exclaiming,  "  Oh,  John  I — my 
dear  John !  my  dear  brother ! " 

But  neither  smiles  nor  words  would  do  for  the 
overcharged  heart.  The  tide  of  joy  ran  too  strong, 
and  too  much  swelled  from  the  open  sources  of  love 
and  memory  to  keep  any  bounds.  And  it  kept 
none.  EUen  sat  down,  and  bowing  her  head  on  the 
arm  of  the  sofa,  wept  with  all  the  vehement  passion 
of  her  childhood,  quivering  from  head  to  foot  with 
convulsive  sobs.  John  might  see  from  the  out-pouring 
now  how  much  her  heart  had  been  secretly  gather- 
ing for  months  })ast ;  but  he  was  not  willing  that 
this  excessive  agitation  should  continue.  He  said 
nothing ;  sitting  down  beside  Ellen  on  the  sofa,  he 
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quietly  possessed  himself  of  one  of  her  hands  ;  and 
when  in  her  excitement  the  hand  struggled  to  get 
away  again,  it  was  not  permitted.  Ellen  understood 
that  very  well,  and  immediately  checked  herself. 
Better  than  words,  the  calm  firm  grasp  of  his  hand 
quieted  her.  Her  sobbing  stilled ;  she  turned  from 
the  arm  of  the  sofa,  and  leaning  her  head  upon  him 
took  his  hand  in  both  hers,  and  pressed  it  to  her 
lips  as  if  she  were  half  beside  herself.  But  that  was 
not  permitted  to  last  either,  for  his  hand  quickly 
imprisoned  hers  again.  There  was  silence  still. 
Ellen  could  not  look  up  yet,  and  neither  seemed  very 
forward  to  speak ;  she  sat  gradually  quieting  down 
into  fulness  of  happiness. 

"I  thought  you  never  would  come,  John,"  at 
length  Ellen  half- whispered,  half  said. 

"  And  I  cannot  stay  now.  I  must  leave  you  to- 
morrow, Ellie." 

Ellen  started  up  and  looked  up  now. 

"  Leave  me  !  For  how  long  f  Where  are  you 
going  ?  " 

"  Home !" 

"  To  America !" — Ellen's  heart  died  within  her. 
Was  this  the  end  of  all  her  hopes  ?  did  her  confi- 
dence end  here  ?  She  shed  no  tears  now.  He  could 
see  that  she  grew  absolutely  still  from  intense  feel- 
ing. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Ellie  ?*'  said  the  low  gentle 
tones  she  so  well  remembered ; — "  I  am  leaving  you 
but  for  a  time.  I  muat  go  home  now,  but  if  I  live 
you  will  see  me  again.'* 

"O  I  wish  I  was  going  with  you!"  Ellen  ex- 
claimed, bursting  into  tears. 

"  My  dear  EUie  !" — said  her  brother,  in  an  altered 
voice,  drawing  her  again  to  his  arms, — "  you  cannot 
wish  it  more  than  I !" 
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**I  never  thought  you  would  leave  me  here, 
John." 

"  Neither  would  I,  if  I  could  help  it ; — neither 
will  I  a  minute  longer  than  I  can  help;  but  we 
must  both  wait,  my  own  EUie.  Do  not  cry  so,  for 
my  sake !" 

«  Wait  ?— tiU  when  ?"  said  Ellen,  not  a  little  re- 
assured. 

"  I  have  no  power  now  to  remove  you  fix)m  your 
legal  guardians,  and  you  have  no  right  to  choose 
for  yourself," 

"  And  when  shall  I  ?" 

"  In  a  few  years." 

"A  few  years! — But  in  the  mean  time,  John, 
what  shall  I  do  without  you  ? — If  I  could  see  you 
once  in  a  while — but  there  is  no  one  here — ^not  a 
single  one — to  help  me  to  keep  right ;  no  one 
talks  to  me  as  you  used ;  and  I  am  all  the 
while  afraid  I  shaU  go  wrong; — ^what  shall  I 
do?" 

"  What  the  weak  must  always  do,  Ellie, — seek  for 
strength  where  it  may  be  had." 

"  And  so  I  do,  John,"  said  Ellen,  weeping, — 
"  but  I  want  you, — oh,  how  much !" 

"  Are  you  not  happy  here  ?" 

"Tes — I  am  happy — at  least  I  thought  I  was 
half-an-hour  ago, — as  happy  as  I  can  be.  I  have 
everything  to  make  me  happy,  except  what  would 
do  it." 

"  We  must  both  have  recourse  to  our  old  remedy 
against  sorrow  and  loneliness — you  have  not  forgot- 
ten the  use  of  it,  EUie  ?" 

"  No,  John,"  said  EUen,  meeting  his  eyes  with  a 
tearful  smile. 

"  They  love  you  here,  do  they  not  ?" 

"  Very  much — ^too  much." 
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"And  you  love  them ?" 

"  Yesr 

"  That  is  a  doubtful  *  yes.' " 

"  I  do  love  my  father — very  much ;  and  my 
grandmother  too,  though  not  so  much.  I  cannot 
help  loving  them, — they  love  me  so.  But  they  are 
so  unlike  you!" 

"That  is  not  much  to  the  purpose,  after  all," 
said  John,  smiling.  "  There  are  varieties  of  excel- 
lence in  the  world." 

"  O  yes,  but  that  is  not  what  I  mean ;  it  is  not 
a  variety  of  excellence.  They  make  me  do  every- 
thing that  they  have  a  wish, — ^I  do  not  mean,"  she 
added,  smiling,  "that  that  is  not  like  you, — but 
you  always  had  a  reason;  they  are  different. 
My  father  makes  me  drink  wine  every  now  and 
then, — I  do  not  like  to  do  it,  and  he  knows  I 
do  not,  and  I  think  that  is  the  reason  I  have  to 
do  it." 

"  That  is  not  a  matter  of  great  importance.  El- 
lie,  provided  they  do  not  make  you  do  something 
wrong." 

"  They  could  not  do  that  I  hope ;  and  there  is 
another  thing  they  cannot  maJs:e  me  do." 

"What  is  that?" 

"  Stay  here  when  you  will  take  me  away." 

There  was  a  thoughtful  pause  on  both  sides. 

"  You  are  grovni,  Ellie,"  said  John, — "  you  are 
not  the  child  I  left  you." 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  Ellen,  smiling, — "it 
seems  to  me  I  am  just  the  same." 

"  Let  me  see — look  at  me !" 

She  raised  her  face,  and  amidst  smiles  and  tears 
its  look  was  not  less  clear  and  frank  than  his  was 
penetrating.     "Just  the  same,"    was  the  verdict 
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of  her  brother's  eyes  a  moment  afterwards.    Ellen's 
smile  grew  bright  as  she  read  it  there. 

"  "Why  have  you  never  come  or  written  before, 
John?" 

"  I  did  not  know  where  you  where.  I  have  not 
been  in  England  for  many  months  till  quite  lately, 
and  I  could  not  get  your  address.  I  think  my  father 
was  without  it  for  a  long  time,  and  when  at  last  he 
sent  it  to  me,  the  letter  miscarried — ^never  reached 
me — ^there  were  delays  upon  delays." 

"  And  when  you  did  get  it  ?" 

« I  preferred  coming  to  writing." 

"  And  nowyou  must  go  home  so  soon !" 

"  I  must,  EUie.  My  business  has  lingered  on  a 
great  while,  and  it  is  quite  time  I  shoidd  return. 
I  expect  to  sail  next  week — Mrs.  Gillespie  is  going 
with  me — her  husband  stays  behind  till  spring." 

Ellen  sighed. 

"  I  made  a  friend  of  a  friend  of  yours  whom  I 
met  in  Switzerland  last  summer — M.  MuUer." 

"  M.  Muller !  did  you !  O  I  am  very  glad  !  I  am 
very  glad  you  know  him — ^he  is  the  best  friend  I 
have  here,  after  my  father.  I  do  not  know  what  I 
should  have  done  without  him." 

"  I  have  heard  him  talk  of  you,"  said  John, 
smiling. 

"  He  has  just  come  back  ;  he  was  to  be  here  this 
evening." 

There  was  a  pause  again. 

"  It  does  not  seem  right  to  go  home  without  you, 
EUie,"  said  her  brother  then.  **  I  think  you  belong 
to  me  more  than  to  anybody." 

"That  is  exactly  what  I  think!"  said  Ellen, 
with  one  of  her  bright  looks,  and  then  bursting 
into  tears ;  — "  I  am  very  glad  you  think  so  too !  I 
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will  always   do  whatever  you  tell  me — just  as  I 
used  to — no  matter  what  anybody  else  says.'* 

"  Perhaps,  I  shall  try  you  in  two  or  three  things, 
EUie.'' 

"  Will  you !  in  what  ?  O  it  would  make  me  so 
happy — so  much  happier — if  I  could  be  doing  some- 
thing to  please  you.  I  wish  I  was  at  home  with 
you  again!" 

"  I  will  bring  that  about,  EUie,  by-and-by,  if  you 
make  your  words  good." 

"  I  shall  be  happy  then,"  said  EUen,  her  old  con- 
fidence standing  stironger  than  ever, — "because  I 
know  you  will  if  you  say  so.  Though  how  you  wiU 
manage  it  I  cannot  conceive.  My  father  and 
grandmother  and  aunt  cannot  bear  to  hear  me  speak 
of  America ;  I  believe  they  would  be  glad  if  tnere 
was  not  such  a  place  in  the  world.  They  would  not 
even  let  me  think  of  it  if  they  could  help  it ;  I  never 
dare  mention  your  name,  or  say  a  word  about  old 
times.  They  are  afraid  of  my  loving  anybody  I  be- 
lieve.    They  want  to  have  me  all  to  themselves." 

"  What  will  they  say  to  you  then,  Ellie,  if  you 
leave  them  to  give  yourself  to  me  ?" 

"  I  cannot  help  it,"  replied  Ellen, — "  they  must 
say  what  they  please;" — and  with  abundance  of 
energy,  and  not  a  few  tears,  she  went  on ; — "  I 
love  them,  but  I  had  given  myself  to  you  a  great 
while  ago ;  long  before  I  was  his  daughter,  you 
called  me  your  little  sister — I  cannot  undo  that, 
John,  and  I  do  not  want  to — it  does  not  make  any 
difference  that  we  were  not  bom  so  !" 

"  What  is  it  you  wanted  me  to  do,  John  ?"  she 
said  gently,  at  length. 

"  One  is  that  you  keep  up  a  regular  and  fiill  cor- 
respondence with  me." 

T    T 
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*'  I  am  Teiy  glad  you  will  let  me  do  that/'  said 
EUen, — **  that  is  exactly  what  I  should  like,  but — " 

"What?" 

"  I  am  afraid  they  will  not  let  me." 

"  I  will  arrange  that." 

*  Very  well,"  said  EUen,  joyously, — ^**  then  it  will 
do.  O,  it  would  make  me  so  happy !  And  you  will 
write  to  me  ?" 

"Certainly!" 

"And  I  will  tell  you  everything  about  myself; 
and  you  will  teU  me  now  I  ought  to  do  in  all  sorts 
of  tmngs  ?  that  will  be  next  best  to  being  with  you. 
And  then  you  will  keep  me  right." 

"  I  will  not  promise  you  that,  Ellie,"  said  John, 
smiling ; — ^"  you  must  learn  to  keep  yourself  right." 

"I  know  you  will,  though,  however  you  may 
smile." 

Her  hand  was  fondly  taken  in  his,  as  many  a 
time  it  had  been  of  old ;  the  conversation  ran  some- 
times in  the  strarn  that  both  loved,  and  Ellen  now 
never  heard ;  sometimes  on  other  matters ;  such  a 
conversation  as  those  she  had  lived  upon  in  former 
days,  and  now  drank  in  with  a  delight  and  eager- 
ness  inexpressible.  Mr.  Lindsay  would  have  been 
in  dismay  to  have  seen  her  uplifted  fece,  which, 
though  tears  were  many  a  time  there,  was  spark- 
ling and  glowing  with  life  and  joy  in  a  manner  he 
had  never  known  it.  She  almost  forgot  what  the 
morrow  would  bring,  in  the  exquisite  pleasure  of 
the  instant,  and  hung  upon  every  word  and  look  of 
her  brother  as  if  her  life  were  there. 

"And  in  a  few  weeks,"  said  EUen,  at  length, 
"  you  will  be  in  our  old  dear  sitting-room  again,  and 
riding  on  the  Black  Prince ! — and  I  shall  be  here ! 
— and  it  will  be — ** 


THE  WIDE,   WIDE  WOBLD.  483 

"  It  will  be  empty  without  you,  ElUe ; — but  we 
have  a  Friend  that  is  sufficient ;  let  us  love  Him 
and  be  patient." 

"It  is  very  hard  to  be  patient,"  murmured 
Ellen. 

"Have  you  heard,"  said  he,  of  your  old  firiend 
Mr.  Van  Brunt?" 

"No— what  of  him?" 

"  He  has  come  out  before  the  world  as  a  Chris- 
tian man." 

"Has  he?" 

John  took  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  and  opened 
it. 

"  Ton  may  see  what  my  father  says  of  him ;  and 
what  he  says  of  you,  too,  MLie  ;-^he  has  missed  you 
much." 

"  O,  I  was  a&aid  he  would,"  said  EUen, — "  I  was 
sure  he  didj  " 

She  took  the  letter,  but  she  could  not  see  the 
words.  John  told  her  she  might  keep  it  to  read  at 
her  leisure. 

"  And  how  are  they  all  at  Ventnor  ?  and  how  is 
Mrs.  Vawse,  and  Margery  ?" 

"  All  well.  Mrs.  Vawse  spends  about  half  her 
time  at  my  father's." 

"  I  am  very  glad  of  that." 

"  Mrs.  Marsnman  wrote  me  to  bring  you  back 
with  me,  if  I  could,  and  said  she  had  a  home  for  you 
always  at  Ventnor." 

"  How  kind  she  is,"  said  Ellen :  — "  how  many 
friends  I  find  everywhere.  It  seems  to  me,  John, 
that  everybody  almost  loves  me." 

"  That  w  a  singular  circumstance  !  However,  I 
am  no  exception  to  the  rule,  Ellie." 

"  O,  I  know  that,"  said  Ellen,  laughing.  "  And 
Mr.  George?" 
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"  Mr.  Greorse  is  weU." 

"  How  much  I  love  him ! "  said  Ellen.  "  How 
much  I  would  give  to  see  him.  I  wish  you  could 
tell  me  about  poor  CaptaLn  and  the  Brownie^  but  I 
do  not  suppose  you  have  heard  of  them.  O,  when 
I  think  of  it  all  at  home,  how  I  want  to  be  there ! 
— Oh,  John!  sometimes  lately  I  have  almost 
thought  I  should  only  see  you  again  in  heaven." 

'*  My  dear  EUie !  1  shall  see  you  there,  I  trust ; 
but  if  we  live,  we  shall  spend  our  lives  here  toge- 
ther first.  Ajid  while  we  are  separated,  we  will 
keep  as  near  as  possible,  by  praying  for  and  writing 
to  each  other.  And  what  Otod  orders  let  us  quietly 
submit  to." 

Ellen  had  much  ado  to  command  herself  at  the 
tone  of  these  words,  and  John's  manner,  as  he 
clasped  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her  brow  and 
lips.  She  strove  to  keep  back  a  show  of  feeling 
that  would  distress  and  might  displease  him.  But 
the  next  moment  her  fluttering  spirits  were  stilled 
by  hearing  the  few  soft  words  of  a  prayer  that  he 
breathed  over  her  head.  It  was  a  prayer  for  her 
and  for  himself,  and  one  of  its  petitions  was  that 
they  might  be  kept  to  see  each  other  again.  Ellen 
wrote  the  words  on  her  heart. 

"Are  you  going!" 

He  showed  his  watch. 

"  Well,  I  shall  see  you  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Shall  you  be  here  ?  " 

"  Certamly — where  else  should  I  be  ?  What 
time  must  you  set  out  ?  " 

"  I  need  not  uutU  the  afternoon ;  but — How  early 
can  I  see  you  ?" 

"  As  early  as  you  please.  O,  spend  all  the  time 
with  me  you  can,  John ! " 

So  it  was  arranged. 
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"  And  now,  Ellie,  you  must  go  down-stairs  and 
present  me  to  Mr.  Lindsay." 

"To  my  father!" 

For  a  moment  Ellen's  face  was  a  compound  of 
expressions.  She  instantly  acquiesced,  however, 
and  went  down  with  her  brother;  her  heart,  it 
must  be  confessed,  going  very  pit-a-pat  indeed. 
She  took  him  into  the  library,  which  was  not  this 
evening  thrown  open  to  company,  and  sent  a  ser- 
vant for  Mr.  Lindsay.  While  waiting  for  his  com- 
ing, EUen  felt  as  if  she  had  not  the  fair  use  of  her 
senses.  Was  that  John  Humphreys  quietly  walk- 
ing up  and  down  the  library  P  Mr.  Lindsay's  li- 
braiy  r  and  was  she  about  to  introduce  her  brother 
to  the  person  who  had  forbidden  her  to  mention 
his  name  ?  There  was  something,  however,  in  Mr. 
John's  figure  and  air,  in  his  utter  coolness,  that  in- 
sensiblj'  restored  her  spirits.  Triumphant  confi- 
dence ui  him  overcame  the  fear  of  Mr.  Lindsay ; 
and  when  he  appeared,  EUen,  with  tolerable  com- 
posure, met  him,  her  hand  upon  John's  arm,  and 
said,  "  Father,  this  is  Mr.  Humphreys," — my  bro- 
ther she  dared  not  add. 

"  I  hope  Mr.  Lindsay  will  pardon  my  giving  him 
this  trouble,"  said  the  latter ; — "  we  have  one  thing 
in  common  which  should  forbid  our  being  strangers 
to  each  other.  I,  at  least,  was  unwilling  to  leave 
Scotland  without  making  myself  known  to  Mr. 
Lindsay." 

Mr.  Lindsay  most  devoutly  wished  the  "  thing 
in  common"  had  been  anythiug  else.  He  bowe<5 
and  was  "happy  to  have  the  pleasure,"  but  evi- 
dently neither  pleased  nor  happy.  Ellen  could  see 
that. 

"  May  I  take  up  five  minutes  of  Mr.  Lindsay's 
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time  to  explain,  perhaps  to  apologize,"  said  John 
slightly  smiling, — "  for  what  I  have  said  ?" 

A  little  ashamed,  it  might  be,  to  have  the  feeling 
suspected,  Mr.  Lindsay  instantly  granted  his  re- 
quest, and  politely  invited  his  imwelcome  guest  to 
he  seated.  Obeying  a  glance  from  her  brother, 
which  she  understood,  Ellen  withdrew  to  the  ftir- 
ther  side  of  the  room,  where  she  could  not  hear 
what  they  said.  John  took  up  the  history  of  Ellen's 
acquaintance  with  his  family,  and  briefly  gave  it  to 
Mr.  Lindsay,  scarce  touching  upon  the  benefits  by 
them  conferred  on  her,  and  skilfully  dwelling  ra- 
ther on  Ellen  herself,  and  setting  forth  what  she 
had  been  to  them.  Mr.  Lindsay  could  not  be  un- 
conscious of  what  his  visitor  delicately  omitted 
to  hint  at,  neither  could  he  help  making,  secretly 
to  himself,  some  most  unwillrng  admissions;  and 
though  he  might  wish  the  speaker  at  the  antipodes, 
and  doubtlessly  did,  yet  the  sketch  was  too  happily 
given,  and  his  fondness  for  Ellen  too  great,  for  him 
not  to  be  delightedly  interested  in  what  was  said  of 
her.  And  however  strong  might  have  been  his  desire 
to  dismiss  his  guest  in  a  very  summary  manner,  or  to 
treat  him  with  haughty  reserve,  the  graceful  dignity 
of  Mr.  Humphreys'  manners  made  either  expedient 
impossible.  Mr.  Lindsay  felt  constrained  to  meet 
him  on  his  own  ground — the  ground  of  high-bred 
frankness  ;  and  grew  secretly  still  more  afraid  that 
his  real  feelings  should  be  discerned. 

Ellen,  from  afar,  where  she  could  not  hear  the 
words,  watched  the  countenances  with  great  anxiety 
and  great  admiration.  She  could  see  that  while  her 
brother  spoke  with  his  usual  perfect  ease,  Mr. 
Lindsay  was  embarrassed.  She  half  read  the  truth. 
She  saw  the  entire  politeness  an  here  she  also  saw 
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the  secret  discomposure,  and  she  felt  that  the  po- 
liteness was  forced  from  him.  As  the  conversation 
went  on,  however,  she  wonderingly  saw  that  the 
cloud  on  his  brow  lessened, — she  saw  him  even 
smile ;  and  when  at  last  they  rose,  and  she  drew 
near,  she  almost  thought  her  ears  were  playing  her 
false  when  she  heard  Mr.  Lindsay  beg  her  brother 
to  go  in  with  him  to  the  company,  and  be  presented 
to  Mrs.  Lindsay.  After  a  moment's  hesitation  this 
invitation  was  accepted,  and  they  went  together  in- 
to the  drawing-room. 

Ellen  felt  as  if  she  was  in  a  dream.  With  a  face 
as  grave  as  usual,  but  with  an  inward  exultation  and 
rejoicing  in  her  brother  impossible  to  describe,  she 
saw  him  going  about  among  the  company.-talking 
to  her  grandmother, — yes,  and  her  grandmother  did 
not  look  less  pleasant  than  usual, — recognizing  M. 
Muller,  and  in  conversation  with  other  people  whom 
he  knew.  With  indescribable  glee  Ellen  saw  that 
Mr.  Lindsay  managed  most  of  the  time  to  be  of  the 
same  group.  'Neyer  more  than  that  night  did  she 
triumphantly  think  that  Mr.  John  could  do  any- 
thing. He  finished  the  evening  there.  Ellen  took 
care  not  to  seem  too  much  occupied  with  him  ;  but 
she  contrived  to  be  near  when  he  was  talking  with 
M.  Muller,  and  to  hang  upon  her  father's  arm 
when  he  was  in  Mr.  John's  neighbourhood.  And 
when  the  latter  had  taken  leave,  and  was  in  the 
hall,  Ellen  was  there  before  he  could  be  gone.  And 
there  came  Mr.  Lindsay  too  behind  her ! 

"You  will  come  early  to-morrow  morning, 
John?" 

"  Come  to  breakfast,  Mr.  Humphreys,  will  you  ?" 
said  Mr.  Lindsay,  with  sufficient  cordiality.     I 

But  Mr.  Humphreys  declined  this  invitation,  in 
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spite  of  tlie  timid  touch  of  Ellen's  fingers  upon  his 
arm,  which  begged  for  a  different  answer. 

"  I  will  be  with  you  early,  EUie,"  he  said  how- 
ever. 

"  And  O I  John,"  said  Ellen,  suddenly, — "  order 
a  horse  and  let  us  have  one  ride  together ;  let  me 
show  you  Edinburgh.'* 

"By  all  means,"  said  Mr.  Lindsay, — "let  us 
show  you  Edinburgh;  but  order  no  horses,  Mr. 
Humphreys,  for  mine  are  at  your  service." 

Ellen's  other  hand  was  gratefully  laid  upon  her 
father's  arm  as  this  second  proposal  was  niade  and 
accepted. 

"Let  us  show  you  Edinburgh,"  said  EUen  to 
herself,  as  she  and  Mr.  Lindsay  slowly  and  gravely 
went  back  through  the  hall.  "So!  there  is  an 
end  of  my  fine  morning ! — But  however,  how  fool- 
ish I  am!  John  has  his  own  ways  of  doing 
things — he  can  make  it  pleasant  in  spite  of  every- 
thing." 

She  went  to  bed,  not  to  sleep  indeed,  for  a  long 
time,  but  to  cry  for  joy  and  all  sorts  of  feelings  at 
once. 

Good  came  out  of  evil,  as  it  ofben  does,  and  as 
Ellen's  heart  presaged  it  would  when  she  arose  the 
next  morning.  The  ride  was  preceded  by  half  an 
hour's  chat  between  Mr.  John,  Mr.  Lindsay,  and 
her  grandmother ;  in  which  the  delight  of  the  even- 
ing before  was  renewed  and  confirmed.  EUen  was 
obliged  to  look  down  to  hide  the  too  bright  satisfac- 
tion she  felt  was  shining  in  her  face.  She  took  no 
part  in  the  conversation,  it  was  enough  to  hear. 
She  sat  with  charmed  ears,  seeing  her  brother  over- 
turning all  her  father's  and  grandmother's  preju- 
dices, and  making  his  own  way  to  their  respect  at 
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least  in  spite  of  themselves.  Her  marvelling  still 
almost  kept  even  pace  with  her  joy.  "  I  knew  he 
would  do  what  he  pleased,"  she  said  to  herself, — "  I 
knew  they  could  not  help  that ;  but  I  did  not  dream 
he  would  ever  make  them  like  him, — that  I  never 
dreamed!'* 

On  the  ride  again,  EUen  could  not  wish  that  her 
father  were  not  with  them.  She  wished  for  nothing ; 
it  was  all  a  maze  of  pleasure,  which  there  was 
nothing  to  mar  but  the  sense  that  she  would  by- 
and-by  wake  up  and  find  it  was  a  dream.  And  no, 
not  that  either.  It  was  a  solid  good  and  blessing, 
which  though  it  must  come  to  an  end,  she  should 
never  lose.  For  the  present  there  was  hardly 
anything  to  be  thought  of  but  enjoyment.  She 
shrewdly  guessed  that  Mr.  Lindsay  would  have  en- 
joyed it  too,  but  for  herself;  there  was  a  little 
constraint  about  him  still,  she  could  see.  There 
was  none  about  Mr.  John ;  in  the  delight  of  his 
words  and  looks  and  presence,  Ellen  half  the  time 
forgot  Mr.  Lindsay  entirely;  she  had  enough  of 
them ;  she  did  not  for  one  moment  wish  that  Mr. 
Lindsay  had  less. 

At  last  the  long  beautiful  ride  came  to  an  end  ; 
and  the  rest  of  the  morning  soon  sped  away,  though 
as  Ellen  had  expected  she  was  not  permitted  to 
spend  any  part  of  it  alone  with  her  brother.  Mr. 
Lindsay  asked  him  to  dinner,  but  this  was  de- 
clined. 

Not  till  long  after  he  was  gone  did  Ellen  read 
Mr.  Humphreys*  letter.  One  part  of  it  may  be 
given. 

"Mr.  Van  Brunt  has  lately  joined  our  little 
church.     This  has  given  me  great  pleasure.     He 
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liad  been  a  reffular  attendant  for  a  long  time  be- 
fore. He  aBcru)e8  much  to  your  instrumentalii^ ; 
but  says  bis  first  thoughts  (earnest  ones)  on  the 
subject  of  religion  were  on  the  occasion  of  a  tear 
that  fell  firom  Ellen's  eye  u^n  his  hand  one  day 
when  she  was  talking  to  hmi  about  the  matter. 
He  never  lost  the  impression.  In  his  own  words, 
4t  scared  him!'  .That  was  a  dear  child!  I  did 
not  know  how  dear  tiU  I  had  lost  her.  I  did  not 
know  how  severely  I  should  feel  her  absence ;  nor 
had  I  the  least  notion  when  she  was  with  us  of 
many  things  respecting  her  that  I  have  learnt  since. 
I  half  hoped  we  should  yet  have  her  back,  but 
that  will  not  be.  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  jou,  my 
son." 

The  correspondence  with  John  was  beffun  imme- 
diately, and  was  the  delight  of  Ellen's  life.  Mrs. 
Lindsay  and  her  daughter  wished  to  put  a  stop  to 
it ;  but  Mr.  Lindsay  dryly  said  that  Mr.  Hum- 
phreys had  frankly  spoken  of  it  before  him,  and 
as  he  had  made  no  objection  then  he  could  not 
now. 

Por  the  gratification  of  those  who  are  never 
satisfied,  one  word  shall  be  added^  to  wit,  that 

The  seed  so  early  sown  in  little  Ellen's  mind, 
and  so  careMLy  tended  by  sundry  hands,  grew  in 
course  of  time  to  aU.  the  fair  stature  and  comely 
perfection  it  had  bid  fair  to  reach — storms  and 
winds  that  had  visited  it  did  but  cause  the  root  to 
take  deeper  hold;  and  at  the  point  of  its  young 
maturity  it  happily  fell  again  into  those  hands  that 
had  of  all  been  most  successful  in  its  culture. — In 
other  words,  to  speak  intelligibly,  EUen  did  in  no 
wise  disappoint  her  brother's  wishes,  nor  he  hers. 
Three   or  four  more  years  of  Scottish  discipline 
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wrought  her  no  ill ;  they  did  but  serve  to  temper  and 
beautify  her  Christian  character ;  and  then,  to  her 
unspeakable  joy,  she  went  back  to  spend  her  life  with 
the  mends  and  guardians  she  best  loved,  and  to  be  to 
them,  still  more  than  she  had  been  to  her  Scottish 
relations,  the  "light  of  the  eyes." 


THE    END. 
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